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FOREWORD 


I am constantly being asked why I have chosen to write so many books about 
crime The answer is, quite frankly, that I do not know. The only editorial 
suggestion I had, when asked to write my first serial, was that I keep the lovers 
apart until the final page! 

Yet that story was about a crime Murder fiction was not as popular then 
as it is now Romance was in the saddle, and it was years later when an editor 
told me there were only two publishing successes, sex and murder. Yet that 
first book of mine is still selling after fifty years, and I still prefer crime to sex 
But when I say that I do not know just how my mind turned toward crime, 
I must also say that I have never written what is known as a detective story 
The organized police play very small part m any of my books, and indeed I 
know very little about them. I do not recall ever using a private detective at 
all, although I may have done so once or twice m the long series of my 
mysteries 

As a matter of fact, my crime books are actually novels and are written 
as such. One might even say that each one is really two novels one of which 
is the story I tell the reader, and the other the buried story I know and let 
slip now and then into a clue to whet the reader s interest ome o rem 
have an actual basis m fact, such as The After House , which was the ; record 
of a real crime, and which resulted m long study of the case and the sub- 
sequent release of a man who had been m the penitentiary or seve 

years c 

The Confession , in this present book, was based on the discovery o a 

hidden piece of paper, which was given me by the district attorney at t 
time it was found, and which I still have m my files, or man} y , 

have called up the woman who had signed her own name an o 
her confession, that its hiding place had been discovere , an 1 
absence of a body saved her from a charge of mur er .v 

However, these situations are few In The Door, also m this ^ , there 

was a slight basis of fact on which to start, when my emg m - . 

at the time made me realize the possibilities. But I believe The Red W 
was the most difficult of all my crime stories, s a ma er o ’ them 
forty thousand words of it, went down to the basement and 

and started all over again It has a certain interest, oo, m narrators 

a man. Otherwise, I seem to have stuck very firmly to ray own 
in some cases having them assist m the solution o t e mys ery 
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It was a great thrill to me when my first hook, The Circular Staircase, 
was hailed as something new in its particular field, m that it was a infers 
plus humor. As I have said, it has sold now for almost fifty years. 1 cl on he 
day of publication I took my children and went to a remote farm m the 
country-, so I would not have to read what I expected to be most unpleasant 
reviews ’ They were not; they were wonderful. Winch may be, after all, the 
reason I have done so many crime books since. They have been a minor part 
of my work, but I shall probably always be known as a writer of ddcctne 
books, which 1 emphatically am not 

Of the three stories m this book, The Door has a personal interest for me. 
My sons had gone into publishing for themselves and they needed something 
from me As a result, I wrote The Door, which was on their first rear’s list 
and had one of the largest sales of any mystery ever published up to that 
time 

As for The Red Lamp, I had been seriously investigating certain types of 
psychic matenal, and the book grew out of this For one thing emerged after 
twenty years or so Fraud was evident in approximately mncty-sc\ cn per cent 
of the seances, slate writings and ectoplasmic phenomena, but there \r ns al- 
ways three or so per cent which appeared genuine It was on tins three per 
cent I based The Red Lamp 

One thing has always surprised me, and that is the fact that men m im- 
portant positions like to relax with tins type of book I myself hare been read 
by every recent President with the exception of Calvin Coolidge, and even lie 
may have had his off moments I have been scolded by Theodore Rooscrclt, 
praised by Woodrow Wilson, and had a book made overnight for Herbert 
Hoover, using the galleys to cut and bind 

\ li: 1S rather a mce record So I hope my readers will like this book 
and have some pleasure solving the problems I have set them 


MARY ROBERTS RINEHART 





CHAPTER I 


I have wrenched my knee, and for the past two weeks my days have consisted 
of three trays, two of them here m the library, a nurse at ten o'clock each 
morning with a device of infernal origin which is supposed to bake the pam 
out of my leg, and my thoughts for company 

But my thinking is cloudy and chaotic The house is too quiet. I miss 
Judy, busy now with affairs of her own, and perhaps I miss the excitement 
of tire past few months. It is difficult to take an interest m beef croquettes 
for luncheon out of last night's roast when one’s mind is definitely turned on 
cnme. For that is what I am -Blinking about, cnme, and major cnme at Biat. 

I am thinking about murder. What is the ultimate impulse which drives 
the murderer to his kill 7 Not the motives One can understand motives. It 
is at least conceivable that a man may kill out of violent passion, or out of 
fear, or jealousy or revenge. Then too there are the murders by abnormals, 
drug addicts or mental deficients, they have their motives too, of course, al- 
though they may he hidden m distorted minds And as m our case, a senes 
of cnmes where the motive was hidden but perfectly real, and where extraor- 
dinary precautions had been taken against discovery. 

But I am thinking of something more fundamental Bian motivation. 

What is it that lies behind the final gesture of the killer 7 

Until then he has been of the race of men In an instant he will have for- 
feited his brotherhood, become one of a group apart, a group of those w o 
have destroyed human life. 

Is there a profound contempt for life itself, for its value or its importance 
Or is the instinct to kill stronger than thought, an atavistic memory rom 
long past ages when laws had not induced suppressions 7 Is the murder impu se 
a natural one and are all of us potential killers, so that to save extinction men 
have devised the theory of the sanctity of human life 7 And at that ast mo 
ment does this hereditary buried instinct surge tnumphanffy to the sur ace, 
steel the hand which holds the knife, steady the revolver, put Bie smile on 
the face of the poisoner? 

There must be a something of the sort. One thing we do know, once a 
man has killed, his inhibitions are destroyed. He has joined the alien clan, ot 
which no member knows the other, and has set his face against the wor 

Thereafter he is alone , 

But I have found no answer In our case I have looked back, searching 
for some variation from the normal, or some instinct of weakening or re- 
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morse But I have found none We know now that there were moments of 
temfic danger, when the whole murderous structure was about to collapse. 
But if there was panic then we have no evidence of it. Each such emergency 
was met with diabolical ingenuity and cunning, and that cunning went even 
further It provided m advance against every possible contingency of disco\ery. 

What long hours went into that planning, that covering of e\ ery possible 
clue, we can only surmise, the meticulous surveying of tins and that, the 
searching for any looseness m the whole criminal plan, die deliberate attempts 
to throw suspicion elsewhere 

There must have been a real satisfaction toward the end, however, a false 
ee mg of security, a rubbing of the hands and a certain complacency 
And then suddenly die whole carefully woven fabnc was destroyed. Strange 
and mysterious and bitter that must have been. Everything provided against, 

,i h ‘ n I ‘ he T n e /? b0y f by a d00r > a thm S of wood and paint 
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the trees I can see a portion of this path. Not all, for both the lot and the 
path are heavily bordered with old cedars 

Our first crime took place on the Lanmer lot, not far from this path 
I have no near neighbors This part of the city was country when the house 
was built, and the property on the other side is very large, ten acres or so. 
It was recently bought by a retired bootlegger and has no part in this narrative. 

The house itse!f~my house— is old-fashioned but very comfortable But as 
I sit here m the library, one leg out before me and my pad on the other while 
I endeavor to think on paper, I realize that the house requires more descrip- 
tion than that. Like the path, it too played its part 

I am writing in the library. Beside me on a table is the small bell which 
I nng to attract attention, since I cannot get to the speaking tube— I have 
said v e are old-fashioned— and a row of soft pencils like the one which later 
on we found on the skylight over the lavatory. There is a desk, an old Queen 
Anne walnut one, an open fire, chairs and books From the side windows one 
commands the Larimer lot, from the front the entrance drive 

So the library has not only comfort, but a certain strategic place m the 
house I can not only see my callers in advance, I can sit there and survey 
a large portion of my lower floor domain It lies to the right of the front 
door and the hall. 

Across the long center hall with its white staircase and its rear door to 
the service portion of the house, lies the drawing room. I can see now the 
forward end of it, with its ormolu cabinet, its French sofa done m old rose 
damask, and that pamtmg of my father which does the Bell nose so grave 


an injustice 

And although I cannot see it, I know that at the end of that rawing 
room, opening onto a blank brick wall which I have screened with ar or vi 
and rhododendrons, there is a French door with steps leading out onto le 
grass Also I know, by actual measurement, that it is precisely ty ee an 


around a comer to the kitchen porch 
From the rear of the library double doors open into a music room, 

often used nowadays, and behind that is the dining room 
This is my domain, and today m the winter sun it is very peace u 
has been a httle snow, and the cedars at the top of the path down 

are quite beaubful I have a wood fire, and the dogs, Jock an sa 

by Judy because she had never heard of a dog called Isabe —are as e p 


1 Jock is a terrier, Isabel a corpulent and defemmized l French tall As ithey 
too played a small and not too meritorious part m our de c e, 1 


to name them , r A * .p f i, 1Q 

I have listed my household as it was on the eighteen o P 
year Usually my secretanes do not live m the house, u come 1 
such notes, checks, bills and what not as clutter the desk o a wo j 

because she has no family of her own, is supposed to expen 


instinct m chanty 
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But Mary Marbn was living m the house, and due to a reason directly 
connected with tins narrative 

During the housecleaning tire previous autumn Norah had unearthed an 
old cane belonging to my grandfather, that Captain Bell who placed so bras c 
if unsung a part m the Mexican War 

She brought it downstairs to me, and I told her to have Joseph polish the 
handle When Joseph came back with it he was smiling, an unusual tlnng for 
Joseph 

“That’s a very interesting old cane, madam,” he said. “It has a knife m it ” 

“A knife? What for?” 


But Joseph did not know. It appeared that he had been polishing the knob 
when a blade suddenly shot out of the end. ITe had been greatly staillcd and 
had almost dropped the thing. 

Later on I showed it to Jim Blake, my cousin, and lie made the sugges- 
tion which brought Mary Martin into the house 


“Why not write the old boy’s life?” he suggested “You must have a trunk- 
ful of letters, and tins sword-stick, or sword-cane or whatever it is, is a good 
starting point And by the way, if ever you want to give it away, gn c it to me ” 

t f 7 * said ^ don,t deadly weapons around the place.” 

smrMvr arC |\/r ^ aVC i.* 0 k im ’ krfe,” as Judy called it, was going on well, 
and Mary Marbn efficient enough, although I was never fond of her. 


chapter ii 

appeared Tire ° n f Sarah Gltt,n § s dis ‘ 

the floor cut off from the front by a ^door A \ l their porho ” of 

16 M hall n all ° Wmg tllem t0 com e and go as thev'reaTT tillS UppCr 

Mary had the third floor frnnf S , tiiey re T mred 

behind it and over the bine tare room M° ™ llbrar5 '> and Sata '' the one 

time, Sarah’s closed and often locked For* n St °° d open n,ost of «’c 

suspicious streak in Sarah F 3 her 8°° d qualities there was a 

te™attwarS” e pet"me y WOuld 
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i 3=ft ,r„ = 

Me passed her around My sister Ten 
Children have measles a Laura w °nld wire from v ^ 

P^k her bag, cash on e 0 f £ *?* Sarah lf Possible” Z ^ 



was de\ oted to her, although just why it is difficult to say She was a taciturn 
woman, gning no confidences but probably receiving a great many 
Poor Sarah! I can still see her m her starched white uniform, with its 
skirts which just cleared the ground, moving among our \arious households, 
with us but not entirely of us, watching nervously over the stair rail while 
Judy, Katherine's daughter, made her ddbul, slapping Laura's newest baby 
between the shoulders to make it breathe, or bending over me to give me a 
daily massage, her heavy body clumsy enough but her hands light and gentle 
She was not a clever woman. Or maybe I am wrong. Perhaps m a family 
which prides itself on a sort of superficial cleverness, she was merely silenced 
It was Walhe Somers, Katherine’s stepson, who claimed that when he told 
her Hoover was nominated, she said 
“Really! That ought to be good business for the vacuum cleaner.” 

Not a romantic figure, Sarah, or a mysterious one All of us thought of 
her as a fixture, growing older but more or less always to be with us. I re- 
member Howard Somers, Katherine’s husband, telling her one day that he 
had remembered her m his will 

“Not a lot, Sarah,” he said. “But you’ll never have to go to the Old Ladies 
Home!” 

I don’t know why we w r ere so astonished to see her burst into tears I 
daresay she had been worried about the future, about getting old, and the 
children grow mg up and forgetting her Anyhow she cried, and Howard was 
greatly embarrassed 

She had her peculiarities, of course In Katherine’s house, what with guests 
m and out all the time, she had developed the habit of taking her meals m 
her room on a tray, and this habit persisted. 

“I like to read while I eat,” she said “And I'm up early, and I don t like 
late dinners ” 

She had some sort of stomach trouble, poor tiling 

But in my simpler household she ate with me unless there was some one 
there. Then, to Joseph's secret fury, she retired to her room and had her tray 
there 

She had come down from Katherine’s a month or so before, not so muc i 
because I needed her as that Katherine thought she needed a change. Howard 
had had a bad heart for some time, and Sarah had been nursing him 

“Just let her putter around,” Katherine wrote. “She’ll want to work, being 
Sarah, so if you can stand a daily massage— ” 

And of course I could, and did. , 

I have drawn Sarah as well as I can, and the family rather sketchily, Howard 
and Kathenne m their handsome duplex apartment in New York on 1 ar 
Avenue, bringing out Judy at nineteen, Laura m Kansas City, raising a noisy 
young family, and myself in my old-fashioned house with its grounds an 
shrubbery, its loneliness and its memories Dependent on a few fnen s, a 
small dinner party now and then, a little bridge, and on my servants, on 
Joseph and Norah and Clara and Robert, and on the Mary Martins who 
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vouth on Tudy’s occasional visits, on secretaries whose minds «crc clscu ncrc, 
and on Wallie Somers, Howard's son by Ins first wife whose ostensible busi- 
ness was bonds and whose relaxation, when he could not find some one t 
play with, was old furniture Than which, as Judy once said, I ha\c nothing 

As it happened, Judy was with me when Sarah disappeared that night in 

April of last year She was staging her annual revolt 

“I get a trifle fed up with Katherine now and then,” she would sav, ar- 
riving without notice “She’s too intense Now you are restful You're really a 
frivolous person, you know, Elizabeth Jane, for all your clothes and airs 
“Frivolity is all I have left,” I would say meekly Judy has a habit of first 
names Katherine had carefully taught her to call me Cousin Elizabeth, but 
Judy had discarded that with her stockings, which now she wore as seldom 
as possible and under protest Although I doubt if she ever called her mother 
Kathenne to her face 

Katherine was a good mother but a repressed one Also she w as still pas- 
sionately m love with Howard, one of those profound absorbing loves winch 
one finds sometimes m women who are apparently cold, and which makes 
them better wives than mothers I rather think that she was c\ cn a little 
jealous of Judy, and that Judy knew it 

Judy w'ould arrive, and as if by a miracle the telephone would commence 
to ring and shining sports cars would be parked for hours m front of the 
house Joseph would assume a resigned expression, empty' cigarette trajs by 
the dozen, and report to me m his melancholy voice 

“Some one has burned a hole on the top of your Oueen Anne desk 
madam ” 

1 was never anything to him but “madam ” It got on my nenes sometimes 
“Never mmd, Joseph We have to pay a pnee for youth ” 

He would go out again, depressed but dignified In his own way he was 
as unsocial as Sarah, as mysterious and self-obhteratmg as are all good 
servants 6 

So on that last night o£ Sarah, Judy was with me She had mst arrived 
looking a trifle defiant, and at dinner she stated her grievance Man, ’ 

“““ eVenm8 ’ 3nd fte hV ° ° f US ^nfauhe taWe^ 

lveally, Katherine is too outrageous,” she said 
“She’s probably saying the same thing about you ” 

But it is silly Truly She wants me not to see Wallie I cWt- +n ^ „ 

anything to lie awake at night about but after n ii i » d V Wallie 
I said nothing It was an old difficult, Z? “W trotter" 
of Howard's son by his first marriage It was a nart K , attierme ’ s dislike 
her resentment of that early unfortunate ^ , ] ea l°usy of Howard, 

and all he stood for, not that he stood for a meat* vw She loatlled Wallie 
man's son, rather charming ,n h,s own way hut neukfac^eX"™ Bui 
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hejooM like Margaret, the first wife, and Katherine could not forgive him 

“You like Wallie,” Judy accused me 
“Of course I do ” 

And he had a v, onderful \\ ar record.” 

Certainly he had What are you trying to do, Judy? Justify yourself?’' 

I Hunk he s had a rotten deal/’ she said. “From all of us A bit of allow- 
ance from father, and now I’m not to see him!” 

“But you are going to see him,” I told her “You’re going to see him to- 
night. He wants to look over an old ormolu cabinet Laura has sent me.” 

She forgot her irritation m her delight. 

Lovelyi Has it got any secret drawers? I adore looking for secret drawers,” 
she said, and went on eating a substantial meal These young things, with 
their slender waists and healthy appetites’ 

She had already rushed up to die third floor to greet Sarah, and while 
we were eating I heard Sarah on the way down This was nothing unusual 
She would go out sometimes at night, eitiier to the movies or to take Jock 
and Isabel for a walk, and I could sit at my place at the table and watch her 
coming down die stairs The fireplace m die music room is set at an angle, 
and m the mirror over it I would see Sarah, first her soft-soled low-heeled 
shoes, then the bottom of her white skirt, and then her gray coat, until fi- 
nally all of Sarah emerged into view. 

This evening however I saw that she had taken off her uniform, and I 
called to her. 

“Going to the movies, Sarah?” 

^ No ” She had no small amenities of speech 
Don’t you want the dogs? They haven’t been out today ” 

She seemed to hesitate. I could see her m die mirror, and I surprised an 
odd expression on her face Then die dogs themselves discovered her and be- 
gan to leap about her 

^ Do take them, Sarah,” Judy called. * 

I suppose I can,” she agreed rather grudgingly. “What time is it?” 

Judy looked at her wrist watch and told her 
And do behave yourself, Sarahl” she called 

But Sarah did not answer. She snapped the leashes on the dogs and went 
out. That was at five minutes after seven She went out and never came back 
Judy and I loitered over the meal, or rather I loitered, Judy ate and an- 
swered the telephone. One call was from a youth named Dick, and there 
was a subtle change m Judy’s voice which made me suspicious Another, how- 
ever, she answered coldly. 

I don't see why,” she said “She knew quite well where I was going . 

Well, I’m all right If I want to go wrong I don’t need to come here to do it 

No, she’s gone out.” 

I have recorded this conversation because it became highly important later 
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on To the best of my knowledge it came soon after Sarah left, at seven- 

fifteen or ^ ^ j, er head m the air. 

SS she lafd •Wouldn’t you know mother would sic hnn on 

^BvtSle referred not to Katherme, but to ICatherme's brother, ]»m 
Blake Judy had chosen to afiect a dislike for him, not because of any in- 
dent qualities in Jim himself, but because Katherme was apt to make him 

her pe?^nany Twas^forfof Jim, perhaps because lie paid me the small at- 
tentions a woman of my age finds gratifying, and certainly katherme adored 


“He asked for Sarah, but I told lnm she had gone out What m the world 
does he want with Sarah?” 

“He may have had some message trom your mother for her " 

“Probably to keep an eye on me,” said Judy, drily 

I think all this is accurate. So many things happened that evening that 
I find it difficult to go back to that quiet meal Quiet, that is, up to the 
time when Joseph brought m our coffee 

I know we discussed Jim, Judy and I, and Judy with the contempt of her 
youth for the man m his late forties who takes no active part m the world 
Yet Jim had organized his life as best he could He was a bachelor, who went 
everywhere for a reason winch I surmised but Judy could not understand, the 
fear of the lonely of being alone 

“Uncle Jim and his parties*” said Judy “How m the world does he pay 
for them?” 

“He has a little from his mother ” 

“And more probably from my motherl” 


Well, that might have been, so I said nothing, and as money meant noth- 
ing m Judy's lavish young life she was immediately cheerful again 
It is hard to remember Jim as he was m those days, as he must have been 
when he left his house that night A tall man, still very erect, and with graying 
hair carefully brushed to hide its thinness, he was always urbane and w’ell 
dressed He was popular too He had never let business, which m his case 
was a dilettante interest m real estate, interfere with a golf game or bridge, 
and by way of keeping up his social end he gave innumerable little tea parties 
and dinners He had a colored servant named Amos who rvas a quick change 
artist, and so people dmed with Jim on food cooked by Amos, to be served 
by Amos m a dinner jacket, and then went outside to find Amos m a uni- 
form and puttees, standing by the car with the rug neatly folded over his 
arm 


There are some people to whom all colored men look alike, and to the* 

n0 4S Ub V! l S B ! a K appeared t0 be served a retmue of servants 

1 he Deb s delight*” was Judy's closing and scathing comment and the 
Joseph brought m the coffee ’ and thei 



That was, according to Joseph’s statement to the pohee and later before 
d lmhteVr agareS T remmb^hinbng how pretty she looked 

seph was moving about the pantry and m the silence 

voices from the sonants’ habbe |°" abatement of her arrival was over, 

: ■ 

raise ni, eyes, and Hi' « •» »“ 

There was a man on the staircase. 


CHAP 


TER I 1 1 


Hr seemed to be crouching there I “ uld s “ “faiMte was apparently hs- 
sers, and he had no idea that I coul. ^af^ke a dash to get oit, or retreat 7 
temng, listening and calculating, mu open j wou )d surely 

The door from the dming room to die hall 

see him, was it worth the trying 7 without turning he hacked sound- 

Evidently he decided that it was not, for vitno 

lessly up the stairs our v01C e There’s a burglar 

“Judy,” I said quietly “Don’t move or raise your 

upstairs. I’ve just seen him , j nor an d call the police ’ 

“What shall I do 7 1 ca " ^f/oseph He can’t get out by die back stairs 

“Do that, then, and 1 11 tell Josepn l fe w0uld see him 

without going tlirough the kitchen, an pleased at my calmness uc 

I rang for Joseph, feeling calm and rate jW* ^ he wanted my gold 

few lesvels as I keep out of the bank wer ^le J wa ited for Joseph 

toilet set he was welcome It was msur flower vase on the table 
took off my rings and dropped them m Robert was still m the garage, 

Joseph took the news quiedy ^ ^ that t0 wait 

and that he would station him at t 

for the police was nonsense t q up as though I didn t mow 

“He’d lump out a window, madam But it go 
he was about, I might surprise him 

“You’re not armed ” „ , 

“I have a revolver m the P a yjtry, ma , , some burglaries m the 
That did not surprise me. There 13 ■> ^ ] iad the tables turned on n , 

borhood recently~I believe the bootlegg face _ an d I stood m the do 

a matter which I considered a sort of P"f 

way watching the stairs until Jomp 1 ’ icapt ’ it of i, ls w ay, madam Tliese 
“If he gets past me,” he said, s an 
burglars are dangerous ” 
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He went up the front staircase, leaving me in the lower hall con c hear 
Judy at the telephone, patiently explaining in a low voice, and I could hear 
Joseph overhead, moving about systematically, the second floor, the lin t, 
opening room doors and closet doors, moving with Ins dignified unhurried 

tread, but doing the thing thoroughly. . . T . , 

He was still moving majestically along the third floor hall when I lie. rd 

a slight noise near at hand. I could neither describe it nor locate it Some- 
thing fairly near me had made a sound, a small sharp report It appeared to 
have come from the back hallway, where there is a small lain lory When 
Judy emerged I told her, and against my protests she marched bacl and 


threw open the door. 

It was quite empty and soon after Joseph came down to say that he had 
found nobody, but that some one might be hiding on the roof, and as by 
that time a policeman had arrived on a motorcycle, I sent lnm out to look 
The officer inside and Joseph out, it seemed scarcely credible that we 
found nobody But our burglar had gone, without booty' too, as it turned 
out, for my toilet things were undisturbed 

I think the officer was rather amused than otherwise Judy saw him out 
"If you're ever m trouble again, Miss, just send for me,” he said gallantly. 
"I’m always m trouble,” said Judy 
“Now is that so? What sort of trouble?” 

“Policemen,” said Judy pleasantly, and closed the door on lnm. 

Looking back, it seems strange how light-hearted we were that night. That 
loneliness which is my usual lot had gone with Judy’s arrival, and when Wallie 
arrived at eight-thirty he found Judy insisting on my smoking a cigarette 
“You’re shaken, Elizabeth Jane,” she was saying “You know dam well 
you’re shaken ” 

“Shaken? About what?” said Wallie from the hall 

“She’s had a burglar, poor dear,” Judy explained “A burglar m dark trou- 
sers, crouched on the staircase ” 

“On the stairs? Do you mean you saw him?” 

“She saw his legs ” 

“And that’s all?” 


“That’s enough, isn’t it? The rest of him was sure to be around some 
ramshed ” e S3ld kgS th “ Ceasei CKmd,mS and WEnt Upstos - After that they 


the“r n ° thmg m ° K ’ bUtWalked back mt0 «*= lining room and surveyed 

“That’s a tricky arrangement you have there, Elizabeth Tane ” ^ u 

had adopted Judy’s habit “Go up the stairs, Judy and let ™ 1 t 

“Don’t he shamelessl” she said "How’s this?” 6 See youI ,egs 

“All right Yes, I see them, and very nice ones they are at that ” 

When he came forward again Judy insisted on e\ 9m ,n 1 
fingerprints, although Wallie said that it was nonsense Jhat a Kc ^ ^ 

gloves nowadays, and that with the increasing crime ^factoS 
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•were running night shifts But she departed for a candle nevertheless, and 
Walhe glanced up the staircase 
“Rather a blow for the divine Sarah, eh what?” he said 
“Sarah is out, fortunately She took the dogs ” 

It struck me, as he stood there m the full light over his head, that he was 
looking even thinner than usual, and very worn He had much of his mother's 
beauty, if one dare speak of beauty m a man, but he had also inherited her 
high-strung nervous temperament The war must have been hell for him, for 
he ne\er spoke of it I have noticed that the men who really fought and really 
suffered have very little to say about it, whether because they cannot bear to 
recall it or because most of them are inarticulate, I do not know 
While we stood there I told him about the sound I had heard, and he 
went back to the lavatory and looked up 

This lavatory is merely a small washroom opening from the rear portion 
of the hall, and lighted by an opaque glass ceiling, m the center of which a 
glass transom opens by a cord for ventilation The shaft above is rather like 
an elevator well, and light enters through a skylight m the roof 

Onto this well there is only one opening and this the window to the house- 
maid's closet on the third floor As during the tornado of 1893 the entire 
skylight frame and all had been lifted and dropped end-on into the shaft, 
crashing through the glass roof below, my father had had placed across it 
some iron bars These, four m number, were firmly embedded m the walls 
about six feet below the window sill 
“I suppose nobody has examined the shaft?” 

“I really don’t know Probably not ” 

He continued to gaze upward 

“He might have swung into the shaft, and stood on the bars 

“Provided he knew there were bars there,” I said drily 

Suddenly he turned and shot up the stairs, and a moment later le was 

calling from the third floor 

“Get a ladder, somebody There’s something on top of that skyhg t own 
there ” 

‘You mean— the man himself?” 

He laughed at that „ 

“He'd have gone through the glass like a load of coal’ No Somet mg sma 

I can see it against the light beneath ” , , 

He ran down, rushed into the library for matches, and when 0 er 1a 
brought a ladder from the garage and placed it m the lavatory he was on 1 

and halfway through the transom m an instant 
We stood huddled m the door, Judy still holding the candle and i 
some unknown reason-with a lighted cigarette m my hand which some on 
had thrust on me, and Robert and Joseph behind , f A 

I don’t know what I had expected, but I know that I felt as oc ' 0 
appointment when Walhe said 
Hello* Here it is A pencil'” 

[ 13 3 



He found notinng else, and came down m a moment, looking duly and 
nt-her tlie worse for wear, but extremely pleased with himsclt 

“A pencil!” he said exultantly “Now how about it? Will Scotland lard 

send for me or will it not? That's what you heard, you sec 

But Judy only took one glance at it , u .» 

“Possibly,” she said “Still, as it’s the sort Elizabeth Jane uses herself, with 
the point looking as though she’d sharpened it with her teeth, I see nothing 

to write home about ” 

That annoyed him f 

“All right,” he told her. “We’ll see. It may have fingerprints 
“I thought you’d decided he wore gloves! Why don’t you tty to find how 
he got m? That’s more to the point And also how he got out?” 

It seems strange to be writing all this, the amiable bickering between 
Wallie and Judy, the hght-liearted experiment to find if a pencil dropped 
from the third floor made the sound I had heard, and my own feeling that 
it did not, and the final discovery of the shattered pane m the rear French 
door of the drawing room, and our failure to see, lying on the step outside, 
that broken point of a penknife which Inspector Harrison was to find the 
next morning 

Strange, almost frivolous 

It was Judy who found the broken pane, hidden as it was behind the case- 
ment curtains on the door, and who pointed out the ease with which our 
intruder had reached m and turned the key. There is another door at the 
back of the drawing room, a sort of service entrance which opens into the 
rear hall beside the servants’ staircase, and it was evident that he had used 
this to gam access to the upper floors. 

“Easy enough,” said Judy “But he couldn’t get out that way Clara w as 
coming down to her dinner, so he hid on the front stairs ” 

^ And I suppose he was not m the light shaft at all?” Wallie demanded 
I don’t say he wasn't,” said my surprising Judy “I only say that the pen- 
cil is not proved I think it very likely he did hide m the shaft He’d retreated 
before Joseph as far as he could go ” 

But what did he want?” I demanded “I don’t suppose he broke m here 
to drop a pencil If he was coming down when I saw him—” 

Well, he might have been going up,” said Judy practically “A good bur- 
glar might start at the top and work down Like housecleaning ” 

Wallie had sealed the pencil m an envelope for the police, and I daresay 
all of this had not taken much more than half an hour It must have been 
at nine o’clock or thereabouts, then, that I sent the maids to their beds and 
watched them as they made a nervous half-hysterical start, and nine-thirty 
before Joseph and Wallie had placed a padlock on the broken door m the 
drawing room Then I ordered Joseph to bed, but he objected 
“Miss Sarah has not come m ” 

“She has a key, Joseph ” 

But I was uneasy In the excitement I had forgotten Sarah 

[14] 



Wallie looked up sharply from the door. 

“Saralil” he said. “Is she still out?” 

“Yes And she has the dogs Where could she stay until this hour with 
two dogs? She has no friends ” 

I left Wallie and Judy m the drawing room, and wandered out and down 
the steps. It was a cool night, without a moon but with plenty of starlight, 
and I walked down the dm e. I remembered that as I walked I whistled for 
the dogs. Sometimes she loosened them and they preceded her home. 

It seemed to me that I heard a dog barking far off somewhere, but that 
was all 

I was vaguely inclined to walk in that direction The dog seemed to be 
at the far end of the Larimer lot or bey ond it, m the park But at the gate 
I met Mary Martin, hurrying home She had been out somewhere for dinner, 
and she was slightly sulky', it was a continued grievance with her that Sarah 
had a key to the house and she had none, but I have an old-fashioned sense 
of responsibility to the people m my employ, and Mary' was a still young and 
very pretty girl 

On the way to the house I told her about our burglar, and she relaxed 
somewhat 

“I don't think y'ou should be out here alone,” she said “He may still be 
about ’ 

“I was looking for Sarah,” I explained “She’s out with the dogs, and it s 
getting late ” 

To my intense surprise she stopped perfectly still 

“When did she go out 7 ” she said sharply. 

‘At seven. That’s almost three hours ” 

She moved on again, but m silence The front door was open, and m the 
light from it I thought she looked rather pale At that moment, however, 
Wallie appeared m the doorway, and suddenly she brightened 

“I wouldn’t worry. Miss Bell She can take care of herself And she has 
a keyl” 

She glanced at me rather pertly, favored Wallie with a smile as she went 
m > greeting Judy with considerable manner— she seemed always to be afraid 
that Judy might patronize her— and teetered up the stairs on the high lee s 
she affected 

Wallie gazed after her as she went up At the turn she paused I saw her 
looking down at us intently, at Judy, at myself, at Wallie Mostly at Wallie 

“I wouldn’t worry about Miss Gittmgs,” she said “She’s sure to be all 
right” 

“You might see if she’s m her room, Mary,” Judy suggested “She may 
have come m while we were m the drawing room ” 

We could hear her humming as she went on up the stairs, and snort y 
after she called down to say that Sarah was not m her room but that it was 

unlocked 

“That’s queer,” said Judy “She always locks it, doesn’t she?” 
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We could hear a sort of ironic amusement in Mary’s voice as she replied. 
^ ot so queer this evening,” she said. "She Inew I was out! Her ley s m 

the door, on the outside, but she forgot to take it 

I do not remember much about the hour between ten and eleven * 1 
was not willing to go until Sarah returned, and Judy and he worked over the 
cabinet The house was very still. For a time, as I sat m the library', I could 
hear Mary moving about on the third floor, drawing a bath-she was very 
fastidious m everything that pertained to herself— and finally going into her 
room and closing her door. But by eleven Judy had given up all hope of a 
secret drawer m the cabinet and was yawning, and a few moments after that 

Wallie left and she wandered up to bed 

But 1 still waited m the library I had a queer sense of apprehension, but 
I laid it to the events of the evening, and after a time-I am no longer young, 


and I tire easily— I fell into a doze 

When I roused it was one m the morning, and Sarah had not come back. 
She would have roused me if she had, have put out the lights Nevertheless 
I went upstairs and opened her door. The room was dark. I called to her, 
cautiously, but there was no answer, and no stertorous breathing to show 
that she was asleep 

For the first time I was really alarmed about her I went downstairs again, 
stopping m my room for a wrap, and m the dming room for my rings, which 
I had almost forgotten Then I went out on the street 
The dog, or dogs, were still barking at intervals, and at last I started toward 
the sound. 


CHAPTER IV 


It is one of the inevitable results of tragedy that one is always harking back 
to it, wondering what could have been done to avert it I find myself going 
over and over the events of that night, so simple m appearance, so dreadful 
m result Suppose I had turned on Sarah’s light that night? Would I have 
found her murderer m the room? Was the famt sound I heard the move- 

tembk? te CUltam m ^ Wmd ’ 3S 1 had thought ’ or something much more 

Again instead of sending Joseph upstairs to search, what if I had had the 
police called and the house surrounded? 

Still, what could I have done for Sarah? Nothing Nothms at nil 

1 was rather nervous as I walked along, gome toward t , 
the path But Uie occasional despairing ye^e^l™ t “ l 0t and 

familiar as I advanced, and when at last I fet out that feehk “1 T' 6 
my attempt at a whisde, the dogs recognized ,t m a sort ot ecs^ 
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I could make out Jock's shrill bark and Isabel’s melancholy whine, but for 
some reason they did not come to me 
I stood on the pavement and called, loath to leave its dryness and security 
for the brush and trees and dampness of the Larimer property. Frightened 
too, I admit Something was holding the dogs I am quite certain now that 
when I started to run toward them I expected to find Sarah there, uncon- 
scious or dead. I ran in a sort of frenzy. Once indeed I fell over some old 
wire, and I was dizzy when I got up. 

But Sarah was not there. Far back m the lot I found the dogs, and if I 
wondered that they had not come to me that mystery w I * * * * * 7 as soon solved 
They w r ere tied. A piece of rope had been run through the loops of their 
leashes and then tied to a tree. So w ? ell tied that, what with their joyous 
rushes and the hard knotting of the rope, I could scarcely free them 
Asked later on about that knot, I had no clear memory of it whatever 
It was very dark. Far back on the street a lamp lighted that comer where 
the path took off, to pitch steeply down into the park The Lanmer lot is 
a triangle, of which the side of my property is the vertical, the street the base, 
and the ravine beyond, the hypotenuse Thus* 



I remember calling Sarah frantically, and then telling the terrier to find 
her 

“Go find Sarah, Jock,” I said. “Find Sarah ” 

He only barked, however, and an instant later both of them were racing 
for home , 

But I still had a queer feeling that Sarah must be there I a T c , J? 

the house, to find the dogs scratching at the front door, an w en 
roused Joseph I took him back with me to search the lot He wi 11S Jy 

volver and I with my searchlight must have been a queer c an es ne 
°f picture, tw 7 o middle-aged folk, Joseph half clad, wandering a ou m 
ni ght And so the roundsman on the beat must have believe , or w len 

Came across to us his voice was suspicious 
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“A middle-aged woman, rather heavy set, ' I said half hysterically. 

4" oughtn't to he hard to find/’ he observed “Now if it was a 

nng, with all this brush and stuff-” 

But he was rather impressed when I told my story' 

“Tied to a tree, eh? Which tree?” 

“Over there, my butler’s examining it. The rope’s still there. 

But a moment later Joseph almost stunned me 
“There is no rope here, madam,” he called 

And incredible as it may sound, the rope was not there. The policeman 
searched, we all searched. There was no rope and no Saiab The policeman 
was not so much suspicious as slightly amused 

“Better go back and get a good night’s sleep, ma’am,” he said soothingly. 
“You can come around m the morning and look all you want,” 

“But there was a rope, I could hardly untie it ” 

“Sure,” he said indulgently “Probably the lady you’re looking for tied them 
up herself. She had business somewhere else and they’d be m the way. See?” 

Well, it was possible, of course. I did not believe it, knowing Sarah; but 
then, did I know Sarah? The surface of Sarah I knew, the unruffled, rather 
phlegmatic faithful Sarah, but what did I really know about her? It came to 
me like a blow that I did not even know if she had any family, that there 
was no one I could notify 

“You go home now,” he said, as coaxmgly as he would speak to a child, 
“and m the morning you’ll find she’s back If she isn’t you can let me know.” 

And he said tins too with an air, a certain paternalism; as though he had 
said “Just leave tins to me I am the law I’ll fix it. And now )ust run along 
I’ve my job to attend to ” 

The next morning was rainy and gray. I had slept very little, and I rang 
for my breakfast tray at eight o’clock Any hope that Sarah had slipped m 
early m the morning was dashed by Joseph’s sober face. I drank a little cof- 
fee, and at eight-thirty Judy came m yawning, m a luxurious negligee over 
very gaudy pyjamas 

Well, what explanation did she give?” she said. “May I have my tray here? 
I hate eating alone ” 

“Did who give?” 

“Sarah” 

“She hasn’t come back, Judy ” 

What? I heard her From two until three she walked about over mv head 
until I was almost crazy.” J 

Sarah’s room was over Judy’s I sat up m bed and stared at her Then T 
rang the bell again * 1 

“Joseph," 1 said, “have you been into Sarah’s room this morning?” 

ma dam I overslept, and I hurried right down ” 

Then how do you know she has not come back?” 

"She hasn’t been down for her breakfast She’s very early, always ” 
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And just then we heard Mary Martin talking excitedly to Clara m the hall 
overhead, and then come running down the stairs She burst into my room 
hysterically, to say that Sarah was not m her room and that it was all torn 
up. Judy was gone like a flash, and while I threw something about me I ques- 
tioned Mary She had, it seems, knocked at Sarah’s door to borrow the morn- 
ing paper. The morning paper, by the way, always reached me fourth hand, 
Joseph took it m and looked it over, Sarah got it from him, Mary Martin 
borrowed it from Sarah, and when I rang for it, usually at nine o’clock, it 
was apt to bear certain unmistakable scars, a bit of butter, a smudge of egg, 
or a squirt of grapefruit juice Anyhow, receiving no answer, Mary had opened 
the door, and what she saw I saw when I had hurried upstairs. 

Sarah’s room was m complete confusion Some one had jerked aside her 
mattress and pillows, thrown down the clothes m her neat closet, looked at 
her shoes, and turned out her bureau Even her trunk had been broken open, 
and its contents lay scattered about Those records of family illnesses, which 
she carted about with her as a veteran might carry his medals, had been 
thrown out onto the bed and apparently examined 
There was something ruthless and shameless about the room now. It had 
no secrets, no privacies. It was, m a way, as though some one had stripped 
Sarah, had bared her stout spinster body to the world 
Judy, rather white, was m the doorway 

“I wouldn’t go m,” she said “Or at least I wouldn’t touch anything Not 
until you get the police.” 

Clara, the housemaid, was stanng m over my shoulder 
“She’ll have a fit over this,” she said “She’s that tidy!” 

But I had a dreadful feeling that poor Sarah would never again have a fit 
over anything m this world 

It was nme-fifteen when I telephoned to headquarters, and at a quarter 
to ten a policeman m uniform and the Assistant Superintendent of Po ice, 

Inspector Harrison, reached the house 
The two of them examined the room, and then leaving the urn orme 
man m charge of Sarah’s room, Inspector Harrison listened to my story m 
the library He was a short stocky man, very bald and with the bluest eyes 

I have ever seen m an adult human being . 

As he talked he drew a wooden toothpick from his pocket and 1 on e 
end of it Later on I was to find that he had an apparently limitless supply 
°f the things, and that they served a variety of purposes and moo s e a 
given up smoking, he said, and they gave him “something to think with. 

He was disinclined to place any serious interpretation on Sara s a sence 
nnhl it was necessary, but he was interested m the housebreaking episo e, 
especially m Wallie’s theory that the intruder on his first visit had swung 
himself mto the light shaft, and he carefully examined it from above an 
below There were, however, many scratches on the sill of Clara s pantry an 
httle to be learned from any of them 
The Inspector stood for some time looking down into the sha t 



“He could get » all nght,” he deeded '‘but I’d hate to undertake to get 

™ After ' taThe wandeted^ound the house, sometimes alone, sometimes 
JXZ Wato had arrived, and he and Judy and I sat there ua.tmg 
Tudv very P quiet, Wallie clearly anxious and for the first time alarmed 1 
moved about the room, picking things up and putting them down until Judy 

turned on him angrily 

“For heaven’s sate, Wallie! Can t you keep still 
“If I annoy you, why not go somewhere else 7 
She lit a cigarette and looked at him 

“I don’t get it,” she said slowly “What’s Sarah to you? You never cared 

much for her ” 

“You’11 know some day ” 

She cocked an eye at him 
“If eventually, why not now?” 

But he merely turned on his heel and resumed his nervous pacing of the 
room 

Some time later he suggested that Sarah might have gone to New 1 ork, 
and that Judy telephone and find out In the end, m order not to alarm 
Katherine, I called up Jim Blake and told him, and he agreed to iment a 
message for Katherine Asked later about his manner over the telephone, I 
could remember very little I know he seemed surprised, and that he said he 
was not well, but that he would dress and come around that afternoon 
When he called back it was to say that evidently Sarah had not gone there, 
and that he would be around at three o’clock 

The information had a curious effect on Wallie, however As I watched 
him it seemed to me that he looked frightened, but that may be m view 
of what I know now I do, however, recall that he looked as though he had 
slept badly, and that day for the first time since the early days after the 
war I saw'' him begin to twist his seal ring again 

When he was not lighting a cigarette or throwing it aw'ay he w 7 as twisting 
his nng, turning it around and around on his finger 

Once he left us and went upstairs to look at Sarah's room The police- 
man opened the door but would not let him enter, and I believe he spoke 
a few' w'ords with Mary Indeed, I know now' that he did But he w'as back 
m fee library wfeen the Inspector finally came m and selected a fresh tooth- 
pick, this time to make points with 

First of all, he said, “it is best not to jump to any conclusions The lady 
JJ 0 *' be ^ ea cl, very probably is not dead We are, however, sending to 
ie Morgue and fee hospitals But there are many reasons why people oc- 
casionally choose to disappear, and sometimes to make feat disappearance as 
mysterious as possible For example, Miss Gittmgs had a key to fee house 

voom^ 1 P ° 5Slb C that She hcrself came back last m § bt and ransacked her own 


In a pair of dark trousers?” I demanded sharply 


[ 20] 



He smiled at that. 

“Perhaps' Stranger tilings have been done. But now about this key. It was 
outside the door last night?” 

“My secretary said so.” 

‘Well, it’s inside now.” 

“I don’t understand it, Inspector. Sarah always locked her door when she 
left the house Locked the door and took the key ” 

“There isn’t a second key to her door?” 

“Not that I know of.” 

“Then we’ll say that this key is hers It may not be, but it looks like it 
and wherever it was last night it’s on the inside of the door now Suppose 
for the sake of argument that she had decided to go away, to say nothing 
and go away. She might have forgotten something and come back for it ” 
“Very probably,” said Judy. “She might have forgotten her toothbrush.” 
He smiled at her 

“Precisely. Or something she had hidden, and forgotten where she had 
hidden it ” 

“I see,” said Judy “She forgot her toothbrush so she came back to get 
it, and as she didn’t want Joseph to know she’d forgotten it she hung m 
the light shaft and dropped a pencil It’s perfectly clear ” 

“We have no proof yet that anybody was m the light shaft,” he told her, 
without resentment “Where is that pencil, I’d like to look at it ” 

I unlocked a drawer of my desk and took out the envelope 
“This been handled since?” 

“I picked it up by the point,” Wallie told him 
“Sure it wasn’t there before?” to me 

“I think it is unlikely,” I said “The ceiling is glass and is regularly cleaned 
It would have been seen.” 

He held it carefully by the eraser and examined it, whistling softly to him- 
self Then he dropped it back into the envelope and put it into his pocket 
‘Well, that’s that Now, as to Miss Gittmgs herself I suppose she had no 
lover?” 

“Lover?” I was shocked “She is nearly fifty.” 

He seemed to be amused at that T 

“Still, stranger things-” he said “Perhaps not a lover Some man, probably 
younger, who might pretend to be interested for some ulterior purpose Say 
money There’s more of that than you might think I suppose she had saved 

something?” 

I don’t know A little, perhaps ” 

He turned to Judy „ 

“You accepted that it was Miss Gittmgs you heard moving m her room 
“Certainly ” 

“Why?” 

“It was her room And the dogs had not barked They would bark at a 
stranger ” 



„™,„ v. „ ld and took a fresh toothpick "That’s interesting So the dogs 
kn^vho^'t wasi Very interesting” He sat for a moment or two, ap- 

parently thinking Then 

“I gather she had few or no outside contacts 

“None whatever ” 

“She never mentioned anybody named Florence 
“Florence? Not to me ” 

He settled down m his chair. 

“It is a curious flung," he said. "We think we know all about certain in- 
dividuals, and then something happens, the regular order is disturbed and 
we find we know nothing at all Now let me tell you certain tilings about 

Sarah Gittmgs , 

“She has been nervous for some time, two weeks or so She has eaten very 

little and slept less Sometimes she has walked the floor of her room at night 
for hours At least twice m that time she was called up by a girl named Flor- 
ence, and made an appointment to meet her One of these was made yes- 
terday morning at eleven o'clock The cook was trying to call the grocer and 
overheard her Unfortunately, the place of meeting had evidently been pre- 
arranged and was not mentioned 

“At a quarter to five yesterday afternoon Sarah Gittmgs left tins house 
She was back m half an hour, according to the butler She asked for an early 
dinner and left the house again at five minutes after seven 

“But following that return of hers, Sarah Gittmgs did two peculiar tilings 
She went down to the cellar, took a chair from tire laundry there and earned 
it into the room where the firewood is stored, it is there now And according 
to the laundress, she cut off from a new clothes line an undetermined amount 
of rope The line had been neatly rolled and replaced, but she is a sharp 
woman, that laundress ” 

Wallie had been following this intently, and it seemed to me that he 
looked relieved He had stopped twirling his nng 

“I see,” he said “She tied the dogs to the tree herself ” 

“It looks like it ” 

Judy was watching him “Feeling better, Wallie?” she asked, looking more 
cheerful herself 'Weight off the old mind, and all that?” 

But he did not even hear her He drew a long breath and lighted a 
cigarette 

‘I don’t mmd saying,” he said to the detective, “that this thing is vitally 
important to me I— you\e relieved me more than you know ” 

But I had been thinking 

H she took that piece of rope, it was not to tie the dogs up I can assure 

’ a ? ”°J eXpeCted t0 teke aiem 1 don,t *mk she wanted to 
take them And as for this man on the stairs,” I went on mf-W +„ n « 

td me that that was Sarah Gittmgs, who had left the house only 5 1 ^ 
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way m through the drawing room door, and deliberately let me see her on 
the staircase* Remember, she knew about that mirror/' 

“But that's where the man in the case comes m," said Judy, maliciously 
“Sarah’s lover. He met her at the lot and found she'd forgotten her tooth- 
brash Naturally, he refused to elope with her without her toothbrush It's 
all perfectly simple " 

Mr. Harrison smiled “Still,” he said, rising, “she did take the rope And 
now we’ll look at that broken door ” 

But with the peculiar irony of events which was to handicap all of us 
through the entire senes of crimes, all traces of footprints m the ground near 
the steps— there is no walk there— had already been obliterated The ram was 
over, and Abner Jones had commenced his spnng cleaning up of the lawns 
and had carefully raked away any possible signs 
Nevertheless, Judy maintained that Mr Harrison had found something on 
the steps 

“When he stooped over to tie his shoe,” she said, “he stooped and picked 
up something very small and shiny It looked like the point of a knife 
By noon there was still no news of Sarah. All reports had been negative, 
and I believe that the Inspector found no further clues Judy reported once 
that he and the officer m uniform were going through the trash barrel m the 
service yard and taking out the glass from the broken window But the ram 
must have washed it fairly clean. Clara had been told to put Sarah s room 
in order again, but when that had been done Inspector Harrison advised me 
to lock it and keep the key 

He left us at noon. It was raining hard, but some time later I saw him, 
m a dnppmg mackintosh, moving slowly around m the Larimer property. 
When I looked out again, an hour later, he was still there, but he seeme 

to have exchanged his soft hat for a cap 
It was not until tire figure had disappeared over the hillside that eci e 

that it was not the Inspector, but some one else 


CHAPTER V 


The vast majority of cnmes, I believe, are never solved by any single method 
or any single individual Complex crimes, I mean, without distinct c ues an 
obvious motives. . , .. , 

Certainly m the case of Sarah Gittings, and m those which followed it, 
the final solution was a combination of luck and— curiously enoug ie em 
porary physical disability of one individual . 

And I am filled with shuddering horror when I think where we all might 
be but for this last , 

That day, Tuesday, dragged on interminably I could do no wor ' on ie 
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, m A Man r Martin was shut up m her room with a novel The serv- 

ants were’uneasy and even the dogs seemed dejected Joseph puttered about 
looking aged and careworn, and the maids seemed to drink endless tea m 1 1 

kitchen and to be reluctant to go upstairs . . 

At three o’clock, Jim not having arrived and Judy being out with the dogs, 
I decided to call Katherine once more It seemed to me that she might have 
a clue of some sort She knew Sarah better than any of us, and I felt that at 

least she should be told . . . T , 

But all I obtained from her was a thorough scolding for harboring Juci> 
“Well'.” she said when she heard my voice “It’s about time' You tell Judy 
to come right home It’s outrageous, Elizabeth 


“What is outrageous?” I asked 

“Her chasing that idiotic youth Now listen, Elizabeth; 1 want you to keep 
him out of the house. It’s the very least you can do, if she won’t come home. 

“I haven’t seen any youth yet,” I explained mildly “And I’m not worrying 
about Judy. I have something else to worry about ” 

Her voice was shnll when I told her 

“Missing?” she said “Sarah missing' Haven’t you any idea where she is?” 
“None, except that I’m afraid it’s serious The police are working on it ” 
“Maybe I’d better come down.” 

I checked that at once Kathenne is an intense, repressed v'oman, wlio 
can be exceedingly charming, but who can also be exceedingly stubborn at 
times As that stubbornness of hers was to work for us later on I must not 
decry it, but I did not want her then 

“You can’t do anything,” I said “And Howard probably needs you. Judy 
says he’s not so well ” 

“No,” she said slowly “No He’s not as ivell as he ought to be ” 

She said nothing more about coming down, but insisted that I see Jim at 
once 

He was fond of Sarah,” she said, “and he really has such a good mmd I 
know he will help you ” 

She had no other suggeshons to make, however Sarah had no family, she 
ivas certain of that Her great fear seemed to be that she had been struck 
by an automobile, and as that was mild compared with what I was beginning 
to think I allowed it to rest at that 


I had made no promise as to Judy, which was as well, for when she came 
back she was accompanied by a cheerful looking blond youth who was evi- 
tlle one 1T J, T^hon, and who was presented to me only as Dick, 
his is Dick,” was what Judy said “And he is a nice person, of poor but 
nonest parents 

I lSnv ?r d at tha > he Se T ed t0 know Jud y’ and almost before 

led £££?£££* ” ^ Wl “ d ** d -PP.ng 
cf'h“ at '“ C * E “ ,ane? ’’ She WOuld to m e at the top 



To save my life I could not tell Thev seemed fn i„„„ v , 
but I was not certain. Indeed, when Mr Carter for *W f S ^ d ? tmct ' 
youth’s family name, tapped A n C t 

‘TZl 0m wf f C V?7 d m ° Ie llke whatThad “ ln fte 

there for test’d M- 7 ^ 7™! d ° Wn " That P encil ’ s P™bably been 

let’s have tea ” d 1 t0 *“ “ ^ when he finds Slx more therel And now 

I hked the boy. Indeed, I wondered what Katherine could have against 

Hmvardlted And H but , then '™ uld have en0 »gh and to spare when 

that I kn™?lf A a H r? Ward ha l alread y had one attack of angina pectons 
of, and others possibly which he had concealed 

keen her hi 'T't If y 1 much , ,n love ’ Indeed > 1 Mt that she could hardly 
£“ W 1 b ° y ’ ftat She wanted t0 touch bis sleeve or rumple 

m Io“ waft her m ° re ^ ° f lumSeIf ’ was qmte des P“ateIy 

s„r B h Ut h r bu t messl,ke enou gb about the ease He wanted the story, or 
such part of it as he might have. 

° Ut some ^ low >” be said. ‘‘Probably Harrison will give it out 
. * le y ™ § lve ou t something, an 3 'how. Somebody may have seen her 
you Know A lot of missing people are turned up that way ” 

. r e wer ^ stdl arguing the matter, Judy taking Dick's side of it, of course. 
When Jim Blake came m 

tin scene now; the tap-tap of the glazier's hammer as he re- 

ly ired the broken pane m the drawing room, the lowered voices of Judy and 
music room, whither they had retired witli alacrity after Judy 
ch u 1 u ^ kissed her uncle, and Jim Blake himself, sitbng neatly m his 
hr^h ^ C g ra y gray bordered silk handkerchief, and hair 

. S G -u neatly over ^ 1S bald spot, explaining that he had felt ill that morn- 
ing or he would have come earlier 

«T-n Ust dle °^d trouble," he said, and I noticed that he mopped his forehead 
1 his wet weather-” 

sprai* 111 ^ ^ CarS a g° bad been thrown from a borrowed hunter and had 

to h In h rj IS J ud y bad always maintained that his frequent rebrements 

G i as a resu ^ were what she called “too much food and drmk " But 
that day he looked really ill 

thou Vf me a ^ ou ^ Sarah,” he said, and lighted a cigar with hands that I 
, were none too steady. He did not interrupt me unbl I had finished 
J° u ve had the police, you say?” 

“fC f? Ve mdCed What else could 1 do? ” 

“\Vh lerme doesn ^ want it to get into the newspapers ” 

H e , y there's no family disgrace m it, is tliere? That's idiotic " 

00 " 0u ^ bis handkerchief and mopped his forehead again 

does Way ycm ^ ^ ou say Walhe was here last night? What 

He seems to think it's mighty important to find her As of course it is " 
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“And she’d tied the dogs to a tree? Thats curious Just where did you 

^H^sarsdent for some time after that Judy was banging the piano m 
nevt room, and the noise seemed to bother him 
“Infernal dm'” he said querulously. And after a pause Iiow is I owar 

What does Judy think about him 7 ” 

“I don’t believe she knows very much He’s a secretive person, Katherine 

is v, orried, I know that ” - 

He seemed to ponder that, turning his cigar m his long, well-kept fingers 
“This girl who telephoned, this Florence, she hasn’t been identified yet? 


They ha\en’t traced the call 7 ” 

“Not so far as I know ” 

Asked later on to recall Jim Blake’s attitude that day, if it was that of an 
uneasy man, I was obliged to say that it 'was Yet at the time it did not occur 
to me He was an orderly soul, his life tidily and comfortably arranged, and 
what I felt then was that tins tiling -with its potentialities of evil had dis- 
turbed him, his small plans, possibly for that very afternoon, the cheerful 


routine of his days 

“I suppose they’ve searched the lot next door, and the park 7 ” 

“Inspector Harrison has been over it ” 

lie sat for some time after that, apparently thoughtful I realize now that 
he was carefully framing his next question 

“Elizabeth,” he said, “when w ? as Howard here last? Has he been here 
recently 7 ” 

“Howard 7 Not for months ” 

“You’re sure of that, I suppose?” 

“lie hasn’t been able to get about, Jim You know' that ” 
lie looked at me with eyes that even then seemed sunken, and drew' a 
long breath 

“I suppose that’s so,” he said, and lapsed again mto silence 
I here was at the time, only one result to that visit of Jim Blake's I called 
D’c' m and told lnm and Judy Katherine’s desire for secrecy 

I rust mother! ’ said Judy “Keep m the society' columns and out of tlie 
nc\ si’ 


But the story was suppressed Not until Sarah’s body was found, four days 
1 ter, was there am publicity’ 

I he ducoven. of the body was one of those sheer chances to which I have 
uhrnd Without anv possible motive for her killing, the police still believed 
’t r ' shk tb't she had deliberately disappeared But, as Judv pointed out 

, f " ’ ,r hUl( ' knovn rcas °n for such a disappearance as for her murder' 
'W Uwn ru the Saturday of that week she was found, poor soul 
i n *c no dvtmct memories of those four dais of nightmare, sa\e of the 
’ u ^ ' of disaster of Katherine’s and Laura’s frenzied sugges- 

v'm V ‘ r i C ' chccrMn «s, and a queer sort 

m all t which I could not understand 


;i '•’t 


if 

ti 
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He had joined the police m the search, visited the Morgue, gone through 
her effects to find a photograph to be sent to other cities During those days 
he seemed neither to cat nor sleep, and he grew perceptibly thinner All his 
old nonchalance had left him, and at least once m that four-day interval he 
came m somewhat the worse for liquor 
It was that night— I do not remember which one-that he told me he had 
written me a letter and put it m his box at the bank 
“So you’ll understand, ’ he said, Ins tongue slightly thick “So if anything 
happens to me you'll understand.” 

Judy looked up at him 

“You’re lit,” she stated coldly “Lit and mawkish What’s going to happen 
to you?” 

“You’ll see,” he said somberly. “Plenty may happen to me If you don’t 
belies it, look at me!” 

“You’re not much to look at ]ust now,” she told him “You’d better order 
him some black coffee, Elizabeth Jane ” 

She told me later that she did not believe he had written me any letter 
But he had indeed. Months later we found it where he said it would be, m 
his box at the bank But by that tune we needed no explanation. 

The finding of Sarah’s body w r as as extraordinary as was everything else in 
tins strange case. 

Judy had taken the dogs for their usual walk m the park, and somewhere 
there she met Dick, certainly not by chance It appears that for purposes of 
their ow n they had left the mam park and walked through that narrow' ravine 
which is behind my owm property, and through which a bridle path follows 
the wanderings of a small stream As this ravine lies close to the lot wdiere the 
dogs had been found, there had been a search of sorts The two young people, 
then, w'ere not searching They w'erc w'alkmg along, intent on their own affairs 
In front of them a man on a gray horse w ; as ambling quietly along 
Suddenly and without warning the horse shied violently, and the rider w'ent 
off He was not hurt, and Dick caught the horse and led it back to him 
Not hurt, are you?” Judy asked 

Only surprised,” he told her “Surprised and irritated! Thats the second 
time this beast has shied at that sewer, or whatever it is Twice this w 7 eek 
Yet he’s seen it a hundred times ” 

Well, he got on again, having led the animal past the obstacle, and Ju y 
and Dick looked at it At some time it had evidently been intended to raise 
tie road level there, and what they saw was a brick sewer entrance, circu ar, 
and standing about seven feet above the ground 
“Funny,” said Judy “What's happened to that thing this week?” 

Dick laughed at her Neither of them, I am sure, was thinking o poor 
^arah It was a bright cool spring day, made for lovers, and he teased her It 
Was a part of the game 

su Ppose that horse can see tilings we can’t see!” he said 
Why not? Dogs can ” 
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And at that moment Jock, beside Uie base ot the structure, suddenly raised 

his head and let out a long wail .. , r. Hirk 

They were rather incoherent about what happened after that It was Dick 

who finally got to the top and looked down At first lie could sec nothing 

Then he made out what looked like a bundle of clothing below, and Judv 

knew by his face n . 

Even then of course they were not certain it was Sarah. 1 hey did not come 

home, they got the park police at once, and Dick did not let Judy wait after 
that He brought her back, whimpering, and I put her to bed and waited. 
It was Sarah 


They never let me see her, and I was glad of that 

She had been murdered There were indications of a hca\y blow on the 
back of the head, not necessarily fatal, hut the actual cause of death, poor 
creature, was two stab wounds m the chest One had penetrated to the right 
ventricle of the heart, and she had died very quickly. 

Only later on was I to have the full picture of that tragic discover)', the 
evidence that the body had been dragged along beside the bridle path for 
almost a quarter of a mile, a herculean task, the inexplicable fact that the 
shoes had been removed and thrown m after the body, the difficulty of ex- 
plaining how that inert figure had been lifted seven feet m the air to the top 
of the sewer to he dropped as it was found, head down, into that pipe-like 
orifice, and strangest and most dreadful of all to me, that the very rope with 
which the dogs had been tied when I found them, had been fastened under 
her arms and used to drag the body 

The homicide squad, I believe, was early on the scene, a cordon of police 
thrown out, and the path closed from the Larimer lot to a point beyond the 
sewer But the heavy ram and the fact that the path had been used had ob- 
literated all traces save those broken branches down the hillside which ap- 
parently proved that Sarah had been killed on or near the Larimer property 
The body had been found at three o'clock, and the medical examination 
took place as soon as it could be removed The crime detection unit, a group 
of specialists, had been notified before that removal, hut of the seven only 
one found anything to do there, and that was tire photographer And a grue- 
some enough exhibit those pictures made, the waiting ambulance, the 
mounted men holding back the curious who attempted to break the line, 
and close-up photographs of that poor body m its incredible resting place 
Inspector Harrison, sitting gravely m my library that night, was puzzled 
and restless 


It s a curious case,” he said “Apparently motiveless She was not robbed 

the purse was found with the body, although-you say she carried a key to 
this house? } 

J n j P f t0 \ 1 e been wondering if she did leave her bedroom door 
unlocked that night when she went out If that man on the stairs hadn't al- 
ready killed her and taken both keys ” 1 &1 

"I flunk not And I’ll tell you why Now the time when you saw that fig- 
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ure on tlie stairs was at seven-thirty-five, approximately You’d finished a seven 
o’clock dinner and had got to } our coffee. That’s near enough, anyhow. But 
Sarah Gittmgs did not die until around ten o’clock ” 

“I don’t understand How do you know that 7 ” 

“By the food m the stomach It had been m the stomach for approximately 
four hours before she died The autopsy showed us that But it does not show' 
us where Sarah Gittmgs w as between seven o’clock and ten Three hours be- 
tween the time she left this house and the time of her death Where was 
she 7 What w as she doing dunng that three hours 7 Once w'e learn that, and 
the identity of this Florence, we wall have somewhere to go ” 

“I have wondered if a maniac, a homicidal maniac—” 

"On account of the shoes 7 No, I think not, although there may have been 
an endeavor to make us think that No Why did Sarah Gittmgs take a chair 
from the laundry and place it m the w'ood-cellar 7 Why did she agree to take 
the dogs, and at the same time take a rope with wdiich to tie them 7 What was 
m her room that would justify breaking into this house to secure it 7 Those 
are the questions we have to ask ourselves. Miss Bell 

"About this rope,” he went on thoughtfully “You left it when you untied 
the dogs and went back for Joseph?” 

"I left it by the tree ” 

“And when you got back it w ; as not there 7 ” 

“No We searched for it as well as we could But a rope doesn t move it- 
self, and it was not where I left it, or anywdiere nearby 

He got up to go, and standing m the hallway stared back at the lavatory 
door 

“Tins Florence,” he said, “she may try to get m touch with you She reads 
the papers, and God knows they are full of it today. If she does, don t scare 
her off. Find out something Coax her here if you can, and notify me 
He went back into the lavatory and stood looking up at the ceiling 
“A strong man,” he said, “or a desperate one if he got himself out of that 
shaft, and he may have, and it took strength to put that body where we 
found it ” 

As an afterthought, on his way out, he turned and said 

“Strange thing Both those stab wounds were exactly the same depth, four 

and a quarter inches ” , 

Walhe and Jim had made the necessary identification, and the coroner s 
jury brought m the only verdict possible After that and pending the funeral 
we had a bnef respite, although hardly to be called a peace Reporters rang 
the bell day and night, and the press published sensational stones, including 
photographs of the house Camera men even lurked m the shrubbery, trying 
for snapshots of any of us One they did get, of Judy 
They had caught her unawares with a cigarette m her hand, and to pre- 
vent the picture she had made a really shocking face at the camera They 
published it, nevertheless, and Kathenne w'as outraged. 
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Katherine came down to the funeral. She was shocked and mcrcdukms 

0V “B* e \vhy?” e she repeated over and over, when wc got back from the sen’- 

ice “She had no enemies She really had nobody, but us 

“Is there anything phoney about any of us? Judy inquired Some fan 

secret, or something she knew?” 

“Judy 1 ” said Katherine indignantly 

“But I mean it, mother If we’re all she’s had for twenh % cars- 
Fortunately for Judy, Jim Blake came m just then, and 1 sent upstairs 
for Mary Martin, who had been left to herself for several da) s, and ordered 

tea It seemed to me that we needed it. 

We were five, then, that afternoon after Sarah’s funeral v.lien v.c gath- 
ered around the tea table, Katherine m her handsome black, the large square 
emerald which was Howard’s latest gift to her on one white slim hand, sad- 
dened but controlled, Judy, with her boyish head and her girlish body, Mary, 
red-headed, pretty, not too sure of herself and resentful of it— it was clear 
that Katherine rather daunted her, Jim, well valeted and showing m relaxa- 
tion some slight evidence of too many dinners and too many cocktails, and 
myself 

Katherine inspected Jim critically as he came in 
“You look tired, Jim ” 

“Well, it’s been an uneasy week,” he said evasively 
But she could not let it rest at that Everything attached to Sarah had 
grown enormous m her eyes, already she W'as exalting Sarah m her mind, her 
virtues, her grievances | 

“I didn’t suppose you’d bother much You never liked her.” 

“My dear girl 1 I hardly knew her ” 

“You never liked her, Jim That’s all I said Although why you should dis- 
like the poor dear I don’t know ” 

It seemed to me that Jim looked annoyed More than annoyed, indeed, 
alarmed Also that Mary was staring at him with a rather singular mtentness, 
and that Judy had noticed this There was no particular sympathy between 
the two girls Judy, assured, humorous and unself-conscious, w r as downright 
and frank to the shocking point, and her small artifices were as open as her- 
self But there was nothing open about Mary Martin and very little that w r as 
natural, save the color of her hair 

Her mmd s always on herself,” Judy had complained once “She poses 
her very fingers, if you know what I mean She's self-conscious even- minute ” 

And if mere is one crime m the bright lexicon of modem youth it is to 
be self-conscious 3 b u 

a W erme ' UPSet and nerV ° US ’ Was gnawm S on he r grievance like a dog on 

“But you thought Howard was foolish to remember her m his will Tim ” 
Nonsense, Katherine Howard’s money is his tn w,,* ? ’ | , 

Anyhow, let's hope he doesn’t leave it at aU for a ’good many y^aY” 
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Tli?t silenced her She sat very still, with her eyes slightly dilated, facing 
the issue she had herself brought up, Howard gone and herself alone The 
years going on and she alone And into that silence Mary Marfan’s voice 
broke, quiet but \ cry clear 

"I have always meant to ash you, Mr Blake Did you recene the letter 
Miss Gitfangs wrote } ou on Sunday, the day before the— the thing happened?” 
“A letter? said Jim. “"She wrote me a letter?” 

But he was shocked A child could have seen it. His teacup shook m his 
hand, and he was obliged to rest it on his knee I saw Judy’s eyes narrow 
"She did indeed I went m while she w ? as wnting it ” 

"A letter?” Katherine asked "Did you get it, Jim?” 

"I recched no letter.” He had recosered somewhat, however, and now he 
turned on Maty sharplj "How- did you know' it w'as to me? Did she say so?” 

“No She was addressing the envelope, and she put her arm over it so I 
could not sec That is how I know ” 

“Do speak up, ’ Judy said irritably "What’s the sense m being mysterious? 
God knows we’ve got enough of that ’ 

"Her uniform is still hanging m the closet, and Mr. Blake’s name is quite 
clear on the slec\ e Of course you have to take a mirror to read it ” 

I do not flunk any one of us doubted that she had told the truth, unless it 
was Katherine And Maty sat there, pleased at being the center of attention, 
the picture how f c\ er of demureness, her eyes on her v'ell-mamcured hands, 
which were as Judy had said, carelessly but beautifully posed in her lap 
“I don’t believe it,” Katherine said suddenly "Please bring it down. Miss 
Marfan ” 

I saw' the girl stiffen and glance at me She w r as taking no orders, said her 
attitude, except from me 
“Will you, Mar>'? Please ” 

She went out then, leaving the four of us m a rather strained silence 
Jim was staring into his teacup Judy was watching Jim, and Katherine had 
put her head back and closed her eyes 

“I don't like that girl,” she said. "She is malicious ” 

"There’s nothing malicious m her giving us a clue if she’s got one,’ said 
Judy, with determined firmness "We don’t know that she sent the letter, 
but if she wrote one—” 

‘Well?” 

“It looks as if she had had something to say to Uncle Jim which she didn’t 
care to telephone, doesn’t it?” 

Mary came back then, and I daresay all of us felt rather sick when we 
saw Sarah’s white uniform once more There is something about the clothing 
of those who have died which is terribly pathetic, the familiarity, the small 
wrinkles left by a once warm body And m Sarah’s case the uniform spelled 
to most of us long years of loyal service Katherine I know was silently crying 
Judy was the first to take the garment and examine it I noticed that Jim 
did not touch it Mary had brought a mirror, and I saw tliat Joseph— who 
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was gathering the teacups-was politely dissembling an interest as keen as 
ours ^ Judy however did not help him any She looked at the ink marks o 
the cuff which Mary had indicated, and then silently passed both minor ar 


Tliere was no question of what was there. Somewhat smcaicd but still 
readable was the word “Blake," and while the house number was illegible, 

the street, Pme Street, was quite distinct 

No one spoke until Joseph went out Then Jim cleared his throat and 

said „ 

“I don’t care what’s there I never got a letter from her. 

“She put a stamp on it," said Mary 


Judy turned on her 

“That doesn't prove that she mailed it ’’ 

But Mary shrugged her shoulders I thought then, and I still think, that at 
that moment at least she was sincere enough, and also that she was enjoying 
the situation she had forced For once the attention w as on her and not on 
Katherine and Judy, with their solid place in the world, their unconscious 
assumption of superiority 

“You knew her,” she said laconically “She wouldn’t waste a two-cent 
stamp ” 

She was unwilling to give up the center of the stage, ho\ve\er She said 
that the uniform might or might not have importance, but that she felt the 
police should see it If looks could have killed her she w’ould nei er have left 
that room, but she had put the issue up to us and what could W'e do? 

“Certainly,” said Judy shrewishly "You might put on your things now' and 
take it, Mary'” 

And with all eyes on her Mary merely looked at her watch and said that it 
was too late 

When a half hour or so later Inspector Harrison came m he found us 
all sitting tliere, manufacturing talk to cover our discomfort, and Mary 
blandly smiling 

We had to give the uniform to him But from that time on there w as 
not one of us who did not believe that Mary Martin was a potential enemy, 
and potentially dangerous, nor one of at least four of us who did not belieie 

that Jim had actually received a letter from Sarah and was choosing to suppress 
the fact 


CHAPTER vi 

thing ^°kcp^ no ^ouma^For 1 anoftcr°I m™t Contend 16 ^5®°® ^ ° ne 
H ’ C hUnMn mmd "' hlch rtta »P<* ‘o forget what a pakful to “Sa 
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I do know, however, that Sarah was murdered on a Monday, the eighteenth 
of April, and that the death of Florence Gunther did not take place until the 
first of May. How she had occupied herself m that interval we cannot be 
certain; v e know that she was terrified, that at night she must have locked 
herself in her room and listened for stealthy footsteps on the stairs, and that 
m daytime her terror v.as of a different order, but \ery real 

I can find only one bit of comfort When death did come to her it was 
sudden and unexpected. She may have been smiling She must even have 
been feeling a sense of relief, now that her resolution was taken. She could 
have had no warning, no premonition. 

Yet had she had only a little courage she might have lived. 

It is easy to say now what she should have done. She should have gone at 
once to the District Attorney and told her story But perhaps she was afraid 
of that, of being discovered or followed Then too Mr. Waite was away, and 
she may have been waiting for his return 

We know now that she was hysterical during most of the interval, hysterical 
and suspicious, that she had built up the crime to fit what she knew, and 
that the case as she saw it was precisely the case as the police were to see it 
later on. But v'e have no details of those terrible days through which she 
lived from the eighteenth of April to the first of May. 

On the Tuesday following Sarah's funeral Katherine went back to New 
York, and on the next day the District Attorney sent for me. He had some 
of the papers on the case before him, and he fingered them while he inter- 
rogated me 

"You had no reason to believe she had any personal enemies? Anybody 
who could gam by doing away with her?” 

"None -whatever,” I said promptly, and told him of her relations to the 
family. “I would have said,” I finished, "that she had no outside life what- 
ever.” 

“She had never married?” 

"Never ” 

“I suppose she was m possession of a good many family facts? I'll not say 
secrets, but facts, relationships, differences, that sort of thing?” 

“Such as they are, yes. But it is a singularly united family " 

"Save, I suppose, for Mr Somers' son by his first marnage I understand 
that he is not particularly persona grata ” 

"Who told you that?” 

He smiled 

“He told me himself, as a matter of fact He seems very anxious to have 
the mystery solved, as of course we all are I suppose he was fond of her? 

“I never thought so No ” 

He coughed 

"In this— er— family difference, I gather that your sympathies have lam 
with this Walter. Is that so?” 

"Yes and no,” I said slowly "Walter has never amounted to much since 
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the war and his father has never understood him They are opposed temper- 

aments’ Walter >s sens.hve and h.glvslnmg Mr Somers ,s a « tart », «£ 
successful m busmess-he’s m Wall Strcct-and tl.cv raven 1. 1 nfl M 

Somers Iras financed Waller m several businesses, but he 1m aUs.ns a led 
I believe he has said that he is through, except for a trust fund m his ill a 
small one But if you have any idea that Walter is concerned m Sarah s 

death—” , , 

“l have no such idea We have checked his movements that night As a 

matter of fact, when he left your house he went directly to his club He 

left at eleven-fifteen He recalls your asking the time, and that sour own 

watch was a minute or two slow At eleven-thirty he was at his chib, and 

pined a bridge game That time is fixed The man whose place he took had 

agreed to be at home by midnight ” 

He turned over the papers on his desk, and finally picked up one of them. 
“Unfortunately,” he said, “your own statement that Sarah Gil tings had no 
life outside your family necessarily brings the family into this affair ^ our 


cousm, now, Mr Blake How well did she know lnm?” 

“She saw him once m a while. I don’t suppose she had eicr said much 
more than good-morning to him ” 

“Then you know of no reason why she should write to him?” 

“None whatever ” 

“Yet she did write to him, Miss Bell She wrote to him on the day before 
her death, and I believe that he received that letter ” 

He sat back m his chair and surveyed me 
“He got that letter,” he repeated 
“But why would he deny it 7 ” 

“That’s what I intend to find out Actually, it appears that Sarah Gittmgs 
knew Mr Blake much better than you believe On at least one evening during 
the week before her death she went to his house He was dming out, however, 
and did not see her On Saturday night she telephoned to him, hut not from 
your house We have gone over your calls Clearly this was some private 
matter between them Amos, Mr Blake’s servant, says he recognized her 
voice, of course that s dubious, but agam Mr Blake was out Then on Sunday 

she wrote, and I have every reason to believe that he got the letter on 
Monday ” 

“Why?” 


"Because he went out that night to meet her ” 

I think, recalling that interview, that he was deliberately telling me these 
things m order to get my reaction to them, to watch for those reactions 
Later on I believe he attempted to convey something of tins system of 
Ins to the Grand Jury, that he said, m effect 

w C Y ? U t0 remember tbat S mlt or mnocence is not always solved or other- 
U S f :\ tbe - 0rn Statements of witnesses People have peered themselves 
e ore this The reaction to a question is an important one there is a 
difference between the honest man and the most subtle bar ” 
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So now he watched me 

Did \ou know, when she left your house that night, that she was going 
out to meet Mr Blake?” 

"No And I don’t bchc\c it now ” 

"You saw- the writing on her cuff Was that hers?” 

"It looked like it I daresa} it w'as ” 

"Yet no such cm elope w'as found m her room the next day, wdien the 
police searched it Nor among the trash which Inspector Harrison examined 
She wrote and sent that letter. Miss Bell, and he received it Unless some one 
in 5 our house found it and deliberately destroyed it ” 

"If you think I did that, I did not ” 

“No,” he said “I am sure you did not That is w’hy I know he got it But 
why should he deny it? Remember, I am bringing no accusation against Mr 
Blake, but I want him to come clean on this story He know's something You 
might suggest to him that it would be better for him to tell what he knows 
than to ha\ e us find it out for ourselves ” 

I w’as slightly dazed as I left, and sitting back m the car I w^as puzzled 
How little, after all, we know' of people! Sarah, moving quietly about my 
house, massaging me each morning with quiet efficiency, her life an open 
book, not too interesting And yet Sarah had had a secret, a secret which she 
had withheld from me and had given or tried to give to Jim Blake 

I decided to sec Jim at once and give him the District Attorney’s message 
But Jim had had a return of his old trouble and was m bed And as it hap- 
pened, something occurred that night which took my mmd aw’ay from Jim 
for the time, and from everything else except Judy 

She had been m a fever of anger and resentment ever since Sarah’s death 
After all, Sarah had helped to bring her into the world, and she was out- 
raged I daresay under other conditions I might have found her determination 
to solve a crime amusing rather than otherwise, but there w’as a set to her 
small ]aw, a feverish look in her eyes, that commanded my respect And m 
tlie end, like Katherine, she did make her small contribution 
To Dick of course she was wonderful, no matter what she did 
So she and Dick were working on the case, she m a fury of indignation, 
Dick largely because of her I know that they had gone over every inch of 
the lot where the dogs had been tied, but that they had found nothing I 
think, however, that they were afraid I could not give their efforts sympathetic 
attention, for except for their lack of success they did not confide m me 
# On that night, Wednesday, they had been making a sketch of the lot and 
tlie park, but Judy looked very tired, and at ten o’clock I sent Dick away 
Judy started up for bed, but m the hall she must have thought of something 
and changed her mmd She w’ent back through the pantry, where Joseph was 
reading the evening paper, and asked if he had a flashlight Joseph had none 
there, and she went into the kitchen, got some matches and the garage key 
from its nail and proceeded to the garage 

Shortly after she came back to the kitchen door and called in to him 
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“Where's the ladder, Joseph? The ladder Mr Walter used m the Holoiy 

"It’s^n the tool room. Miss Judy. Shall I l)rme it m’ 

“Never mind,” she said, and went out again si,,. 

At half past ten 1 heard him mahmg his round of the windows and do >. > 
before going to bed. At the front door he stopped, and then came to me m 

the library. , r , , , 

“I suppose Miss Judy came m by the front door, madam? 

“Miss Tudyl Has she been out?” 

“She went out through the kitchen, a little after ten. She wud she vantu 
the ladder, she didn’t say why ” 

I was uneasy rather than alarmed, until 1 saw that the garage was ar .. 

“She’s not there, Joseph!” 

“Maybe she took the car and went out, madam ” 

“She’d have told me, I’m sure ” 

I was for starting out at once, but he held me back 

“I’d better get my revolver,” he said "If there’s anything wrong-” 

That sent a shiver of fear down my spine 
“Judy!” I called. “Judy!” 

There was no answer, and together Joseph and 1 started out, lie slight!) 
in the lead and his revolver m his hand. It was a black night and starless, 
]ust such a night as when poor Sarah met her death, and the very silence was 
temfymg Halfway along the path Joseph wheeled suddenly. 

“Who’s there?” he said sharply 
“What did you hear, Joseph?” 

“I thought somebody moved m the hushes." 

We listened, hut everything was quiet, and W'C went on 
In the garage itself, when we switched on the lights, everything was in 
order, and the key Judy had used was still m the small door which ga\e 
entrance from the side. Tins door was closed but not locked. The first omi- 
nous thing was when we discovered that the door into the tool room was 
locked and that the key was missing from its nail I rattled the knob and 
called Judy, but received no reply, and Joseph m the meantime w f as searching 
for the key. 

“She’s m here, Joseph ” 

“Not necessarily, madam. Robert hides the key sometimes He says that 
Abner takes his tools ” 

But Judy was m there Not until Joseph had broken a window and crawled 
m did we find her, poor child, senseless and bleeding from a cut on the head. 

Joseph earned her into the house, and into the library. She was already 
stirring when he placed her on the couch there, and she was quite conscious 
although dizzy and nauseated, m a short time Enough indeed to nrotest 
against my calling a doctor 1 

JT! ?r Juss ’”, she said ’ and taed snule “Remember 
other, Elizabeth Janel Always m the society columns but never m the news ” 
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But as she was uokntly nauseated almost immediately I got Joseph to 
telephone to Doctor Simonds, and he came \erv soon afterwards. 

She had, he said been struck on the head, and Joseph suggested that the 
ladder itself had fallen on her As a matter of fact, later investigation showed 
the ladder King on the floor, and as Judy said it was against the wall when 
she saw it. there was a possibility of truth m this But one thing was certain, 
however she was hurt she had been definitely locked m the tool room She 
had used the key and left it m the door Some one had locked her m and 
taken the key. It was nowhere to be found 

We got her up to bed, and the diagnosis was a mild concussion and a lucky 
escape The doctor was inclined to be humorous about it 

“You hare a hard head, Judy. A hard head but a soft heart eh?” 

Well he ordered ice to what she called her bump and heat to her feet, 
and while Joseph was cracking the ice below' she told her story' But although 
Josqih maintained that she had asked him about the ladder, she gave an 
entireK different reason herself. 

“Abner has a foot rule in the tool room," w'as her story' to me “I wanted 
to measure the cabinet Sometimes iou find a secret draw'er that w ; ay So I 
got the key' to the garage and W'ent out I thought I heard something m the 
shrubbery' behind me once, but it might have been a rabbit, I don't know 

“The tool room light had burned out, so I lighted a match w'hen I went 
m The door was not locked, but the key was m it There w'as nobody m the 
tool room, unless they w'ere behind the door w'hen I opened it I lighted a 
fresh match, and just then the door slammed behind me and blew out the 
match I said ‘damn,’ and-tliat’s all I remember ” 

To add to our bewilderment and my owm secret anxiety, Joseph brought 
forth something when he carried up the ice, something w'hich was odd, to say 
the least This was that just before ten o’clock, w'hen he let the dogs out the 
back door, he heard them barking m the shrubbery' Tins barking, however, 
ceased abruptly 

“As though they’d recognized the party,” said Joseph, who now and then 
lapsed into colloquial English “Jock now, he’d never let up if it W'as a 
stranger.” 

But there was something horrible m that thought, that any one who knew 
us w'ould attack Judy, and the situation was not improved by Norah’s dec- 
laration the next day that, at two o’clock m the morning, four hours after the 
attack on Judy, she had seen some one with a flashlight m the shrubbery near 
the garage The night had been cool and she had got out of bed to close her 
window Then she saw the light, and because it was rather ghostly and the 
morale of the household none too good, she had simply got back into bed 
and drawn the covers over her head 

Inspector Harrison had come early at my request, and Norah repeated the 
story to him 

The flashlight, she said, was close to the ground, and almost as soon as she 
saw it, it went out 
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Up to that moment 1 think he line! been mclrntd lo lay Jue-,\ ren-hi«'a 
to accident, the more so as she refused to cvplim vln she h, d o-t m .... 

^ “Come now, Miss Judy You had a raison, h.uln I sou’ 

“I've told you I wanted to get the fool rule 
“Did you tell Joseph you wanted to see the ladder? ’ 

“I may have,” she said airily “Just to make coni creation 

“Tins ladder,” he persisted. “It is the one Walter bonier. ivcd m the 

lavatory?” 

Judy yawned 

“Sorry,” she said “I lost some sleep last night Is it the smte ladder. L l vi- 
beth Jane? You tell him ” 

“It is,” I said flatly, “and you know it perfectly well, Judy You’re bear, 
silly” 

But she had no more to say, and the Inspector stamped down the *-L:r 
m no pleasant mood and inclined to discredit her whole stop I*or v Inch 1 
did not blame lnm 

He did however believe Norali. She was looking pale and demoralized, and 
she said something about witch lights and then crossed herself The result 
was that he at once commenced an investigation of the shrubbery, and that 
his men almost immediately discoveied footprints m the soft ground to the 
right of the path and where Norali had seen the light 

There were four, two rights and two lefts, and when I went out to lcoh at 
them the Inspector was standing near them, sun eying them with Ins head 
on one side 

“Very neat,” he said “Very pretty'. See am tiling queer about them, 
Simmons?” 

“They’re land of small, if that’s it ” 

“What about the heels?” 

“Very good, sir Clear as a bell ” 

The Inspector drew a long breath 

“And that’s all you see, is it?” lie demanded violently “What the hell’s 
the use of my trying to teach you fellow's anything? Look at those heels! 
A kangaroo couldn’t have left those prints They’ve been planted ” 

He left the discomfited Simmons to mount guard over the prints and to 
keep the dogs away from them, and not unlike a temer lnmself, set to work 
to examine the nearby ground and bushes 

“The fellow, whoever he was, stepped off the path there when Wk 

fT Bul Jjf J* «nd later oAe reScred “cm it 

onenoS’- * “ d P,anted Mse 0nes I£ he’s overlooked 


He was carefully turning over dead leaves with a chnl- u „ , , 

now he stooped suddenly and picked up something d ’ and 

“Look at this!” he said “The kev tn +n„i 8 , 

Threw it here as he ran ” 5 tool room, isn t it? I thought so 


[38] 



He was examining the key, which is the flat key of the usual Yale lock, 
and now he gave an exclamation of disgust 

“Clean as a whistle,” he said. “Pretty cagey, this chap Must have been m a 
devil of a hurry, but he wiped it first, or he wore gloves.” 

He stood there for some time, staring at the key 

“Well,” he said finally, “we have }ust two guesses. Miss Bell Either he 
wanted to do away with Miss Judy, which is unlikely, or he did not like her 
going into that tool room ” 

“But he let her go m, and he locked her there ” 

“Not in shape to do much looking about, however,” he said grimly “Now 
which was it?” 

He glared at me as though he expected an answer 

“I'm sure I don’t know,” I said meekly 

Later on I stood by while his men measured the distance between the 
footprints and made molds of them They sprayed the marks with something 
first, and then poured m plaster of Paris which the Inspector reinforced with 
the inevitable toothpicks The result was a pair of rather ghastly white shoes, 
which he surveyed with satisfaction. 

“How do I know they were planted 7 ” he said ‘Well the stride was too long 
for the foot, for one thing Here’s a small foot and a long stnde Then the 
ground’s soft; they weren’t deep enough And there’s another point When a 
man walks there’s a back thrust to his foot, and the weight’s likely to be more 
on the outside and back of the heel. Look at me, I walk in this earth. What 
happens 7 I break the earth at the rear as I lift my foot ? 

“You might try that, Simmons,” he called “Maybe the next time you won t 
let somebody put something over on you ” 

He left soon after that, greatly pleased with himself but considera y puz 
zled, and carrying the two molds carefully wrapped m a newspaper. 

His examination of the garage and of the ladder had yielded nothing v la 
ever. 


CHAPTER vil 


Jm>y had been iiuRT on Wednesday, the twenty-seventh of April, and rhr 
once Gunther was not killed until the first of May, which vas ie 
following 

On either Thursday or Fnday of that week, then, Walhe came m i to see 
I remember being shocked at his appearance, and still more s 10 

v ay he received the news that Judy had been hurt f . , ..rr 

“Good God!” he said “I’ll stop this thing rf I ha\e to- he hesitated 
1 ha\e to kill somebody with my own hands ” 

But he would not explain that Pie called Joseph and ven 
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it was over We could not help Sarah, and the rest was for the poh-e 
Wallie had not appeared to share this relief 

Yet Wallie had not liked Sarah. She was not a pul of tint t <rU re' 
of which Joseph was the lone survival, of Margaret and the nm 
travagant days before she left Howard and a young <on both of vhoni 
passionately loved her, to run away with a man who abandoned ber v 
six montlis 

I found myself thinking of those days I had known Howard tun then 
Indeed, it was through me that he met Katherine. Margaret had had a 
brief unhappy year somewhere m Europe, then she died And W .dht Ird 
needed a mother But Katherine had not proved to be a mother to him 
He had resented her, and she had resented him She had nc< cr hUd him, 
and after Judy was bom tins dislike greatly increased 

It accentuated her jealousy of Margaret that Margaret had borne Hov ,ird 
a son, and that she had not, for Katherine was passionately in love with her 
husband And she'had kept nothing of Margaret’s that she could avoid 
Even Joseph had had to go, and so I took him Not unusual, \ dnrcsav, this 
jealousy of second wives for the woman they have followed, even when that 
woman is dead. But it worked badly for Wallie 

Certainly Wallie was not blameless for his alienation from Ins father, but 
also certainly Kathenne never raised a finger to restore the peace between 
them Wallie was too reminiscent of his mother, fiery, passionate, undisci- 
plined, handsome When he had learned that Margaret was dung in Biar- 
ritz, abandoned by the man for whom she had left Howard, he had demanded 
permission to go to her But he was refused on the score of Ins age-he was 
only fourteen at the bme-and m desperation he had taken out of Howard's 
wallet the money for a second-class passage there 

He was too late, at that, but Howard never forgave him the theft and 
he had made the mistake of telling Katherine 

After her marriage, when Wallie was m the house, she kept her purse 
locked away And he knew it and hated her for it But he was not there 
very often First at school and later at college, Kathenne kept him away as 
much as possible And after that had come the war 

Naturally then the relationship between Judy and Wallie was almost as 
remote as the relationship between Wallie and Sarah To have him Lw 
morose and exhausted when Sarah disappeared was surprising enoute bS to 
see him grow pale and funous over the attack on Judy was actual starting 
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He was quieter, however, when lie came hack from the garage. He planted 
himself m front of me, like a man who has made a resolution 
“See here,'*' he said “How fond are you of Jim Blake?” 

“I like him I don't know that it’s any more than that ” 

“What time was it when he telephoned here that night?” 

“About a quarter past seven ” 

“And he asked for Sarah?” 

“Yes.” 

'"Why did he do that? Was he m the habit of calling Sarah? Of course he 
wasn't How do you know that when she left the house that night it wasn't 
to sec Jim Blake? To meet him somewhere?” 

“I don't believe it,” I said sharply “Why would she meet him? I don’t 
behc\e they’ve exchanged two dozen words m twenty years ” 

“She went out to meet him,” he insisted “I know that I've made it my 
business to know it I've been talking to that Negro of his You know his 
habits, you know he dines late and dresses for dinner Well, that night he 
didn’t He dined early and he put on a golf suit And he left the house at 
se\en o'clock.” 

“Good heavens, Wallie’ If a man may not eat when he’s hungry and dress 
as he likes—” 

“Listen,” he said doggedly “That’s not all He carried with him that sword- 
stick you gave him ” 

“Even then—” 

“Let me finish, Elizabeth Jane That cane or stick or whatever you call it, 
has disappeared It's not m the house It stood m the hall with his other 
sticks until Sarah's body was found Then it went ” 

He was looking at me with his tired sunken eyes, but there was no doubting 
his earnestness or his conviction 

“What does that look like?” he demanded “He has an appointment with 
Sarah He goes to meet her, armed And then—” 

“W allie, I implore you not to give that to the police ” 

“No,” he said somberly “Not yet But some day I may have to ” 

This then was our situation, during the few days which remained before 
the first of May Sarah was dead, dead of two stab wounds four and a quarter 
inches deep, inflicted after she had been stunned by a blow on the back of 
the head Judy had been attacked by the same method, a blow on the head 
from the rear, but no further attempt on her life had been made Walhe 
suspected Jim Blake, apparently only because the sword-cane was missing, 
and my household was m a state of nerves so extreme that the back-firing 
of automobiles as they coasted down the long hill which terminates at mv 
drive was enough to make the women turn pale 
Of clues we had none whatever 

Because of the sensational nature of the crime the press was clamoring 
for an arrest, and the Inspector was annoyed and irritated 

“What do they want, anyhow?” he said “I can't make clues, can I? And 
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Jf wa ]i S tcn to the District AUomej’s office you'd lh.nl- Mi l had «' *; ** 
to walk out and arrest the first man I met on the sired I.ot of M '• - 

pettmc nervous the minute the papers begin to yap at tncml 

He must have broken up hundreds of toothpicks that ud \U could 

find small scattered bits of wood all o\cr the place 

By Sunday, the first of May, Judy was still m bed. but fuilv com.ik cent 

She had ordered a number of boohs on dime to rend, and flanUd by thox 
on one side and her cigarettes on the other, managed to pul m the cUm 

comfortably enough f , , 

The evenings were resen cd for Dick. Then first meeting after Juris s in- 
jury had defined the situation between them with entire chnh Hr vas 
on his knees beside the bed m an instant 
“My darling! My poor little darlingl" he said. 

She lay there, looking perfectly happy, with one hand on his held 
“Your poor little darling has made a damned fool of herself,” she Mid 
sweetly “And you’ll give me hell when you hear about it. Go on out, Kh/a- 
beth Jane, he wants to kiss me ” 

Which, Katherine or no Katherine, 1 promptly did. 

It was then on Sunday afternoon that there occurred another of those 
apparently small matters on which later such grave events were to depend 
Already there were a number of them Sarah’s poor bod) found by the coin- 
cidence of Judy being near when a horse shied, the coolness of an April 
night so that Norah must go to her window to close it; Alar}' Martin happen- 
ing to open Sarah’s door while she was writing a letter, so that Sarah had 
made that damning record on her white sleeve; Jim Blake’s deviation from his 
custom of dressing for dinner and its results, Judy’s sudden and still mysteri- 
ous desire to visit the garage at night, even my own impulsive gift to Jim 
Blake of my grandfather’s sword-stick. 

On that Sunday afternoon, at five o’clock, Florence Gunther came to see 
me and was turned away I had gone upstairs to rest, and she was turned 
away 

Why had she not come sooner? She was frightened, of course We know 
that now Afraid of her very life. The nights must have been pure terror, 
locked away m there m the upper room of that shabby house on Halkctt 
Street But she knew she held the key to the mystery. One can figure her 
reading the papers, searching for some news, and all the time holding the 
key and wondering what she ought to do 

If she had gone to the police with her story, she might have saved her 
life But if all of us behaved rationally under stress there would be no mvster- 


° f P nbh . cit y very strong m manv 


people And m addition she herself had something to hide a small matter 
but vital to her How could she tell her story and not reveal thaff 

She must have thought of all those th.ngs, sitting alone at night m that 
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library, and perhaps on the dresser when she went to bed at night, the gold 
bndge w ith its two teeth which was later to identify her 
Yet m the end she reached a decision and came to me And Joseph, who 
was to identify her as my visitor later on by a photograph, answered the bell 
and turned her away! I was asleep, he said, and could not be disturbed. So 
she went off, poor creature, walking down my path to the pavement and to 
her doom; a thin colorless girl in a dark blue coat and a checked dress 
She had left no name, and Joseph did not tell me until I went down to 
dinner 

E\en then it meant nothing to me 
“What was she like, Joseph? A reporter?” 

“I think not, madam A thmnish person, very quiet ” 

Dick was having an early Sunday night supper with me, early so that the 
servants might go out. That, too, is a custom of my mother's, the original 
purpose having been that they might go to church Now, I believe, they go to 
the movies. 

But I thought no more of the matter. Mary Martin had rather upset me 
She had come m from a walk to tell me that she was leaving as soon as I 
could spare her, and had suddenly burst into tears 

“I just want to get away,” she said, through her handkerchief “I'm nervous 
here. I'm— I guess I'm frightened ” 

“That’s silty, Mary Where would you go?” 

“I may go to New York Mrs Somers has said she may find something 
for me ” 

Judy’s comment on that conversation, when I stopped in her room to tell 
her, was characteristic 

“Mother's idea of keeping Mary's mouth shut,” she said “And polite black- 
mail on the part of the lady!” 

So Mary had not come down to dinner, and Dick and I were alone He 
talked, I remember, about crime; that Scotland Yard seized on one dominant 
clue and followed it through, but that the expert American detective used 
the Continental method and followed every possible clue And he stated as a 
corollary to this that the experts connected with the homicide squad had some 
clues m connection with Sarah's murder that they were not giving out 
“They've got something, and I think it puzzles them ” 

“You don't know what it is?” 

But he only shook his head, and proceeded to eat a substantial meal I 
remember wondering if that clue involved Jim, and harking back again, as I 
had ever since, to Wallie’s suspicion of him 

Why had he telephoned to Sarah that night? Could it be that he was, m 
case of emergency, registering the fact that, at seven-fifteen or thereabouts, 
he was safety at home? But we had the word of Amos that he was not at 
home at that time, that, God help us, he was out somewhere, with a deadly 
weapon m his hand and who knew what was m his heart. 
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He was stall shut away, m bed Wlmt d,d he th.nl about as In 1 >y m that 

be “Dicl : ,” I said “You and Judy have somethin? m your minds atmul tins 
awful thing, haven't you?” 

“We’ve been talking about it Who hasn l. . 

“But something concrete,” 1 insisted “Why on earth did ]ndj v.mt that 
ladder?” 

“I don’t know,” lie said slowly. "I don’t think she wanted the ladder, I 

think she must have intended to look at it 

Upon this cryptic speech, which lie lefuscd to elaborate. 1 too . him up* 

s t a irs 

That evening is marked in my memory by two tilings One was, about 
nine o’clock, a hysterical crying fit by Mar)' Martin Clara came down to the 
library to tell me that Mar)' was locked in her room and crvmg, she could 
hear her through the door As Mary was one of those self-contained wrung 
women who seem amply able to take care of themschcs, the news was almost 
shocking 

To add to my bewilderment, when I had got the smelling salts and hurried 
up to her, she refused at first to let me m 
“Go away,” she said “Please go away ” 

“Let me give you the salts I needn’t come m ” 

A moment later, however, she threw the door wide open and faced me, 
half defiantly 

“It’s nothing,” she said “I was low m my mind, that’s all ” She forced 
a smile “I have a fit like this every so often They’re not serious ” 

“Has anything happened. Mar)'?” 

“Nothing I’m just silly You know, or maybe you don’t, living around m 
other people’s houses, having nothing It gets me sometimes ” 

I came nearer to likmg her then than I ever had, and I wondered if the 
sight of Dick, intent on Judy and Judy’s safety, had not precipitated the 
tiling After all, she was pretty and she was young I patted her on the arm 
“Maybe I’ve done less than my duty, Mary,” I said “I’m a selfish woman 
and lately, with all this tragedy—” 

And then she began to cry again Softly, however, and rather hopelessly 
When I went downstairs again I wondered if she was not frightened, too, 
after all, her loneliness was nothing new to her 

I can look hack on Mary now, as I can look back on all the other actors 
m our drama But she still remains mysterious to me, a queer arrogant crea- 
ture, self-conscious and sex-conscious, yet with her own hours of weakness 
and despair 

The other incident was when Dick received a telephone call, rather late m 
the evening 

That must have been around eleven o’clock Judy and he had spent the 
intervening hours together, the door open out of deference to my old-fash! 
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ioned ideas, but with Dick curled up comfortably on her bed m deference 
to their own i He came leisurely down to the telephone when I called him, 
but the next moment he was galvanized into action, rushed into the hall' 
caught up his overcoat and hat, and shouted up the stairs to Judy 
“Got to run, honey. Something’s happened, and the star reporter is re- 
quired." 

“Come right up here and say good-night 1 " 

“This is business,” he called back, gnnmng “I can kiss you any time" 
And with that he was out of the house and starting the engine of his 
dilapidated Ford I could hear him rattling and bumping down the drive 
while Judy was still calling to him from above 


CHAPTER VIII 

I was astonished the next morning to have Clara announce Inspector Ham- 
son before I was dressed. I looked at the clock, and it was only half past 
eight Clara plainly considered the call ill-famed 
“I can ask him to come back, ma’am " 

“Not at all You have no idea what he wants, I suppose?” 

“Joseph let him m If you’d like some coffee first " 

But I wanted no coffee I threw on some clothing— Judy was still asleep— 
and when I got down Mr Harnson was standing m the lavatory doorway, 
thoughtfully gazing up at the skylight He looked tired and untidy, and his 
eyes were bloodshot 

“I’ve taken the liberty of asking your butler for a cup of coffee I’ve been 
up all night ” * 

“Why not have breakfast?” 

“I’m not hungry I don’t think I could eat anything ” 

But he did eat a fair meal when it appeared, talking meanwhile of unim- 
portant matters Not until we were m the library with the door closed did he 
mention the real object of his visit 

“Miss Bell, did you ever hear of a young woman named Gunther?” 

“I think not Why?” 

“Florence Gunther?" 

“Florence! The Florence who telephoned to Sarah?" 

“I think it’s possible I’m not certain ” 

“Well,” I said, “I’m glad you’ve found her She must know something ” 
“Yes,” he said “Yes, I think she did know something But she will ne\er 
be able to tell it She was shot and killed last night ” 

Later on I was to wonder why he did not tell me then the details of that 
killing Perhaps he was still rather sick, perhaps he had reasons of his own 
But what he told me then was only that the girl had been shot and that 
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there was some evidence that her room had been gone through, like Sarah’s. 

Tiip faorlv had been taken to the Morgue 

There are certain points of resemblance/' he said, “although tins girl was 
shot not stabbed For mstance-I don't want to harrow you-but the shoes 
had been removed And although her room is not m the condition o Sarah 
Gittmgs’, it had been searched I’ll take my oath to that She seems 

been an orderly person, very quiet, and-” 

But that phrase, very quiet, recalled something to me Quiet A q 
person. I remembered then, Joseph's description of the young woman who 

had tried to see me the day before 

“I wonder,” I said, “if she could have been here yesterday ” 

“Yesterday?” 

“How was she dressed? What did she look like? Joseph turned away a young 
woman while I was resting It ]ust might have been-” 

He was m the hall m a moment, calling Joseph, and what I had feared 
turned out to be correct Joseph not only identified a cabinet photograph of 
her, but recalled that she had worn a blue coat, and “a sort of plaid dress, 
sir, checked, it might have been ” 

When he had excused Joseph, who looked shaken o\ er the whole business, 
the Inspector gave me such facts as he had 

Florence Gunther had been shot and killed, the bullet had gone into her 
brain and out again But the murderer had also tried to burn her bod} , and 
had largely succeeded A fanner named Hawkins, out on the W arrenville road, 
had gone out at ten o’clock the night before to look after a sick cow 7 , and m a 
gully beside the road, not two hundred yards from his front gate, had seen 
a fire blazing 

Thinking that a passing motorist had ignited the brush with a lighted 
cigarette, he w'ent hack into the house and got an old blanket and a broom 
with which to beat out the flames He had actually commenced this when he 
realized what lay before him He smothered the fire with the blanket and 
called the police But for the incident of the sick cow the body would have 
been destroyed, as the family had already retired 

As it was, identification would have been a slow' matter, had it not been 
for the one thing which Mr Harrison had said every criminal overlooks, and 
this was that where the body had been placed a small spring, a mere thread 
of water really-I saw' it later-effectually soaked the ground at this point 
Such garments as W'ere m contact wuth the earth, then, were not destroyed 
and they revealed the fact that the unfortunate woman had worn a checked 
dress and a dark blue coat 

There must have been footprints m that soft ground, the heavy marks of 
a man carrying a substantial burden, but a passing car with a group of curious 
and horrified motorists, Hawkins himself extinguishing the fire the nohee 
and police reporters when they arrived, had thoroughly erased ’them The 
three detec tries from the homicide squad reached the spot to find the bodv 
a crowd of cunous onlookers, and not a discoverable clue to the Irder 
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At four in the morning Harrison went home and threw himself, fully 
clothed, on his bed. There was nothing then to connect this crime with 
Sarah, or with us; nor was there until seven-ten the following morning The 
body had been taken to the Morgue, Mr Harrison was peacefully asleep, 
and Dick Carter had written his story of the murder and gone to bed, a 
blue beaded bag m his coat pocket and forgotten At seven-ten, however, an 
excited telephone message was received at a local police station from a woman 
named Sanderson, a boarder m a house m an unfashionable part of the city, 
on Halkett Street 

She reported that one of the roomers, a young woman named Florence 
Gunther, was not m her room, and that as she never spent the night out she 
was certain that something was wrong. 

In view of the crime the night before, the call was turned over to the 
Inspector Breakfastless and without changing his clothing, he got into his 
car— always kept at his door— and started for Halkett Street The Sanderson 
woman, greatly excited, was waiting at the front door 
Her story was simple and direct 

She had not slept well, and some time m the night she had been annoyed 
by movements overhead, m Florence Gunther’s room. 

'‘She seemed to be moving the furniture about,” she said, “and I made 
up my mmd to talk to her about it m the morning So I got up at seven and 
went up, but she wasn’t there She hadn’t slept there And when I found all 
her clothes except what she had on I got worried ” 

He told her nothing of the cnme, but he examined the room with her 
The landlady, a woman named Bassett, had been ill for some time and did 
not appear It was clear to both of them that the room had been searched, 
although there had been an attempt to conceal the fact But the important 
fact was that Florence Gunther when last seen the evening before had worn 
a checked dress and blue coat 

He knew then what he had found. He locked the room, put Simmons on 
guard at the door, sent word by a colored servant to Mrs Bassett that the 
room and the officer were to be undisturbed, and with a photograph of the 
dead woman m his pocket had come to me 

“The point seems to be this,” he said. “If this is the Florence who was m 
touch with Sarah, the same motive which led to the one crime has led to the 
other. The possession of some dangerous knowledge, possibly certain pa- 
pers— it’s hard to say The one thing apparently certain is that there was 
something, some physical property for which m each case a search was made 
Whether it was found or not—” 

He broke the end from a toothpick with great violence 
“Curious thing to think of, isn’t it?” he went on “If you’d seen tins girl 
yesterday she might be living today She knew the answer to Sarah Gittmgs’ 
murder, and so she had to go Now, if ue knew how friendly they were, how 
they met, what brought them together, we’d have something 

And, although we have learned many things, that association of theirs re- 
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particular friendship between them. One thing, discovered by accident, Held 

them together and m the end destroyed them 

The Inspector got up to go _ . , . ,, . 

“I'm going down to headquarters,” he said “Tlien I m going back to that 

room of hers Whether the same hand killed both women or not, I imagine 
the same individual searched both rooms There’s a technique about such 


matters „ 

“Still, I should think that a man who has ]ust killed— 

“Not this one He’s got no heart and he’s got no nerves But there’s alwavs 
a chance If he goes on killing, he’ll slip up some time, and then we’ll get 
him ” 

With which optimistic words he left mel 
Later on m the day I heard from him by telephone 
“Just to cheer you up,” he said “We have a clear slate for Walter Somers 
last night He played bridge from eight until three tins morning, and won 
two hundred dollars ” 

He hung up abruptly It was the first time I had known that the police 
were watching W allie 

From the papers, ringing with another “shoe” murder, and from various 
sources then and later, I gained a fair idea of the unfortunate young v oman 
She was about thirty years of age, a quiet but not unfriendly woman Shy 
She seldom joined the others m the parlor of the Halkett Street house, m the 
evenings she took a walk or went to the movies She had apparently no family, 
and received no mail of any importance 

She had been an expert stenographer m the law office of Waite and Hen- 
derson, well-known attorneys, and was highly thought of there Recently, 
however, she had shown signs of nervousness, and her work had suffered 
somewhat 


Her life had been apparently an open book 

In the morning she was called at seven She dressed slowly, ate her break- 
fast, and reported at nine at the office She had not been interested m men, 
or they in her, but she had had one caller, a gentleman, about two weeks 
before Iiis identity' was unknown, but he seemed to have been a well-dressed 
man, not young He had arrived, according to the colored woman servant 
about eight o’clock and stayed until nine-thirty She had had only a ehmnse 
of him and could not describe him ” ^ 


On the day of her death, which was Sunday, she had spent the morning 
doing some small washing and mending In the afternoon, however she had 

put on the blue coat and started out She was back in less than an hour and 
bad seemed low-spirited * u 


No one had seen her leave the house that night It was thought that she 


[48] 



had left the house about eight, and the police believed that she had been 
lulled at or near that ditch on the Warrenville road where the body was 
found 

But on Monday afternoon we were to learn where she had been shot 
My property lies at the foot of a longish hill. As a result of this, and an 
annoying one it is, a certain number of cars come down m gear but with the 
switch off, and by and large a very considerable amount of backfiring takes 
place directly outside of my drive The result is that when, quite recently, 
a bootlegger fired a number of shots at a policeman and finally wounded him 
in the leg, the poor wretch lay untended for some little time 
All of which bears directly on the lulling of Florence Gunther. 

Dick had telephoned me during the day, when the identity of Florence 
Gunther had been given out by the police, and begged me to send Judy 
away. 

“She’s not safe,” he said, worried “Until we know what’s behind this no- 
body’s safe” 

I agreed to do what I could, and when he came m at six o’clock, looking 
rather the worse for wear, he was more cheerful. I had kept the news of the 
murder from Judy until then, flunking she might hear it better from him, 
and she greeted him with great coolness 

“Don’t come near me,” she said “And don’t ask him to dinner, Elizabeth 
Jane He walked out on me last night ” 

“Listen to her! If I don’t work I don’t eat, my child These millionaires’ 
daughters!” he said to me. “They think honest toil is cutting coupons. Money’s 
nothing to them ” 

Then he remembered something, and put his hand m his pocket 
“Speaking of money,” he said, “hanged if I didn’t forget I’d had a wind- 
fall. Look what I found!” 

He drew out of his pocket a blue beaded bag, and Judy snatched it from 
him. 

“I suppose you’ve advertised it?” she said severely 

“Darling, I am this moment out of my bath Of course I shall,” he added 
virtuously “ ‘Found bag ’ Vague but honest, eh what? It’s got ten dollars m 
it!” 

“Where did you find it?” 

“I just drove out from the Bell estate m my Rolls-Royce, and there it was ” 
“On the street?” 

“On the street Right outside your gates, oh daughter of Eve I said to 
myself ‘What’s that?’ Then I replied ‘It’s a pocketbook ’ Then I shouted 
‘Whoa,’ leaped from my trusty steed and-” 

It was then that Judy found the typed slip and drew it out “You won’t 
have to advertise. Here’s her name Florence Gunther ” 

“Florence Gunther?” I said “My God!” 

It was then that Dick told her of the murder the night before He was as 
careful as he could be not to homfy her, but the bare facts were dreadful 
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enough She went very pale, but she watched him steadily, and somehow I 
got the impression that he was telling her more than appeared on the surface 
that between them there was some understanding, some secret theory age 1 st 

which they were checking these new facts. 

“On the Warrenville road 7 Then she was taken there m a car? 

“Presumably, yes ” 

“Did anybody see the car?” 

“The police are working on that. Apparently not 
“And you’ve checked up on— things?” 

“They seem all right Absolutely OK” 

Still with this mysterious bond between them they took me out to where 
Dick had found the bag, and standing there he pointed out where lie had 
found it, not near the pavement, but almost m the center of the street. It 
had shown up plainly, at fiist he had thought it was a bird, and veered to 
avoid it Then he saw what it was 

"You might figure it like this,” he said “She’s coming again to see you 
She suspects something, and she’s got to tell it Now, there are two ways 
for that bag to have been where I found it Either she saw somebody and 
ducked out into the street, or she was m a car already, was shot while m the 
car, and the bag dropped out I think she was m a car You see there’s no 
blood,” he ended awkwardly 


Judy looked a little sick, but she spoke practically enough. 

“Couldn’t he have shot her there, dragged her quickly into the shrubbery, 
and then got a car? She must have been here at eight-thirty or so, and the 
body wasn’t found until after ten ” 


Well, it was possible, but a careful search of the hedge, and the lilacs, for- 
sytlua and syrmga bushes inside of it-some of them m leaf, for the spring 
had been early— revealed nothing whatever. 

I find myself dwelling on that question of time, which Judy brought up 
It puzzled the police for a long time, but now we know about it, the driving 
about, with that dead woman lolling on the seat, the decision to use the river, 
and the bridge crowded and no hope there, the purchase of oil at some remote 
spot, leaving the car and its grisly contents at a safe distance, and finally the 
Warrenville road and the sleeping farmhouse And the sick cow 
The sick cowl Everything safe, another perfect crime And then of all 
possible mischances, a sick cow ’ 


CHAPTER ix 


That was on Monday Tuesday momma, Tim hem? chii m j 

'’>• ‘he doctor’s orders, (he dSX": Sn a £”r; 
J.m s sen ant, and terrified him into a number of damaging statements That 
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early dinner of Jim’s, the fact that he had left the house immediately after 
it, and that he had earned the sword-stick, all of these came out And finally 
the frightened wretch told that the stick had disappeared 
That was enough, more than enough After that Jim was under surveillance 
day and night, one of those apparently casual affairs, but sufficient to report 
his movements. He made no movements, however He lay m his bed, and if 
he knew the significance of the men who moved back and forward along 
Pme Street, or that his telephone and mail were both under espionage, he 
made no sign 

But, although suspicion was now directed at Jim, it was only suspicion 
On Tuesday night Inspector Harrison came again to see me I was growing 
to hke the man He was to oppose me and all of us for a long time, but he 
was at least sturdily honest with me, and he was to try later on to be helpful 
He was very grave that night He sent Judy away, to her annoyance, closed 
the library door, and then turned to me 

“I came here tonight with a purpose, Miss Bell,” he said at last “I want 
you to think, and think hard Is there anything at all, however remote— I 
don’t care how absurd— which would provide a motive for the killing of Sarah 
Gitbngs? For this second cnme is subsidiary to that That I know Think, 
now, some remote family trouble, some secret she knew, even some scene at 
which she happened to be present ” 

“We don’t have family scenes. Inspector ” 

“Nonsense 1 Every family has them ” 

“There is nothing, I assure you Walter Somers doesn’t hit it off with his 
stepmother, but they don’t quarrel They simply keep apart ” 

“And Mr Blake?" 

“Why should he quarrel with them? They have been very good to him I 
think Mrs. Somers even makes him a small allowance, and a man doesn’t 
quarrel with his bread and butter ” 

“Tell me something about the Somers family I know they are wealthy 
What else?” 

“Howard has been married twice His first wife eloped with another man, 
and died m Europe many years ago After her death he married my cousin, 
Katherine They have one child, Judy, who is here And they are very happy ’’ 
“And that’s the whole story?” 

“Yes, except that Howard Somers is m bad health He has had at least 
one attack of angina pectoris He had that here last year, while I was abroad 
with his family Fie almost died, and I suppose the end is only a question of 
time ” 

“I see How old a man is he?” 

“Almost sixty Quite a handsome man 

“Now, about this sick spell When you say he was sick here, do you mean 
m this house?” 

“No The house was closed He was at a hotel, the Imperial Sarah Gittings 
came down to take care of him ” 
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“And Mr Blake? Was he here at that time? 

“He was m Maine He has a small cottage there 

I believe now that certain of these interrogations were purely idle, de- 
igned to put me off my guard For the next instant, m the same lone he 
asked me a question so unexpected that it found me totally unprepared for 


* “And when did you give Mr. Blake the walking stick which belonged to 
your grandfather?” 

I must have showed my agitation, for he smiled 

“Come, come,” he said “You’re a poor witness for the defense, Miss Belli 
I see Amos has told the truth. Show a Negro a police badge and he’ll come 
clean How long has Mr Blake had that cane?” 

“Since some time m the early spring In March ” 

“You have no idea where it is now?” 

“Not the faintest He certainly didn't bring it back here ” 

He bent toward me, wary and intent 

“Ah,” he said “So you know it has disappeared! Now that’s interesting 
I call that very interesting Who told you that it had disappeared? Not Amos 
He was warned Mr Blake himself, perhaps?” 

“No It was Walter Somers Amos told him ” 

He sat back 

“By and large,” he said, “we have too many detectives on these comes 
And the family seems to be curiously interested, doesn’t it? For a family 
with nothing to conceal Now, I would like a descnption of that stick, if you 
don’t mind ” 

There was nothing else to do Much as I loathed the idea I was obliged 
to describe the thing, the heavy knob, the knife concealed m the shaft 
“This blade now, was it sharp?” 

“Absolutely not But I daresay Jim had it sharpened He would have had 
to, if he had meant to commit a murder ” 

But my sarcasm was a boomerang 

“It may interest you to know that he did ]ust that, Miss Bell About a 
week after he got it ” 

He gave me little bme to worry about that, however 
“There is something else I want to verify On the night Sarah Gittmgs 
uas murdered, Mr Blake telephoned here, I believe, to Miss Judy At what 
bme was that?” 

“Shortly after seven A quarter past, possibly ” 

“That was a message from Miss Judy’s mother, I gather?” 

“Yes, but he—” 

1 checUd myself, too late He was bendmg forward agam, watching me 


‘1 ha\e ]ust remembered ne asked it Sarah was here, but that is m hi 
f.n or, naturally If he had knovn lie need not have asked ” 

Or if he did know, and wished to give the impression that he did not 
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He sat there looking at me, and for the first time I realized that he was 
potentially dangerous to me and mine His china blue eyes were cold and 
searching, under his bald head his face was determined, almost belligerent 
And he was intelligent, shrewd and intelligent Later on I was to try to 
circumvent him, to pit my own wits against his Always he thwarted me, and 
often he frightened me In his way, almost to the very end, he remained as 
mysterious as Sarah, as aloof as Florence Gunther, as implacable as fate itself 

Yet he treated me always with friendliness and often with deference, and 
now his voice was almost casual 

“Did he say where he was when he called up?” 

“No At home, probably ” 

“Don’t you know better than that, Miss Bell?” he inquired pointedly “If 
you don’t, let me tell you On that night Jim Blake dmed early, and left the 
house at seven, or a few minutes after He did no telephoning before he left 
We have a list of his calls out for that night Wherever he was when he 
telephoned— and we are trying to locate that— he was not at home ” 

And I felt again that tins communicativeness of his was deliberate, that 
he was watching for its effect on me 

“But why? Why would Jim Blake kill Sarah?” I demanded “What would 
be his motive ?” 

He was getting ready to go, and he stopped by the door 

“Now and then, m criminal work,” he said, “we find the criminal before 
we learn the motive I make no accusation against Mr Blake I merely say 
that his movements that night require explanation, and that until he makes 
that explanation we have to use our own interpretation If that’s unfavorable 
to him that’s his fault ” 

One comfort at least we had at that time The reporters, the camera men 
and the crowds of inquisitive sightseers had abandoned us, and out on the 
Warrenville road Hawkins had thriftily piled brush about the site of the 
crime, and was letting m the morbid minded at a price until the county 
police stopped him 

The cow had died 

But m my own household demoralization was almost complete The 
women were m a state of hysteria, afraid to leave the house and almost 
as terrified to stay m it On Tuesday morning the laundress had come up- 
stairs pale and trembling, to say that the chair had been taken from the 
laundry again and was once more m the room where the wood was stored 
And on that night, at something after twelve o’clock, Clara ran down to my 
room, pounding on the door and shouting that there was a man under her 
bed 

It required Joseph with the revolver and myself with all my courage to 
discover Jock there, neatly curled up and asleep 

The matter of the chair, howe\ er, puzzled me I took Judy and went 
down It was a plain wooden chair, and it had been left where it was found 
Judy mounted it and examined the joists above, for this portion of the base- 
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ment is not ceiled But there was nothing there except a large bind, spider, 

at which she got down m a hurry. . . 

I don’t know what I had expected to find The sword-stick, perhaps 
It was on Wednesday that I determined to sec Jim I had not seen lnm 
for over a week, not indeed since the day of Sarah’s funeral, and u allic s 

state had bewildered me Jim’s frankly shocked me 

I had been fond of Jim, but with no particular approval. The very fact that 
he was still idling through his late forties, that he was content to live mod- 
estly because extravagance meant work, that he could still put in weeks of 
preparation on the Bachelors’ Ball, given each year for the debutantes, that 
his food and drmk were important to him, and his clothcs-all these things 


had annoyed me 

Nor had I ever quite believed m his feeble health, certainly lie was a 
stronger man than Howard, who had always worked and who was still work- 
ing m the very shadow of death Certainly Jim was able to play golf, to sit up 
all night at bridge, to eat and drmk what he wanted, and to dance w ith a 
young generation which liked his cocktails and the flowers he sent them 

But this was the surface of Jim Blake Of the real man, buried under 
that slightly bulging waistline, that air of frivolity, those impeccable garments, 
I doubt if even Katherine knew' any tiling He w 7 cnt Ins w'ay, apparently a 
cheerful idler, with Ins present assured, and Ins future undoubtedly cared for 
m the case of Howard’s death 


There was, however, nothing cheerful about the Jim I found on Wednes- 
day night, lying m Ins handsome bed and nursed and valeted by Amos I have 
often wondered since ]ust what were his thoughts as he lay there day after 
day, watching Amos moving deftly about the room, Amos who knew 7 so much 
and yet not enough 

The two watching each other, the black man and the white, and yet all 
serene between them on the surface 

“I’ve ordered sweetbreads for luncheon, sir ” 

“That’s right Put them on a little ham, Amos ” 

And Amos going out, efficient and potentially dangerous, to prepare sweet- 
breads 


Jim must have had his bad hours, his own temptations He could have 
escaped even then, could have slipped out the rear door to his car and 
gone somewhere, anywhere, for his illness was certainly not acute But he 
did not He lay there m his bed and waited for tire inevitable 

He was glad to see me, I thought He was propped up in bed m a pair of 
mauve sill py,amas, and with a dressing gown of dark brocade hanging over 
a chair beside him The room was masculine enough, but a tnfle too carefully 
done, as though Jim had taken pains to place the ,ewel which was himself 
m a perfect setting There was something incongruous m the contrast between 
hat soft interior, shaded and carefully lighted, with J.m as the central figure 
the star of its stage, and tire man I had seen across the street as I walked to 
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the house I had walked I felt that it was not necessary to take my house- 
hold into my confidence on this particular matter 

“Well,” he said, “this is a kindly and Christian act* Sit down. That’s a 
good chair ' 

He was nervous. I saw for the first time, that night, the slight twitching 
about the mouth which was never afterwards to leave him, and as I told him 
my story it grew more and more marked Yet save for that twitching he heard 
me through quietly enough 

“What do you want me to say?” he said “Or to do? If the police want a 
scapegoat— innocent men have been arrested before this for the sake of the 
sensational press— what am I to do about it? Run away?” 

“You can tell them the truth ” 

“What truth?” he said irritably 

“Tell them where you were the night Sarah was killed Surely you can do 
that, Jim” 

“I have already told them I live the usual life of a bachelor I’m neither 
better nor worse than others I decline to drag a woman into this, any woman 
They can all go to hell first ” 

I felt my heart sink His indignation was not real He spoke like a man 
who has rehearsed a speech. And from under his eyebrows he was watching 
me, intently, furtively For the first time I realized how badly frightened he 
was 

“I see,” I said, quietly “And I daresay that’s where you left the cane Nat- 
urally you would not care to speak about it ” 

“The cane? What cane?” 

“The one I gave you, Jim It’s missing, apparently ” 

He said nothing for a full minute. It must have been a ternble shock to 
him Perhaps he was going back, m his mind, who knew about the cane? 
Amos, of course And Amos had been talking His distrust and anger at Amos 
must have been a devastating tiling ]ust then But he rallied himself. 

“What’s that got to do with it? Anybody can lose a stick I’ve lost dozens, 
hundreds ” 

“You carried it out with you that night, you know ” 

“And I suppose that proves that I killed Sarah Gittmgs! And that I got up 
out of a sick bed the other night, put a can of kerosene m my car and shot 
this Florence Gunther* There’s no case there I carry a stick out one night 
and forget it somewhere Well, they can’t hang me for that And I wasn’t 
out of this house last Sunday night.” 

What could I say? Tell him Walhe’s story, that the sword-cane had not 
disappeared until Sarah’s body was found? That he had brought it back, and 
that the police knew he had brought it back? He hated Walhe, and I was 
m no condition to face an outburst of anger from him, especially since I felt 
that that too might have been prepared m advance, the careful defense of a 
frightened man 

One thing I was certain of when I left He was a frightened man, but not 
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a sick man The loose sleeve of his pyjama coat revealed a muscular and 
well-nounshed arm, and when Amos came m reply to the summons he earned 
a night tray with a substantial supper and a siphon and bottle 

Tim scowled when he saw it A 

“You can leave that, and I want you to drive Miss Bell home, Amos. 


She walked over ” 

“Yes, sir ” 

I had a flash then of the strange relationship between the two of them, shut 
m there together, of suspicion and anger on Jim’s pait, and on the Negro s 
of fear and something else Not hostility Uneasiness, perhaps 
“Can I shake up your pillows, sir?” 

“No Don’t bother” 

I felt baffled as I went down the stairs 

I daresay it is always difficult to face civilized human beings and to tty to 
realize that they have joined the lost brotherhood of those who have willfully 
taken human lives There appears to be no gulf, they breathe, cat, talk, even 
on occasion laugh There is no mark on their foreheads. But the gulf is there, 
never to be bridged, less broad perhaps for those who have killed m passion, 
but wider than eternity itself for those who have planned, plotted, schemed, 
that a living being shall cease to live 

All hope that Jim Blake would clear himself, at least m my eyes, was 
gone And at the foot of the stairs Amos was waiting, enigmatic, the perfect 
servant, to help me into my wrap 

“I’ll bring the car around at once, ma’am ” 

“I’ll go back with you, Amos It will save time ” 

“The yard’s pretty dark. Miss Bell ” 

“Haven’t you a flashlight?” 

He produced one at once from a drawer of the hall table, and I followed 
him, through his neat pantry and kitchen and out mto the yard Here in 
mild weather Jim sometimes served coffee after dinner, and he had planted 
it rather prettily I remember the scent of the spring night as I followed 
Amos, and seeing the faint outlines of Jim’s garden furniture, a bench a 
few chairs, a table ~ ’ 

“I see you have your things out already, Amos ” 

“Yes’m I painted them a few days ago We’ll be having warm weather 
soon ” 


I took the light while he unlocked the small door and backed the car into 
the alley beyond It occurred to me that the watcher out front would hear 
the noise and come to investigate, but the alley was lined with garages One 

car more or less would make little difference S 

1 have wondered about that surveillance since Clearlv if wn„M oi 
have been possible for J,m to come and go by the a^ wJy f he"S 
Probably the intention was not that but rather fn i !° , ed 

ceved, and for all I know there may have Wn some ” What T t01 ? re ' 
to warn tire watcher .£ Jrm left his bed and dressed fcany'pur^ose m ° S ’ 
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However that may be, we were not molested, and I still carried the flash- 
light when I got into the rear of the car I knew the car well I had sold it to 
Jim a rear or so ago when I had bought a new one It was a dark blue limou- 
sine, tire driving seat covered with leather, the interior upholstered in a pale 
gray 

“Car doing all right, Amos 7 ” 

“Very well, ma’am ” 

Idly I switched on the flashlight and surveyed the interior Undoubtedly 
the car had begun to show wear. There were scars on the seat cushions 
from cigarette burns, and one or two on the carpet I think now that these 
movements of mine were a sort of automatism, or perhaps the instinct of 
the uneasy mind to seek refuge m the trivial The car was of no importance 
to me Let them bum it, these people who shared the “usual life of a bache- 
lor,” these men for whom Amos painted the garden furniture, these women 
who must be protected, not dragged m 

And then I saw something 

There was a ring-shaped stam on the carpet near my feet, well defined, 
dark It was perhaps seven inches across, and I lowered the flashlight and in- 
spected it It looked like oil, and woman-fashion I ran my finger over it and 
then sniffed the finger It was oil It was kerosene oil 

I put out the flashlight and sat back There were a dozen possible ex- 
planations for that stam, but only one occurred to me Sitting there m the 
dark, I pondered the matter of eliminating it before Amos found it Or had he 
already found it 7 Was he sitting there beyond the glass partition, driving as 
perfectly as he did everything else, and all the time aware of my movements, 
knowing what I had found? Did the police know, too? 

Suppose I were to say to Amos 

“Amos, tins carpet is dirty I’m taking it to have it cleaned, while Mr 
Blake is not using the car ” 

Perhaps that m itself would rouse his suspicion He might say “Don’t 
bother. Miss Bell I’ll see to it ” And then Amos and I would be bickering 
over the carpet, it would grow important to him, and if he conquered he 
would take it to the police 

I did tlie best thing I could think of at the moment I stooped down and 
loosened the carpet, rolled it up carefully, and then hid it as best I could 
underneath my long cape 

If I looked strange to Joseph when he admitted me, he said nothing Once 
Judy had said that Joseph had no capacity for astonishment, and the 
thought supported me that night as, certainly nervous and probably bulging, 

I entered my own house 

Judy called to me from the library, but I passed the door with as much 
expedition as I dared She and Dick were settled there over a card table, with 
a sheet of paper before them I saw that, and that Dick was apparently 
making a sketch of some sort As I went up the stairs he was saying 

“Now get this Here’s the daybed The closet door is there—” 
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Then I was in my room, the door boiled, and !h ,1 me, mm, .(.re ' *:;»/■* 

a table under a good light There no qm J« • 

containing kerosene ml had ltslul on it, pioh ibU‘ qun 


t, 1 1 r tt* i> 


c II A V 'l I u X 


A lone woman who has lived in a house for nunv »rs f roi , 
house It is like a Inc thing to her, it has its month, its emiU m 
has its little eccentricities This stair creaks, (hit vindo. 1 , r«tth 
sticks 


to 

d 


Oi 


pd t* 

C <* 


Especially, if she is not a good sleeper, she gums to Irma Ik* 1 '» f 
elit All houses are strange at night It js as though, after tin d elm - 


tit 

15 


night 

silence have fallen, they stir and waken to some imstumtu hf' of tlr : 

In my house, some of these mo\ cments I can aceovmt for W lu n tH w mt o . 
are raised the old beams creak, as though the house is uacl mg it 1 tm:U' , 
and when we have a north wind the skylight vails and ‘limes \ meld 
weatherstrip that is, vibrating like a string 

Then, too, a breeze from the west wall set the ivy outside ms v nub* , to 
whispering, little sibilant voices which have lomcd me more thin once, con 
vmced tliat I was called, and an open window m the dt.w mg room be ide 
the speaking tube there will send on windy davs a fine thm v Imlle thrmuh 
the house 

But I do not like my cellar. Perhaps this is a throwback to im childhood. 

I do not know Tlie fact remains that I go into it at night under protest, 
and that I have had installed m the back hall a switch bv winch a light belo.* 
is turned on before any one need descend A bit of precaution for Inch I 
could have shrieked with rage before that night had passed 

It was eleven o’clock when I returned, and soon afterv ards I heard Dice 
leave the house His paper is an afternoon one, and so lie has to rise fairlv 
early Judy wandered m to say good-night, but I bad locked the carpet in mv 
closet, and she merely lighted a cigarette and stood mside the door 
“When is Mary going?” she asked 
“She hasn’t said Why?” 

“She’s been packing tonight Dick helped Joseph to bring her trunk down 
from the storeroom She doesn’t seem too keen to go ” 

“It’s her own choice,” I said, rather acidly 

“Well, I hope to heaven mother doesn’t wish her on usl She mav To shut 
her mouth about Uncle Jim ” 

But she did not go away at once She stood there, smoking fast and appar- 
ently thinking 1 

“Don’t you thmk Wallie’s been rather queer over all tins?” she said “ ‘So 
if anything happens to me you’ll understand,’ ” she mimicked him “If he 
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knows anything now is the time to tell it. And if he doesn’t, why don’t he 
keep out? Where does he come in, anyhow? What’s he womed about?” 

“I do wish you'd keep out of all tins, Judy.” 

“Why? It’s the day of the young, isn’t it? Everybody says so ” 

“It’s the hour for the young to be m bed.” 

“All right. I’m going now. But just to show you why I’m not going back 
to New York, m spite of you and Dick-Walhe didn’t find that pencil on top 
of the skylight He took it up with him and put it there ” 

With which she went away, whistling softly, and left me to my thoughts, 
which were nothing to boast about 

I did not go to bed. I sat shut m my bedroom, with the carpet from the 
car rolled m my closet, waiting for the house to quiet down for the night 
My mind was a welter of confusion, Jim’s evasions and half truths, the pos- 
sible significance of the oil stain, and Judy’s strange statement as to Walhe 
and the pencil 

And to add to my discomfort Joseph tapped at my door after lettmg Dick 
out and locking up, and told me that the women m the house had started 
a tale that poor Sarah was “walking,” and were scaring themselves into a fit 
over it I am not a superstitious woman, but there is something of the mystic 
m every Christian, and I must confess that when, at something after one, 
the speaking tube m my room set up a tlnn whistle, my hair seemed to stand 
on end. 

Ever since the night of Sarah’s death Joseph had been instructed to leave 
a light bummg m the lower hall, and it was burning then I opened my door 
carefully and slipping out, leaned over the banister. Save that Jock had ap- 
parently been asleep there, and had now risen and was stretching himself 
drowsily, there was no sign of anything unusual. If there was a window or a 
door open in the drawing room I felt that it could stay open for a while 

I had other business to attend to first 

Jock’s attitude had given me confidence, and at something after one, wear- 
ing a dressing gown and my felt-soled bedroom slippers, I took the rug and a 
bottle of patent cleaner and made my way gingerly to the basement laundry, 
stopping m the kitchen to pick up the poker from the range I was minded 
to have a weapon of some sort at hand 

I had a plan, of sorts If the stam came out I could return the rug to 
Amos, and he could think what he might, lay my high-handed proceeding 
to the eccentricities of a middle-aged female if it pleased him If it did not 
come out, I could bum the thing m the furnace 

But I was very nervous, and the basement itself daunted me, the long vistas 
of blackness forward, to the furnace and the coal and wood cellars, the dark- 
ness of the laundry and the drying room. The small light at the foot of the 
stairs, which turned on from the back hall above, made little impression on 
the gloom, and as I stood there it seemed to me that something crawled 
over the wood m the wood cellar A rat, possibly, but it did not help my 
morale 



The laundry was dart, and to light it one must enter the room and turn 
on the hanging globe m the center I went in, shivering, and directly in the 
center of the room I struck violently against something It was a chair, and it 
upset with a clatter that echoed and re-echoed m that cavernous place. 

What was the chair doing there? It belonged under a window, and here it 
was, out of place again What was it that moved that chair? And Joseph’s 
somber statement came back to me, to complete my demoralization After 
all, chairs did move They moved m sdances. Chairs and tables, w lthout being 


touched. 

I was badly frightened, I confess A dozen stones of phantasms, dis- 
credited at the time, rose in my mind. The place seemed peopled with mov- 
ing shadows, sinister and threatening, and from somewhere I seemed to hear 
footsteps, spectral, felt rather than heard And when I finally found courage 
to try the laundry light, it had burned out 

Such efforts as I could make then to remove the stain were of no practical 
value, and I decided once for all to bum the rug and take the consequences. 

I did one of the hardest things I have ever done m my life when I went 
forward to the furnace cellar, carrying the mg Once the light there was on, 
however, I felt better I built a small fire of paper and kindling, and thrust m 
the rng It began to blaze, although not as rapidly as I had hoped. I stood 
there, watching and wondering about the dampers, like most women, I know 
nothing about a furnace 

I wandered about, waiting for that slow combustion to become effectual, 
examined the windows and the door to the area way, and was retracing my 
steps forward to the furnace again, when I stopped suddenly 
Some one was moving about over my head. 

I pulled myself together The dogs had not barked It must be Joseph, 
Joseph who had heard the whining in the speaking tubes and come down to 


investigate But to have Joseph discover me burning that mg would have been 
disastrous I turned out the furnace light at once, and went back toward 
the foot of the stairs, where the small light still burned To my horror, I saw 
that light go out, and heard the bolt slipped in the door above 
“Joseph!” I called “Josephl” 

It was not Joseph. The footsteps had ceased, but there was no answering 
call Somebody, something, was lurking there overhead, listening The 
thought was homble beyond words 

I was crouched on tire foot of the staircase, and there I remained in that 
haunted darkness until daylight At dawn I crept up the stairs, and half sat 
half lay, on the narrow landing Perhaps I slept, perhaps I fainted I shall 

never forget Joseph s face when, at seven o’clock, he unlocked the door and 
found me there 

“Good heavens, madam!” he said 
“Help me up, Joseph I can’t move ” 

“You’re not hurt, are you?” 
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No You locked me m ; Joseph. I’ve had a temble mght You— or some- 
body" 

“I locked you in, madam? At what time?" 

“About two o’clock, I think.” 

“I was not downstairs after midnight," he said, and helped me to my feet. 

He got me into the pantry and made me some coffee. Norah was not yet 
down, my household slept badly those days, and therefore late He had had a 
shock, however His hands shook and his face was set. I can still see him 
moving about, his dignity less majestic than usual, making the coffee, laying 
a doily on the pantry table, fetching a cup and saucer from the dining room 
While he waited for the coffee to boil he made a tour of the first floor, but 
reported everything m order. The drawing room door and windows were 
locked 

“But I would suggest, madam," he said, “that we change the lock on the 
front door Since Miss Sarah’s key is missing it is hardly safe." 

Norah came m as I finished my coffee, and she gave me a queer look 
But I did not explain. I went up and crawled into my bed, and I did not 
waken until Joseph came up with a tray of luncheon. 

He came in, closed the door, drew a table beside the bed, opened my 
napkin and gave it to me. Then he straightened and looked at me 

“I have taken the liberty of destroying the rug, madam." 

My heart sank, but he spoke as calmly as though he had been reporting 
that the butter was bad 

'The dampers were wrong," he said “It’s a peculiar furnace You have to 
understand it.” 

He looked at me, and I looked back at him Our relations had subtly 
changed, although his manner had not We shared a secret, m effect, Joseph 
and I were accomplices Between us we had compounded a felony, destroyed 
evidence, and Joseph knew it Whether he had seen the stam or not, he knew 
that carpet 

'You should not have tried to do that, madam,” he said “In the future, 
if you need any help, you can always call on me." 

Then he went out, strange inscrutable Joseph, living the vicarious life of 
all upper class servants. Somewhere he had a wife, but he never mentioned 
her. His room at night, the pantry and the newspapers by day, apparently 
comprised his life and satisfied him 

It was when he came to remove the tray that he told me, very quietly, 
that his revolver was missing 

“I have been keeping it m my bedroom lately, under my pillow, 7 he said 
“Now it is gone Taken by some one who knew the habits of the house, 
madam ” 



CHAPTER XI 


Whatever was the meaning of that unpleasant episode, it was impossible 
to go to the police with it I was seeing rather less of the Inspector now, he 
and the entire homicide squad were working on the Gunther ease, the crime 
detection unit of photographer, chemist, microscopist and gun expert were 
at work, but I believe their conclusions were unimportant. The bullet was 
missing. From the size of the wounds in the skull and the fact that it had 
passed entirely through the head, they believed that it had been a large caliber 
bullet fired at close range, and that the time of her death had been about 
eight or eight-thirty. 

The bag, then, had lam m the street for almost three hours 
Outside of these facts the murder remained a complete and utter mystery'. 
She appeared to have been without friends or family, one of these curious 
beings who from all appearances have sprung sporadically into being, without 
any past whatever. She had had no ability for friendship, unless that odd 
acquaintance of hers with Sarah could be called friendship. 

Strange that two such reserved women should have found each other, have 
somehow broken down their repressions, have walked, talked, ma^be even 
laughed together. For it seems now that dunng the month or so before the 
murders, they had met a number of tames. One pictures them walking to- 
gether, maybe sitting together m a moving picture theater, and then one day 
something said, a bit of confidence, and both were doomed. 

The day passed without incident, save that Mary Martin took her depar- 
ture. She even cried a little when she left, although she had shown no af- 
fection for any of us 


Judy seemed relieved to have her gone 

“Thank heaven,” she said “I don’t have to whisper any more She was 
always listening, Elizabeth Jane I’ve caught her at it, leaning over the banis- 
ters I’ll bet my hat she knows something And I'll bet two dollars, which is 
all I have m the world at the moment, that she took Joseph’s gun.” 

“Why would she take Joseph’s gun? That’s silly.” 

Is it? Well, ask Norah. She knows ” 


And ask Norah I did, with cunous results 

It appeared that on the day before Joseph had missed his revolver, Norah 
bad gone upstairs to her room to change her uniform before she prepared 
uncheon She wears rubber-soled shoes m the kitchen, as it has a tiled floor 
and so she moved quietly ’ 

Joseph, it seems, was downstairs The door at the top of the back stairs 
is a swinging one, as otherwise the maids forget to close it, and it swings 
noiselessly She pushed it open, and there was Mary Martin, down the hall 


[62] 



and just coming out of Joseph’s room. She stepped back when she saw Norah, 
and then reconsidered and came out again. 

“I was looking for some matches/’ she said. 

According to Norah she had no matches m her hands, however, and she 
looked so pale that Norah was curious. When Mary had shut herself m her 
room Norah glanced inside Joseph’s door. There were matches on his bureau, 

and his revolver lay on top of the bed. ^ w 

But with Mary gone, and the house quiet again and with no snooping, 
as Judy called it, I went into the library that night to find Dick grinning 
and Judy with her mouth set hard. 

“Well, tell her, if you think it’s so funny.” 

“Tell her yourself, lady of my heart Do your own dirty work.” 

“Don’t be such an ass It’s a perfectly simple tiling I want, Elizabeth Jane 

I want to get into Florence Gunther’s room. ’ 

“The answer is just as simple, Judy,” I said shortly. “You 11 do nothing of 

the sort ” 

But she was argumentative and a trifle sulky . „ 

“Oh well, if you must have it. I want to look for something That s all 

“I don’t know. But now listen to this; I don’t know why poor Sarah was 
killed, or Florence either. But I do know why their shoes were taken off 
One or the other of them had something, I don’t know what, but she had 

It might have been a paper—” ^ 

“Give me the papers and take the child! said Dick 

“Now Dick has struck up an acquaintance with a blonde out there sat the 
house on Halkett Street. She’s named Lily, and he s quite fond of , 
even had her out to lunch ” 

Dick groaned, and she grinned maliciously. , 

“Her name is Sanderson, Lily Sanderson and she s rather a mesButAe 
likes to talk, and she’s got something she hasn t told the police S 
even tell him, but she might tell us 

“Ycmaml ^Elizabeth Jane, you to give stardness and respectability Mrtta 
excursion, I to use my little wiles to wheedle her i necessary 
afraid of the police, but once she sets eyes on you shell open up like 

^Tdeclmed at once, but she has her own methods, has Judy, and so m the 

end I reluctantly consented to go Mice 

The appointment was made for the next night, Friday Etudently Miss 

Sanderson was uneasy, for she made it Friday ecause e , 

would be off for her afternoon out And it was she herself who admitted us 
when, having left the car at the comer, Judy and I presented ourselves on the 

following evening 

She opened the door with her fingers to her lips. 
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“Now how nicer’ she slid, m a loud tb-n^mu H« 
to have an evening alone, and this h ipp* 51 *• 

All the time she was ununc us in v ith huh r* *"u , 
study. Miss Sanderson was a hurt blmnu v «.m* m wPh 
was evidently prepared for comp my. She v..r 'hthtH 
room when she took us up to it was sen tub Su l 
later, as if she had just finished with it 

When she had closed the door ‘•he lov cal he v>* .. 

“You nc\cr know who’s around m i pi ire Id * th ' I'* 
poor Miss Gunther's awful end— ‘ She io* »* td at tn r w M. h - ' { 
and they w'erc childish and filled with terror. * 1 h u.i t *h j * s 
there is a homicidal mnmne loose, nohnds can U 11 v hoT b> m 

“I wouldn’t worry,” said Judy *1 here’s no in 'it .e 1 1 1 * V.i i -a 
her knew what lie was doing ” 

That seemed to relieve her. She wa\ Ur all cloths . ~ **•»,, •* th 
woman, and I am glad here to pav nn bit of tribute to I • 5>1 S r. U* 
had her own small part m the sols mg of the mate n, and of tor fo i 
enmes which it mvol\ cd 

She liked Judy at once, 1 think 'I here is somethin" direct .<!) ■’** )i 
all her talk about using her wiles, and Judy, I thud , felt the c<unpi 1 “n * f 
youth for her, for the narrow life that one room hp'fiuk hr th" Fncku: * 
of soul which was feeding on this one great e'Citcmutt l f \ W helm ■ 
about at the dreadful reach at beauty which the mom feudal the t,-i t h’** 
at w'luch nobody obviously ever had tea, at the silk shawl daped our the 
bed, at the mutation shell toilet set, the gaudtlv punted «crap b* Gt. ; - a 
at tiie screen which concealed the washstand m its comer, and b h.sul v huh, 
I had no doubt, Miss Sanderson had dumped a clutter of odds an 1 erui 

“You are very comfortable here, aren’t you? It’s quite homeld c ” 

Miss Sanderson smiled her childlike smile. 

“It’s all the home I have,” she said “And Mrs Bassett Id e$ eun thing to 
be nice She’s very clean, really.” 

Before she settled to her story she opened her door, looked out, cVed it 
again 

I’m only talking because you w'erc friends of poor Florence,” she sud 
“And I don’t know if what I have to tell you is important or not. I won't 
have to go to the police, will I?” 

"Certainly not,” said Judy sturdily. 

told tliem tilat 1>d * ieard llcr movin S things about, that night? 
Weli, I did I didn’t like to say what I really thought” She lowered” her 
voice I thought she had a man up there Tliat’s what I went up m the 
morning to speak to her about ” 

^ A man?” I asked. “Could you hear him?” 

“A man and a woman,” she said “I could hear them both ” 
tier story amounted to this 
She was a light sleeper, and she 


■was wakened some time after midnight 
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by movements in the room above. As Florence never stirred about m the 
night, this puzzled her. Especially as the movements continued 
“Somebody seemed to be moving the furniture/' she said. “Very carefully, 
but you can't move a bureau m a house built like this without it making 
some noise. Even then I might have gone to sleep again, but there were two 
people One walked heavier than the other.” 

She was curious, rather than alarmed. She got up and opened her door, 
and at last she crept up the stairs and— she seemed to apologize for this— put 
her ear to the door. There was a man talking m a low tone m the room 
That scandalized her She went downstairs “with her head whirling,” and 
stood there, uncertain what to do She seems to have been m a state of 
shock and indignation, imagining all sorts of things. And the sounds went on, 
only now she could hear a woman crying She was outraged. She thought 
Florence Gunther had a man m her room and that they were quarreling 
Finally she took her haircurler and rapped vigorously on the chandelier. 
The noises ceased at once, but although she set her door open and waited 
inside m the dark, nobody came down. Whoever they were, they must have 
escaped down the rear staircase 

But she could not sleep. A sort of virtuous fury possessed her, and half 
an hour later she threw something on and went up valiantly to Florence s 
room. 

“I was going to give her a good talking to,” she said “It makes me sick now 
to think of it, but this is a respectable house, and— well, you know what I 
mean If she was carrying on with anybody—” 

The door was closed but not locked, and she spoke to Florence and got no 
answer. She turned on the switch inside the door, and there was the room, 
m chaos She seemed unable to descnbe it She made a gesture 
“Even her shoes,” she said “Her poor shoes were on the floor. But she 
hadn't been robbed. Her dime bank was still on her dresser, and she had an 
old-fashioned watch for a clock, beside the daybed on a table It was still 
there.” 

She shot downstairs after that, trembling, and got into bed Even then she 
was not certain that Florence was not concerned m it somehow. She knew 
that one of the two in that room had been a woman Then too she didn t 
want to be mixed up in any trouble.” She might lose her position, and m 
addition she had a childish fear of the police 
“If they knew I’d been up there—” 

She went to sleep finally, but at seven she went up the stairs again and 
opened the door The room had been straightened It looked better 
“Not just right, you know But tilings were put away The way the police 

found it.” 

“And what do you think now?” Judy inquired She had lighted a cigare c 
and was offering one to “Lily.” 

“Oh, may I? I’d love to We aren’t supposed to smoke here, but ever} 
now and then I open a window and— It rests one, I think 
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“Yes, it does rest one,” said Judy politely “And now what were those 

people after? Have you any idea?” 

“Not really But she was m a lawyers office, and they get sonic queer 
things sometimes Letters, you know, and so on. If she had something luc 
that it might explain a lot. It had to be something small^ or they d have 
found it But I’m sure I don’t know where it is, if it’s there ” 

“Oh, you’ve looked?” said Judy. 

“Yes. The room’s kept locked, but my key fits it I suppose it s hardly the 

correct thing, but she was a fnend of mine-” 

Her eyes filled with tears, and Judy patted her heavy shoulder 
“Of course it was the correct thing Perfectly correct As a matter of fact 
I’d like to go up myself and look around You don’t mind, do you?” 

Miss Sanderson not only did not mind, but looked rather gratified 
“I’ll wait down here with the curler,” she said with a conspiratorial air, 
“and if I hear anything I’ll rap on the chandelier.” 

I was all for waiting below, but Judy took me with her, maintaining that 
the very sight of me would remove her from the sneak thief class if we w ere 
discovered, and at last I consented Nevertheless, I was frankly trembling 
when we started up the stairs Miss Sanderson had preceded us, creeping 
up with a stealth which gave the entire procedure a clandestine appearance 
which was disquieting, to say the least After unlocking the door, howcier, 
she left us as noiselessly as we had come, and Judy moved the key from the 
outside to the inside of the door 

As we stood there m the darkness I think even Judy was uneasy, and I 
know that I felt like a criminal The house was exceedingly quiet Mrs Bas- 
sett, Miss Sanderson had said, slept at the rear of that floor, but she u as ill, 
had been for some time. And whatever was the mysterious life of the v omen 
behind the closed doors around us, it was conducted m silence. 

Judy drew the shades before she turned on the light, and then the hi o of 
us gazed at this strange room, from which Florence Gunther had started out 
m a checked frock and a blue coat and with a blue bag on her arm, to a 
sudden and unaccountable death 

It was neat now, very orderly, the daybed covered with the imitation In- 
dian rug, her clothing still m its closet, her shoes m a row underneath. 
Practical shoes, flat heeled, without coquetry, each with its wooden tree Judy 
looked depressed and angry 

She had so little,” she said. “Why not have let her alone?” 

But she was businesslike, too 

“No use looking m the obvious places,” she announced. “They’ll have seen 
to that Something small I suppose the police took it for granted that they 
got it, whatever it was But if Lily is nght-I If I wanted to hide a paper 

of e toot“» 1 PUt lt? 1 hld a l0Ve leller ° nCe £r0m m0ther ’ “ ^ 

P0 "' dei WaS 0n her ™ sl «tend, but although with 
much difficulty and a pan of scissors Judy finally worked the top off, she 
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found nothing there. Then she examined the bottles on the dresser, one dark 
blue one interested her, but it contained an eye lotion and nothing else The 
wall paper— “she might have loosened the paper and then glued it back 
again— showed no signs of being tampered with, and the baseboard was close 
to the wall 

She reached the clothes closet, then, by elimination, and with small hope 
“They’ll have done that first,” she said. 

Apparently she w as nght No pocket, no lining, no hem of any garment, 
revealed so much as a hint Sa\e one thing, which at first looked as though 
our search was useless. There vas an old pocketbook m the closet, and she 
brought it out and examined it 

“Look herd” she said “She’s carried something m tins pocketbook, hid- 
den See where she’s cut the lining and sewed it up again?” 

“It’s not sewed now ” 

“No,” she said slowly. “Of course, if she transferred it to the blue bag-I” 
But time was passing, and I was growing impatient The whole excursion 
seemed to me to be an impertinent meddling, and so I was about to say to 
Judy, when there came a sharp rap from the chandelier beneath our feet 
Neither one of us moved, and I know I hardly breathed Some one was 
coming up the stairs, moving very quietly. The steps halted just outside the 
door, and I motioned wildly to Judy to turn out the light But m a moment 
they moved on again, toward the rear of the house, and I breathed again 
After that we locked the door, and Judy matter-of-factly went on with 
her search She was on the floor now, carefully inspecting Florence s shoes 
“I used to hide my cigarettes m my slippers,” she stated.^ Mother raised 
hell about my smoking I’ll just look these over and then we 11 go 
“And the sooner the better,” I retorted testily. “If you think I’m enjoying 
this. I’m not. I’ve never spent a night I enjoyed less 

But she was paying no attention She had found, m a pair of flat ac c 
shoes, leather insoles designed to support the arches Glanced at casually each 
was a part of the shoe, but Judy’s sensitive well-manicured fingers were dig- 
ging at one of them diligently 

“Flat feet, poor dear,” she said, and jerked out the insole 
It was, I believe, a quite common affair of its sort, although I n e J er 
seen one before. In the forward portion was a pocket, into which fatted a 
small pad of wool, designed to raise the forward arch 

Behind this Judy dug out a small scrap of paper, neatly folded 
I think we were both trembling when she drew it out an e 1 up 
But without opening it she dropped it inside the neck of her froc an n mg 
a pm, fastened it there. She wears so little underneath that this precaution 

“No time now to be curious, Elizabeth Jane,” she said We have to get out 

of here, and to stall off Lily ” , , 

Everything was still quiet as we relocked the door and went down Miss 
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Sanderson was peering out of her door and bechance! ns m. but Judy shoo! 

^ “They made a pretty clean sweep,” she said, "but thank yon anyhow. 

You’ve been very sweet to us ” 

“He didn’t try to get m, did lie?” 

“Somebody stopped outside the door and then vent on who was it. 
“I couldn’t see It was a man though. It might have been the doctor, she 
added doubtfully. “I just thought I’d better warn you. Won’t >ou come m 


t IT 

She was clearly disappointed when we refused She must have had many 
lonely evenings, poor soul, and to entertain Judy would ha\e been a real 
thrill, Judy Somers, whose pictures were often in the New York ttcnmg pa- 
pers and m the smarter magazines. 

“I’ve got some sandwiches,” she said. 

“Thanks, no. I never eat at night.” 

She saw us out, rather forlornly 

“If anything turns up, I’ll let you know.” 

“Please do. You’ve been wonderful.” 

She brightened at that, and the last we saw of her she was peering around 
the half-closed front door, loath to go back to her untasted sandwiches, to 
her loneliness and her wakeful nights. 

We found the car around the comer where we had left it, hut not until 
we were m my bedroom with the door locked did Judy produce that scrap 
of paper And then it turned out to be completely unintelligible. Neatly 
typed, on thm copy paper was tins “Clock dial. Five o’clock right. Sc\cn 
o’clock left Press on six ” 

“Clock diall” said Judy “What clock? There’s something m a clock some- 
where, but that’s as far as I go It wasn’t her clock. She didn’t have one As 
far as I can make out, we’re exactly where we started!” 

Which turned out to be very nearly a precise statement of the situation. 


CHAPTER XII 


Just when Amos discovered that his carpet was missing from Hie car I do 
not know With Jim m bed the car was not m use, and it may have been a 
couple of days before he missed it, or even more. I hardly think he suspected 
me, although he may have 

But some time before Sunday he saw Wallie and told him. Just why he 
should have told him I do not know Certainly he believed Jim Blake to be 
the guiltiest wretch unhung, but we also know that he had a queer affection 

for him Maybe Wallie questioned him, Wallie had his own problem to solve 
and he may have gone to Amos ’ 


[ 68 ] 



The result, however, was an extremely unpleasant interview between Wal- 
lie and myself a day or two after Judy had found the paper. I know now 
that he was frightened, terrified beyond any power of mine to imagine, and 
with Wallie as with other nervous persons anxiety took the form of anger. 
He stalked into the house then late on Sunday afternoon, looking so strange 

that at first I thought he had been drinking again. 

"Do you mind if I close the door?” he demanded. Tve got some things 

to say that you may not want overheard.’ 

"Then Fd better leave it open. I don’t care for any more secrets, or any 

scenes.” 

“Very well,” he said savagely. “It’s you I’m trying to protect.” 

But he slammed the door shut, nevertheless, and then confronted me. 
“I’ve got to know something. Of all the damnable, outrageous mess es l 
Did you or did you not take the rug out of Jim Blake’s car the other night? 

“Why? Is it missing 7 ” 

“You know damned well it’s missing 

“I don’t like your tone, Wallie ” , , 

He pulled himself together then, and tool: another turn about the r 

“Sony,” he muttered. “I get excited. God, who w0 “’ dn ‘k® “ht when 
ask you m a different way. Was the carpet m the car the other night when 

Amos drove you back here?” 

“It was.” 

“And yon left it there?” 

“Why shouldn’t I 7 ” 

"Now' see°here 3 \VhUie/' I said “I won’t be bullied There is no reason 
why iThoSd answer any questions you put to me. Go to the police, if yon 

like. Then if they choose to come to me , 

“The police I 7 m trying my very best to keep the pohce out < if to But tot 

Negro of Jim Blake’s blabs everything he knows They hg * it m .to: Eh 
yet All I want to find out is why the carpet was taken What was on it? 

told something What did it tell? 

“W^ie,’’ I I said, “do you believe that Jim Blake committed these crimes? 

You’ve insinuated that, and that there was a ^ eas ° n M believe 

“I could think of a reason, but this Gunther thing- No, I don t believe 

he “lfyo^o^ think of a reason, it’s your business to tel, it Tel, me, at 

Ie t “so”on h^bL^l Now look here, what was on that carpet? 

Oil? Blood? You took it, didn’t you? Amos says you did 

“Why should he say that?” T, flVP as bed 

“He says that if you got m the car and it was missing, yo 

about it ” , , . f . 

I made up my mind then to make a clean reas o 1 
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“I did take it, Wallie. I took it out and burned it in the furnace 'I here 
was oil on it, a ring of oil. Something containing kerosene ml had ban carried 

m it” , , . , 

“My Godl” lie said, and seemed to sag lower in Ins chair. 

He had aged m the past few days. That is the onlv v.ay 1 can desenne 

the change m him. Tliat buoyancy and gaiety which had made him hi able, 

with all his faults, had deserted him. But I could not feel sorry for him He 

knew something, I rather thought that he knew a great deal. 

“Do you think Amos knew what was on that carpet?” he asked. 

“I haven’t an idea If he did, the police may know it too, but I think, 

if they do know it, they would have taken it away for safekeeping No, I 

think you and I, and Joseph, arc the only ones so far ’ 

“Joseph? What’s Joseph got to do with it?” 

He listened intently while I told lum of my attempt to bum the carpet, 
and of my being locked m the cellar. I could not gather from his face what 
he made of the incident He had had time to recover, and the fact that the 
carpet had been actually destroyed seemed to reassure him. But when I fin- 
ished he remained sunk in a silence which was more like brooding than any- 
thing else I finally broke m on tins 

“Isn’t it time you told what you know, Wallie? If this thing is to go on, 
none of us are safe. Even Judy ” 

“Judy’s all right,” he said roughly. “And I don’t know' anything ” 

“That’s not entirely true, is it?” 

“You’ll know all I know', when the time comes ” He got up, looked at me 
furtively, and then began to finger the pens and pencils on my desk. “I sup- 
pose,” he said, with an attempt at casualness, “that you are one of the in- 
cormptibles, eh? A he’s a lie, and all that?” 

“I will assuredly not perjure myself, if that’s w’hat you mean.” 

“Why put a label on everything? What’s perjury anyhow'? What’s the dif- 
ference except the label between your pretending you have a headache and 
making a statement that might save a life?” 

“Perjury is a he before God.” 

“Every he is a he before God, if you believe m God All I w'ant you to do is 
to say, if it becomes necessary to say anything, that that carpet W'as not m 
the car the other night Wait a minute,” he said, as I started to speak, “your 
own position isn’t any too comfortable, is it? You’ve destroyed valuable evi- 
dence And what do you do to Jim Blake if you tell the truth? I tell you, 
there’s more behind this than you know There are w'orse sms than lies, if 
you insist on talking about lies I give you my word, if you tell about tliat 
caipet, Harrison will arrest Jim. Arrest him immediately ” 

^ I’m not going to volunteer anything, Wallie ” 

“You’ve got to do more than that You’ve got to stick it out. There are 
always thieves about, and what’s to have hindered some one crawling over 
Jim s fence and getting m by the garage window? The car hadn’t been out, 
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according to Amos, from the day Jim took sick; or went to bed, rather. He's 
not sick. That carpet might have been gone for a week." 

I was in a state of greater confusion than ever when he had gone. Judy 
and Dick were out; on the hillside of the Larimer lot, I suspected, and after 
Wallie s departure I sat down at my desk and made an outline of the possible 
case against Jim Blake. I still have it, and it is before me now. 

(a) Sarah had tried to communicate with him by call and telephone. 

(b) She had finally written him a letter, which he had probably received, 
but had denied receiving. 

(c) On the night she was murdered he did not dress for dinner, but dmed 
early and went out, carrying the sword-cane. 

(d) From some place, not his house, he telephoned to Judy, offering her 
mother's anxiety as an excuse, and asking for Sarah. 

(e) He was out that night for some time. He offered no alibi for those 
hours, intimating that to do so would affect a woman's reputation 

(f) When he returned he still carried the sword-cane, but on the discov- 
ery of Sarah’s body it had disappeared. 

(g) Also, shortly after that discovery, he had taken to his bed, although 
actually not ill. 

From that it was not difficult to go on to the second cnme 

(h) Sarah and Florence Gunther knew each other, probably shared some 
secret knowledge The paper Judy had found might or might not refer to that 
knowledge Certainly one or the other of them possessed some knowledge or 
some physical property, or both, which had been desperately sought for in 
each case 

(1) According to Inspector Hamson, the two rooms had been searched 
by the same individual. 

(l) The oil stam on the carpet of Jim’s car may not be suspicious m itself, 
but coupled with the above is highly evidential. 

To this list I added certain quenes. 

(a) Would Jim, under any conceivable circumstances, have attacked 
Judy? 

(b) Was he capable of such sustained cunning as had been shown 
throughout? Tire planted footprints, for example? 

(c) Had Jim actually worn golf clothes on the night of Sarah s murder? 

If not, had he had time after his telephone message to break into my house? 
Fifteen minutes, or at most twenty, was all he had had 

(d) Was Sarah m Jim's house for the three hours still unaccounted for? 

And under the heading “Florence Gunther”* 

( a ) Did Jim know her? 

(b) Was Jim the visitor testified to by the colored woman at the Bassett 
house? 

(c) Why had so cunning a murderer overlooked the oil stam m the car? 

I studied this last. 

Surely were Jim guilty, lying there in his bed he would have gone over inch 
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by inch the ground he had covered, have thought of every detail hare 
followed his every act, searched for the possible loose thread in lus fabric 
He l;new he was under suspicion. He hod only to raise lnm-elf in Ins lied 
to see that figure across the street Then why would he have left that stain 
m the car? Why not have burned the carpel? Burned the car? 

There was more than that. He was definitely under suspicion, and there 
had been a city-wide search for the “death car ” as the press called it But 
either the police had not found that stain, or they had chosen deliberately 
to ignore it Why? Jim Blake and a box of matches could at any time destroy 
that evidence 

It was too much for me And to add to my anxieties Joseph told me that 
day that the maids were talking of leaving. Ever since Norah had found the 
kitchen poker m the laundry the haunting of the house had been an accepted 
matter, and it was finally getting on their nerves 

Yet the remainder of the day was quiet enough, on the surface Since 
Wednesday night Judy and Dick had been working over the house clocks at 
intervals, and that Sunday was no exception. I have no doubt that the sen ants 
thought them slightly mad 

One by one the clocks were taken into the library, and there im estigated 
By and large, I had quite a collection of odd springs and wheels, and Dick 
would sit there over his wreckage, his hair rumpled, and try to reassort what 
Judy called “the innards ” 

“Now where the devil does that go?” 

“Don't he such an assl Right there.” 

“It doesn't fit Try it yourself, since you know so much.” 

And with this very wrangling, which was the cloak to hide their deeper 
feelings— after the fashion of youth today— they would be making lo\e to each 
other They would jeer at each other, their mouths hard and their eyes soft 
“Keep quiet' How can I do anything if you jerk my arm?” 

“Well, you're so damned clumsy ” 

The final result, even the servants’ alarm clocks having been investigated, 
was that the establishment ran rather erratically Aleals were at queer hours, 
^ remember that on that very Sunday, with nobody the wiser, w e found 
that we had breakfasted at eleven o’clock and lunched at half past three 
Then that Sunday night at eleven o’clock, or as near that as our ruined 
time system allowed me to judge, Katherine called up from New York. 

Howard had had another attack He was better, but she wanted Tudv at 
home 3 

Judy left the next morning Dick was working and so I took her to the 
station, and on the way there I gathered that she and Dick had reached 

an Cr» love after She stated it qmte flatfy, after her fashron. 

Hes crazy about me, she said, 'but I’m a child of the nehl If he con- 
descends to marry me I'm to live on his salary, and a bit he has outside! It's 
absurd! It’s sublime! It’s perfectly barbanc these days for a man to insist on 
supporting a wife It’s childish vanity, the great male 1 am.’ ” 
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It was quite characteristic of her that she should be crying at the moment. 
But she wanted no sympathy, and I gave her none 
“If you’d rather have things than have Dick—” 

“Oh, to the devil with tilings. It’s the principle of the tiling. He’d deprive 
me to nurse his own vanity.” 

Well, ll is a problem which is confronting a good many young people 
today, both of them right and both of them wrong I had no solution, and 
whatever their troubles it had not affected Dick’s feeling toward her, for he 
came m to see me that night, out of sheer habit. 

“Tried to pass by” he said, “but the old bus just naturally headed m 

and stuck its head over the hitching post.” 

I was glad to see lnm I had been very lonely, missing Judy, even missing 
-to tell the truth-the Inspector, with Ins blue eyes and Ins toothpicks and 
his general air of competence. He had deserted me almost comp ete y or 
several davs 

And m the expansiveness of that hour, then and there I told Dick about 

the carpet He was incredulous , . » 

“But see here: the first car the police would examine would be that car. 

“So I think. But they may know 7 about it, at thah 
“You’re sure Amos hasn’t been carrying oil in it? 

That had not occurred to me I felt rather foolish, an e ne r 
the talk was that Dick saw Amos the next day and 

On the night of Florence’s death, being a Sunday, he had been 
Jim was alone. But he could not have taken the car ou , or , 

the key to the small door of the garage from the garden. The ma 

to the alley were bolted on the inside. , . r Tip was 

Not that Dick asked these direct questions. He asked Amos w 

on Sunday night, and if any one could have got at e car * , n 

But Dick was not satisfied. He watched the S egro ea ^. ^ found two 
errand, and then climbed the rear wall into Jim s yar . an( j ^ 

interesting facts, the side window into the garage * a a r ^ one 0 f 

was possible to reach m and unlock the sash. And there w 

the newly painted garden chairs epat and the 

He got into the building and examined the cm. e e n0 t,i 0 od 

one next to it were leather and could be washed, u 

'Xos doesn’t watch the mileage,” he said, “ 

the car was out or not But he does suspect that the gas is lower than 

He did, however, discover that Amos had carried no oil in the rear of the 

““a^aW the caipet Being missing? You’ve done away with it 
yourself, haven’t you? Spilled something on it? Blake’s mighty 

"No, sir!” said Amos “I never cany nothing back there Mr. Blake snug ty 

particular about that car, sir.” 
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All of which, important as it was, did not help us at all Nothing w 
clearer than that Jim himself, locked out of the garage, might have placed a 
garden chair under the window, broken the pane, and taken his car out 

'™That was^ on^Tuesday, tire tenth of May. Sarah had been dead for three 
weeks and Florence Gunther for ten days. Apparently the police had found 
nothing whatever, and we ourselves had nothing but that cryptic cipher, 

which was not a cipher at all but a key. , 

I daresay I should have shown it to the police, but already I had done a 
reckless thing with the carpet and I was uneasy Then too the Inspector had 
ceased his almost daily visits, although I saw him once on the Larimer lot, 
poking about with a stick and the faithful Simmons trotting at his heels. But 
he did not come to the house, and soon— on Wednesday morning, to be 
exact— I was to receive a message which made me forget it entirely for the 
time 

Howard Somers was dead 


CHAPTER XIII 


So far I am aware that I have painted a small canvas of the family; only 
Judy, Walhe and myself, with a bit of Katherine As Laura was never in- 
volved, it is unnecessary to enlarge on her. She remained m Kansas City, 
busy with her children, mildly regretful over Sarah but not actively gneved 
The one figure I have not touched is Howard Somers Perhaps this is be- 
cause I never understood him particularly, never greatly liked him Katherine’s 
passion for him had always mystified me 

But Howard was to add his own contribution to our mystery, and that by 
the simple act of dying It was not unexpected, although Kathenne had 
sturdily refused to accept it, or to face its possibility. I fancy that there must 
have been times after that almost fatal attack the summer before when she 
was abroad, when he must have wanted to talk to her There are many things 
m the heart and mmd of a man facing death which must long for expression 
But I know from Judy that her mother never let him speak It was as 
though, by admitting the fact, she would bring it closer. 

“We really ought to paint the place at Southampton, before we go up 
next summer,” she would say 

And her eyes would defy him, dare him to intimate that there might be 
no next summer for him. 


All tins I was to leam from Judy later on, trying perplexedly to understand 
the situation among the three of them, and that strange silence of Howard’s 
about matters which concerned them all 

Probably lie wanted to tell her, poor darling,” she said. “But how could 
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hkC Walhe ^ 0nly WOrSC * She WOuldn,t speak 

"Do you think he was seeing Wallic?" 

She shrugged her shoulders 

fhJwTir' t , I,a ' c , bocn * b f, hc nevcr sa,d an 5 thing. He never even told her 
that V alhe had been with him when he took sick last summer I suppose 
he didn't want to hurt her." 1P 

And. without being aware of it, she had drawn a picture for me which 
was profoundly to affect my judgment later on, of the bamer Katherine had 
ox >car s been erecting between Howard and his son, and of a relationship 
. ^ P^ rha P s tfoscr than she imagined. The two driven to meetings prac- 
tically clandestine, and Wallic with Margaret's charm, her eyes, much of her 
eauty, making his definite claim on his father's affection. 

A conversation I was to have with Doctor Simonds later on was to confirm 
this 


w y^ latcvcr tkcir trouble had been," lie said, "they had patched it up. 
allie was there ever} day For a night or two he slept there, m the suite. 

er on he relieved the nurse for a daily walk. He was Johnny on the spot 
all through ” * 

He had insisted on knowing his father's condition, and had gone rather 
learned it 
"How long?" 

A year. Two years. Nobody can say. It might even be longer.” 
but that was some time later. 

Howard had died on Tuesday night, or rather some time early on Wednes- 
ay morning A footman called me to the telephone, but it was, of all people 
m tlie world, Mary Martin who spoke to me. 

I am sorry to have bad news for you," she began, and went on to tell me 
r : Comers had seemed fairly well during the evening. Miss Judy had sat 
With him until after eleven. At eleven Evans, his valet, had brought a whisky 
and soda and placed it m his bedroom, and a short time after that Judy had 
gone to bed. 


Katherine had found him in the morning, m his dressing gown and slippers, 
ymg across the bed as he had fallen. 

i took the eleven o'clock tram and was at the apartment at something after 
o that afternoon Mary was m the hall when I was admitted, her red head 
a mmg over her decorous black frock. She was talking competently and 
qmetly with what I gathered was an undertaker's assistant, and she greeted 
m cons ^ era ^ e manner. 

Mrs. Somers is trying to get some rest,” she said "Have you lunched, or 
mall I order something for you?” 

“tt^ 6 ^ Unc -^ e ^ Mary. When did it happen?” 

doctors think between three and four this morning It was his heart ” 
Then there will be no inquest?” 
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“Inquest?” I thought she looked at me strangely, as though I had shocked 
her “No It was not unexpected ” 

She went on, as she led me to my room The doctors had not been 
surprised He had died very quietly, that was one comforting thing And she 
had notified the family. She had called up Mr Blake, and had telegraphed 
Laura Also-she hoped tins was all nght-she had sent a wire to Mr Walter. 

“Why not 7 ” I said rather sharply “He is his son. And is Mr. Blake coming? 

“He will try to be here for the funeral ” 

Judy was shut away with Katherine, who seemed to be dazed and entirely 
unprepared In my room I had time to think. Mary was there, apparently 
at home, and as Judy had predicted, Maude Palmer was gone She had worked 
fast, I reflected, had Mary Martin She had been out of my house less than a 


week, and there she was 

I know now what happened, how it came about Katherine has told me 
On the Fnday before Mary had called at the apartment and asked for Kath- 
erine. Kathenne was dictating letters m that small room off the great drawing 
room which she likes to call her study She went out and Mary was waiting 
m the hall, soft voiced and assured. Within the next half hour she had told 
her things we had never dreamed she knew, about the sword-cane, for ex- 
ample, and Jim's refusal to alibi himself the night of Sarah’s murder She 
knew— or guessed— that he was not ill but hiding, and then, bending forward 
and speaking cautiously, she told her that the carpet was missing from Jim’s 
car 

Kathenne was stunned 

“How do you know that 7 ” she demanded sharply “Amos, I suppose ” 
“Partly Amos Partly my own eyes. Miss Bell tried to bum it, but it didn’t 
bum. When I went down to breakfast the cook told me the poker was miss- 
ing, and I found it m the cellar So I looked about, and the carpet was there. 
It was m the furnace ” 

“You’d swear to that?” 


Not necessarily, said Mary, and sat waiting for Kathenne to comprehend 
that. 

Within an hour Kathenne had dismissed poor Maude Palmer, who had 
been her secretary for five years, giving her two months’ salary m advance, 
and Hie next morning Mary Martin was threading a new nbbon into the 
machine m that small neat room where Kathenne attended to the vanous 
duties of a woman of wealth and position 

mat were her thoughts as she sat there? Was she exultant or depressed? 
bhe may have been frightened Indeed, I think now that she was, for some 
ir ?,„ Unng ^at da Y s be asked Kathenne not to tell me she was there 

my?” Kathenne asked, “Miss Bell would be glad to know that you are 
m a good position ” 3 


She would think I had used what I know, to my own advantage ” 
Kathenne gave that faint cold smile of hers, and the girl flushed. But m 
ic end she agreed to say nothing, for a fame at least. 
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“Of course, when Miss Judy comes back—' she said. 

‘It mar be all right then/' Mary said quietly, and turned back to her 
machine. 

Incomprehensible, that girl, now as I look back, hiding as definitely and 
more safeh than Jim was hiding. She never ga\e even Katherine the address 
of her room downtown. She must have felt safe too for the first time, for on 
that night, as we know now, the night of the day she was engaged, she 
walked out on the Brooklyn Bridge and dropped something into the water 
She had not tied a string around it, and as it fell the paper blew away. 

Then she walked uptov. n to a branch post office, bought a stamped en- 
\ elope and sent a note to Wallie Not giving him her address; just a lme or 
two. After that she went to her room and “slept very well." 

Anyhow there she was, established, settled m that handsome Park Avenue 
apartment where a dozen servants moved quietly about m the early hours of 
the day, later on to disappear and only emerge on the ringing of bells or the 
ritual of the table mat she felt I have no idea She adapted herself, I 
fancy. She had learned a good bit while with me But she was there for a 
definite purpose. That over she moved on. Vanished. A queer girl, I think 
now, not entirely explicable, even by the light of what we now know. 

I settled down, then, to the hushed routine of a house m mourning Kath- 
erine did not appear. People called, spoke m low voices, went away owers 
began to arrive, and Mary entered the names of the senders neatly m a sma 
hook She was to stay there at night now, until after the funeral 

I thought she looked changed, not so pretty and rather worn. Once, cany- 
mg some cards into her room to be entered, I found her with her lea on 
desk, and I thought that she was crying. But she was not crying. Her ey 


were defiant and rather hard , . 

I had not the faintest idea that there was any mystery about Howard 

death until I talked to Judy. Then I was fairly stunned , r 

And as the apartment itself figures in that story of hers, I must beg n y 
describing it 

It is of the duplex type, on the lower floor are _ the large 
a small living room, a library, and Katherine s study e m ? room s 
corridor, lie the long dining room, ihe pantry, kitchen and _ servants rooms, 

and above, connecting by a front and rear staircase, are onemns 

Katherine's boudoir connecting with her bedroom, toward s s y P 
from his Judy's room, guest chambers, a room for fitaes f f of 
small sewing and pressing room opening from it, constitu e e r 

On that Tuesday evening, then, Judy met Mary m the lower hall pr p 
to go Judy was resentful of her presence m the house and inch 

short with her, but Mary detained her. „ , 

“I don't think your father ought to be alone at night, she said. 

Judy eyed her 
“And why?” 
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“Because he’s a very sick man If lie — if he should take sick in the night, 

he mightn’t be able to call for help. , , . i 

‘We have no intention of neglecting him,” said Judy shortly, and tinned 


But she was worried nevertheless, and she spent that evening with Howard 
m the study ofi his bedroom. He had a heavy cold and was rather uncom- 
fortable. Mostly he read, and when at eleven o’clock Evans, his valet, brought 
the highball and placed it beside the bed m the bedroom, she prepared to 

leave him. 

What followed she had not yet told her mother. 

The telephone rang, and Judy herself answered it. It was for Howard, 
apparently a long distance call, and he appeared rather surprised when he 
answered it. 

“Tonight?” he said. “Where are you? It’s pretty late You’ll be a couple 
of hours yet.” 

But m the end he agreed, and Judy said he seemed thoughtful as he hung 
up the receiver. 

“Your Uncle Jim,” he said. “He’s motonng up. I thought he was ill ” 

“He has been,” said Judy, thinking hard. “I wish you wouldn’t see him, 
father He’ll upset you ” 

‘Why?” 

“I don’t know He’s in trouble, father. Of course it’s silly, but the police 
are trying to connect him with Sarah, and all that ” 

“Nonsensel Why should he want to do away with Sarah? It’s an outrage ” 
She wanted to wait up, but he said Jim had been very urgent that his visit 
be kept a secret. He proposed to come in by the service entrance and up 
the stairs, and she was to unlock that door on the floor below. He called up 
the night watchman while she was still there and asked him to admit a visitor 
there, or better still, to open the door onto the alley and go away. He was 
smiling when he hung up the receiver. 

“Probably thinks I’m receiving my bootlegger,” he said 
“Or a lady, fatlierl” said Judy “I think I’ll tell motherl” 

“Your mother is not to know He’s very insistent about that ” 

She persuaded him to go to bed and see Jim there, and after he was 
settled she went m and herself gave him a book and fixed his light. 

“Door unlocked?” he asked 
“All fixed” 


He had not touched the whisky m the glass at that time She remembered 
that 

She kissed him good-night and went to her own room But she was very 
uneasy How Jim had escaped surveillance did not interest her, but she was 
tearful for Howard, Jim bursting m on him with that whole hideous story 

perhaps begging for help to escape, perhaps-she says this entered her mind- 
pernaps even confessing 

She heard no footsteps by two o’clock, and she dozed ofi. At three she 


[78] 



wakened suddenly, sat up and finally got up. She went along the corridor to 
her father’s door, and listened. She could hear voices, one low and quiet, her 

father’s louder and irritated. , , 

Shortly after that she had heard a sort of thud, Like somebody fall g, 
she said with a shiver. She had sat up and listened, but it was not repeated, 
and soon after that she heard Jim come out and close the door. 

She vent to sleep after that. , ., 

At nine o'clock the next morning she was wakened by a shriek ^ and l the 

sound of a chair being orertumed. Quick as she had tan ^ 

dressing gown and run out, Mary Martin was e ore . 

staring into Howard’s room, where Katherine lay in a faint on the floor, an 

Howard was quite peacefully dead across his be . 

He was in life dressing S .w», . f » ^ £ £ 

according to Judy was very quiet and very p 
thoughts had been, if indeed he had any, they were wip • 

Some weeks afterward Inspector Harrison was to give me a little talk 

clean, like a date All tins stuff about „ deafll , and he leaked 

people is pure nonsense. I ve seen a fellow 

as peaceful as though he’d died m his bed prme » s maid, a hys- 

Judy called for help, and the • M Martin who 

tencal Frenchwoman, was entirely helpless, ana u 

threw up tlie windows and ran into Howar s e T ^ re< jdened eyes. 

“But she dropped the glass,” said Judy, gazing r e( j ^ on the bath- 
“She took the highball glass from beside the e an There were 

room floor. It broke into bits I want to know why she did that. 

glasses m the bathroom ” , , , , „ ^^2 man for some 

I tried to reassure her. After all, her f “ot s & 
time. And any one might drop a glass. But s e though she was 

"How did she get there so quickly?” she demanded. It s as ti 

waiting for it.” . F u limn e m her grief. But she 

I advised her to say nothing, especially 

only made a small gesture. , » s he said. “The night 

“She’ll know soon enough that Uncle J ’ w hen he heard that 

watchman saw him. And he told Evans this morning 
father was-gone All the servants know it, probably. 

“He recognized your Uncle Jim? 

“I don’t know. He knows somebody was er . j mean, that it was 

“And the doctors? They think everything is all right? 

his heart?” , - c „j j re an l v . “If it was poi- 

“Why would they think anything else? she said Y 

son-” 

“Hush, Judy.” 
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I got through the remainder of the day somehow; not for years had we 
faced an emergency without Sarah, and I missed her now. r 

Sarah would have taken hold, would have put Katherine to bed matter 
factly and with authority, have driven out that hysterical Frenchwoman who 
was wringing her hands m the servants’ hall, have given us all sedatives or 
got the doctor to order them, and then flatfootedly and as if death were as 
normal as living, have read a book until we were all safely asleep. 

But Sarah was gone. Florence Gunther was gone. And now Howard. 


CHAPTER XIV 


Wallie arrived that evening Katherine was still shut m her room Now 
and then Judy would wander m, but Katherine was absorbed m her grief, 
alone with it She would kiss Judy and then forget she was there. 

But she made a ghastly mistake when she refused to see Wallie. One 
gesture from her then, one bit of recognition of their common grief, their 
common loss, and things would have been different 
Whatever might be his weaknesses, Wallie had cared about his father, 
and he looked stricken when I went m to see him His face was blank and 
expressionless, and he had little to say. He sat slumped m his chair, and for 
the first time I saw a hint of gray m his hair. He was only m his middle thir- 
ties, but he might have been fifty as he sat there 
“It was the heart, of course?" 

“Yes It was bound to come before long, anyhow, Wallie ” 

He seemed to hesitate, to bring his next question out with an effort. 

“Then there was no post-mortem?" 

“No ” 

“I asked for her, but I suppose she won’t see me ” 

“She’s not seeing any one, Wallie I haven’t seen her myself " 

‘Does she know I’m here?" he insisted 

“I told her, yes Through the door She’s quite shut away, Wallie ” 

But I did not tell him that I had urged her and had been refused It had 
seemed to me that death ought to wipe out old angers, old jealousies But 
she had been coldly stubborn, would not even unlock her door. 

“I have no intention of seeing him, Elizabeth Do go away " 

“Shall I tell him you will see him later? He seems to think it is important ” 
Nothing is important, and I never want to see him again ” 

Of course that was pure hysteria, but no man has ever understood a wom- 
an s hysteria 

Mary Malta came m lust then with a number of telegrams but he did 
not so much as look at her She glanced at him, waited a Soment lien put 
down the telegrams and went quietly away ’ ^ 
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"Give her a little fame, Wallie,” I begged him. 

“No/” he said “She’s had her chance I’m through ” 

His face had hardened. It Vi as as though he had come with some overture 
of peace, and the impulse had died as I looked at him. He was standing m 
the big drawing room, with its tapestries, its famous paintings, its well-known 
collection of eighteenth century French furniture, and I saw him look around 
as if appraising it. Then he smiled unpleasantly. 

“She has good taste,” he said. "Good taste but bad judgment. I daresay 
I can see him ? After all, he was my father.” 

I asked no one’s permission for that, and he had had about five minutes 
alone with Howard before he left. Judy took him to the door and left him 
there. It must have been five minutes of pure agony, knowing what we know 
now, but he came out quietly enough. 

When he left I thought I saw Mary waibng m the hall, but she disap- 
peared when she saw me. She was staying for the night, working late m order 
to attend to all the detail, and I could sbll hear her at her desk when at last 
I went up to bed. 

But I did not sleep. I had taken two cups of coffee, and my mind was 
racing like a mill stream. The news that Jim Blake had been with Howard, 
that for all his pretended illness he had dnven his car the night before to 
New York, arriving stealthily after that long distance call, had been a pro- 
found shock. 

True, that might have been explicable He was m great trouble He might 
have felt the need of Howard, of some balanced judgment But suppose that 
the shock of his story had destroyed Howard? Suppose he had died before 
Jim left? 

Suppose the thud Judy had heard had been his body as it fell? Then why 
had Jim slipped away like a thief m the night 7 His own sister m a room 
beyond, with only her boudoir intervening, and he had not called her. 

It seemed monstrous, inhuman. 

Then of course Judy’s suspicions played their part. We would probably 
never know the truth. Unless we told Katherine the whole story she would 
never permit an examination of the body, and to tell her the story was to 
involve her own brother. 

So I turned and re-turned. How long could this visit be kept under cover? 
Not long. The servants knew, and from the servants to Mary Martin was 
°nly a step Then, when it was known, what? How would the police argue? 
That Jim had made a confession to Howard, and that the shock had killed 
him? Certainly they could argue that this secret visit of Jim’s was not the act 
°f a consciously innocent man 

But what did any of them know, after all 7 That Howard had had a visitor, 
but not necessarily that visitor’s identity. Or did Mary suspect who that 
Vl sitor had been? Moving m her mysterious way among us all, never of us but 
us, unfathomable, shrewd, unscrupulous when she chose to be, she 
ad her own methods, her own purposes 
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Suppose then that she made inquiries downstairs? Suppose she had talked 
to the night watchman, got a description of the visitor, was proposing to 
give that description to Wallie? 

And Wallie perhaps already suspicious, asking about a post-mortem, maybe 

about to demand one. _ , 

Still, she had broken the glass Why should she do that? What picture 

had been in her mind? Did she suspect or did she know of something-a 
powder perhaps-shaken into that glass beside the bed, and Howard drinking 

it? Sitting there, talking maybe, and drinking it. 

Where was the glass now? She had broken it, but the pieces would be 
somewhere about. Suppose they were, and Wallie was suspicious? Suppose he 
had gone to the police that night, and early morning would find the trash-can 
examined, and Jim’s guilt proved beyond a doubt? 

I thought that it would kill Katherine 

Outside it was raining, a heavy spring shower 1 got out of bed and paced 
the floor m my bare feet, to the accompaniment of heavy thunder and the 
beating of the ram on neighboring roofs. Suppose I got those pieces of glass 
and disposed of them? Hid them and then carried them off? Dropped 
them m a river or out of the window of a railway carnage? Innocent or 
guilty, they would be gone 

Looking back, I know that I was not entirely normal that night, but I was 
on the verge of desperation I was ready to pay any price for peace. It did not 
even seem to be important that Jim Blake might be a cold-blooded and 
deadly killer, what mattered was that it should not be known, that we be 
allowed to go back to our quiet lives once more, that no scandal break to 
involve us all 

So, thinking or not thinking, I put on a dressing gown and went quietly 
down the stairs 


As I have said, the dining room, kitchen, pantries and so on are at the rear 
of a long hall One passes from the dining room through a butler’s pantry 
into the kitchen, and beyond the kitchen, opening from a rear hallway, is a 
small cement-floored room m which is the dumb-waiter by which refuse cans 
and so on are lowered to the basement, there to be collected This room I 
knew well During the day it was there that the boxes had been taken as the 

flowers were unwrapped, and when last I saw it that day it had been waist 
deep m paper 


To this room therefore, I went Save the dumb-waiter, there is no access 
to it other than by the one door, and I felt my way along in the darkness, 
fearful of rousing the servants But outside the door I stopped, almost parn- 

^ T . a r zcmcn ‘, S ° me ? ne ! n , There was the stealthy 

mosement of paper, the sound of a l,d being fitted cautiously onto a can 

It took all mv courage to fling that door open, and for a moment after 
the darkness, the blaze of light almost blinded me Thr>n To «, , ’ , , 

on the floor, Mars- Martin Ihe was looking at™ KSl 

light on her red hair was posihvclv dazzling. ’ d tne 
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“Good heavens, how you scared me!” she said. 

“What on earth are you doing here?” 

“I couldn’t sleep,” she said, “and I got to worrying about a card. That 
bunch of orchids and lilies of the valley-the card’s been thrown away” 

She had emptied one of the trash-cans onto a paper before her. Now she 
ran her fingers through the debris, the flotsam and ]etsam of the day, a 
chipped cup, bits of string, old envelopes, even sweepings from the floors. 
And suddenly she picked something up and waved it before me. 

“Here it is,” she said. “Now I can sleep m peace.” 

I do not know why I felt that she was acbng Perhaps the open window 
had something to do with it, the ram driving m and blowing over her, and 
that assumption of hers that this was as it should be, that she liked sitting 
m that chaos and allowing the ram to wet one of those alluring negligees 
which she affected 

“Why don’t you close that window?” 

She drew her kimono about her, and got up. 

“I will,” she said. “Not that I suppose it matters here ” 

And then, at the window with her back to me, I saw her release her clutch 
on the kimono, so that it blew out into the room, and I saw er ower t e 
window with one hand I knew then that she had dropped something over the 


sill. . , 

And I saw another thing There were no bits of glass among the trash 
on that paper. If she had thrown them out, as I suspected, tire ram would 

wash them clean of evidence They were gone 

But lying m bed later on I was bewildered beyond thought. Had this un- 
fathomable girl lam awake as I had, reached the same cone usion, ac e on 
the same impulse? Or was there something more sinister there, some cn \ - 
edge I did not possess which she did 7 And once again was ac ' m 
house at home, hearing that desperate weeping of hers 
“It’s nothing I was low m my mind. That s all 

I have rather a confused memory of the next two ays building 

the next morning I made an excursion mto the co ^ty ar ^ 

but without much result. It was still raining, and a °ug j tQ 

I could see very small pieces of glass, there was no ung ^ t j 

worth salvage Winch was not surprising, considering that if g 

had had a sheer drop of twelve stories. , , , rae 

Dick Carter appeared on Thursday. I did not know he WjeijW 

I saw him m the library with Judy I happene o na standing at a 

saw at once that tilings were not well between them He was standing 

window, stanng out, and Judy was huddled m a chair. 

“I don't see what difference it makes, she was sa> mg 

sasiTL'Si d. 4 «». if -s'l 

one besides myself was suspicious of Howard s dcatl . J 5 
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pcared, bul the boy stayed around affai 

apparently determined. , 

“I suppose it’s all right?" he said to me No eh m . 

eh?" 

“What do you think?” 

“I don’t know Suppose Blale told him something ' 
lnm; that’s not murder. That is, supposing it ww BIB < 

“Good heavens! Do you think it was mine one iW v ' 

“Well, figure it out for yourself. Blake’s sicl , or he * n 
here in the middle of the night, dm mg his ov'u cir for m 
sees Mr. Somers and gels back, presumably, at d nht'hl o* th< .e 
some drive for a sick man Then all this sccrai. Why? 'I lie police 
have stopped him if he’d wanted to take a tram and come lure i be- 
got notlnng on him yet. All he had to do was to p id .» b w ..ml tmm. 
hire an ambulancel He’s coming for the funeral, isn’t hc n 
I sat down. My knees were shaking Dick looked at Ins watus 
“What times does the night watchman come on duU?" 

“I haven’t an idea " 

“Well, he’s the boy to see.” 

I made up my mmd then to tell lnm about Mary and the r,l >r % and I 
did so He listened attentively, but when I told him she hid actu dh fr< *nd 
the card, and that I was not certain she had thrown anything from the 
window, he made rather light of it. 

“Wait a minute,” he said “Now either v.chc got another crime o* vc 
haven't In the first place, who would want to kill a man v ho had only a 
few months to live anyhow? But grant that. Grant that there was poimn m 
the glass Something quick, like cyanide. First we base to admit that How- 
ard Somers, drinking a highball, is talking to some one lie knows, and trusts 
He’s not scared He’s drinking a highball But you’ve got to go further, \ on\ e 
got to figure that Mary Marfan knew he was going to be murdered, and 
how Yet she warns Judy that lie’s not to be left alone at night Only did she 
do that?” 

“I haven’t an idea,” I said dismally. 

“I suppose there’s no chance of a post-mortem?” 

“Not unless we told Mrs Somers, and not then It's her brother who is 
involved” 

Naturally we said notlnng to Judy of all tins, and the day passed quietly 
enough, people coming and going, more flowers, and Mar}' keeping her neat 
entries and moving decorously about. Once I caught her eyes on me a curious 
speculative look m them, and I thought she was depressed all of’ that day 
Late m the afternoon she asked to be allowed to go home for the nislit 
and I told her to go She remained to dinner and left at nine o’clock, and at 
mne-fifteen Dick called me on the telephone. 

“Listen,” he said, “I’m at a drugstore around the comer I wanted to tell 
you, there may be something m what we discussed today ” 
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“Yes?” 

“The lady in question-do yon get that?” 

“ Yes All right ” 

thourtt S rMSi mterVICTmS fte , night watchman - Interesting, isn’t it? Just 
ongnt 1 d tell you, so you can keep an eye on things ” 

He hung up the receiver, and I was left to make of that what I could 

* ^ e “ ber ^ at ^ Davis was tiiere th ^t night, Howard’s attorney He 
s settled comfortably m the library with a glass of old port at his elbow 
and what with the port and probably an excellent dinner tucked away he 
was unusually talkative. A fat man, Alex Davis, with small sharp black eyes 
set m a broad expanse of face 

“I suppose you know,” he said, “that there will be a great deal of money, 
ore, 1 fancy, than any one realizes Poor Howard was a secretive man ” 
J suppose he left a will?” 

Yes. A very fair one, I think. He’s taken care of the servants and certain 
chanties, and there is provision too for Mrs Somers’ brother.” 

'And Wallie?” I asked. 

He cleared his throat. 

He has already done a good bit for Wallie Certain businesses which 
failed, and last summer certain notes to be paid. But there is a very fair 
arrangement, a trust fund with a substantial income Not large Substantial. 
Of course this is m confidence. I am one of the executors ” 

And I saw that this last pleased him, that it was a vote of confidence, as 
well as providing certain emoluments, that already he saw his name m the 
press everywhere, the size of the estate, the mhentance tax royalty calcu- 
lated Mr Alexander Davis and the Guaranty Trust Company, executors ” 
He leaned back and patted his substantial abdomen. 

Howard was a money maker,” he said “A lot of people are going to be 
surprised.” 

I was not listening very attentively. I was thinking of Mary and of that 
conversation with the night watchman, and after Alex Davis had taken his 
complacent departure I wandered into Katherine’s study and looked about 
me 


The desk was cleared There was no sign of those small personal belongings 
which she was wont to keep by her. Nor were they m the drawers of the 
desk, or any place else. 

It came to me with a shock of surprise that Mary Martin had gone, and 
gone for good. 

Jim arrived at noon the next day, for the funeral. Save for a certain 
pallor— he had been m the house for over three weeks— he seemed much as 
usual; impeccably dressed, with a black tie and a black band on the left sleeve 
of his coat 

I had no chance whatever to talk to him. He went at once to Kathcnne’s 
room, and their luncheon was served to them there 

Only during the solemn process of carrying Howard’s body dov nstairs was 
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he seen at all until after the services. But that seems to have been sudicjcin. 
Some time in that slow and affecting progress Jim came face to lace 'M ill an 
individual whom I was later to know as Charles Parrott, a man of middle 


age, with a cap drawn low over lus face This Parrott was earning in the 


chairs usually provided for such occasions, and was opening them and plncm 
them m rows, and as Jim passed him lie gave him a long steady look Jim 

did not notice him, apparently. . 

I was not there at the time The name Charles Parrott meant nothing to 
me But m due time Charles Parrott was to play Ins own part in our frugal), 
to make his own contnbution to the tragic denouement which was to follow. 
For Charles Parrott, introduced by Dick by methods of winch I h.ue no 
knowledge, was the night watchman of the building. And he identified Jim 
Blake as being of the same build and general appearance as that usitor to 
Howard -whom he had admitted two nights before 
True, he stubbornly refused under oath to make a positive statement 
“He’s the same build. He looks like him. But that’s as far as I go.” 
So Jim moved about, unsuspicious, changing the flouers, softening the 
lights, and Parrott watched him. He disappeared when Jim had gone up- 
stairs again, to remain with Katherine and Judy dunng the services Wallie 
was not asked to join them. He was left to sit alone, where he chose A cruel 
thing, perhaps, a stupid thing certainly Kathenne had taken the strongest 
affection he had ever felt, the deepest grief, and flung them back m his face 
So he sat alone, rigid and cold dunng the services, and stood alone at 
his father’s grave However he had wavered before, some time then lie made 
his decision He went that night to call on Ales; Davis, sitting complacent 
and smug m his library, and slammed out only a half hour later, leaung 
Alex m a state bordenng on apoplexy. 

Half an hour later Alex Davis was frenziedly nngmg the bell of the apart- 
ment and demanding to see Kathenne He was admitted and taken up to her, 
but Judy and I knew nothing of all tins until later. 

Judy had determined to talk to Jim, and asked me to be present in the 
library 

“I can’t stand it any longer,” she said “He was here Why doesn’t he 

speak up? He must know that watchman saw him Even if father was was 

alive when he left, why doesn’t he say something?” 

But Jim’s reaction to her first question was a surprise to both of us. He 
denied, immediately, categorically, and almost violently, that he had made 
any visit to Howard Somers on the night of his death 

“Here?” he said. “Why, it’s madness Why should I have come like that? 
roil ve lost your good common sense, Judy ” 

“Some one was here and used your name He telephoned on the way, from 
somewhere m the country.” 

men she had told her story, however, he looked ghastly. Not only 
was tliere the implication that Howard had been murdered, but there was 
the terrible possibility which the situation held for himself. What was he to 
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do, where to turn? To go to Katherine and demand that the body be ex- 
humed? And that with the police watching him, and maybe poison to be 
found? All that he must have thought of, sitting there so neat and dapper 
m his chair. 

“It’s terrible,” he said. “It ? s all ternble. And this night watchman? He 
says he recognized me?” 

“He says the man was your height and build” 

Suddenly he was savagely angry. “And so this fellow, this Parrott-he's 
in the secret, is he? He's been brought here to look me over! Good God, 
Judy, do you want to send me to the chair? I wasn't here. How the hell 
could I get here? Tve been sick for weeks If somebody came here that night, 
using my name and impersonating me, he was a liar and an impostor, and 
before God I believe he was a murderer too. Why should I have come here 
in the night? I could come at any tame.” 

Then he quieted, although he was stall shaking. 

“Does your mother know anything of all this?” 

“Nothing” 

“Then keep it from her. You can do that much. She is in great trouble ” 

“So am I m great trouble,” said Judy bitterly. “But I suppose that doesn't 
matter.” 

He looked at her. 

“You believed it, did you? Do you stall believe it?” 

“I don't know. No, of course not.” 

“Judy,” he said, more gently, “what motive could I have? What possible 
reason? Your father was my friend. To put the thing boldly, what could I 
possibly gam by his death? By any of these deaths?” 

And as if m answer to his question a footman knocked at the door and 
said that Katherine wanted to see him m her room. 

I have no picture of that scene, but I can see it. Kathenne frozen m her 
chair and Alex Davis walking the floor, and after a habit of his snapping his 
fingers as he walked. Into that scene Jim was projected, and m forcible 
language he was told what Walhe had said 

Briefly, Walhe had claimed that, dunng his illness the summer before, his 
father had made a second will. That this will was m Howard's safe deposit 
box at the bank m New York, and the copy m the hands of Waite and Hen- 
derson, Mr. Waite having personally drawn it, here m my own city 

By this will, Wallie received no trust fund and no annuity, but a full half 
of the estate, and the previous will had been revoked The new will made no 
provision whatever, either for Sarah or for Jim 

“He may be lying,” said Jim, still apparently confused 

But Alex Davis snapped his fingers with excitement, and said that if so it 
was fairly circumstantial lying. 

“He’s even got the names of the witnesses,” he said, and drawing a slip of 
paper from his pocket he read them aloud. “Sarah Gittmgs and Florence 
Gunther.” 
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I believe it was then that Jim collapsed 

Naturally I knew nothing of this at the time, nor did Judy Both Katherine 
and Jim were still shut m their rooms when I left early the next morning 
But I was sufficiently dismayed and confused. If we were to believe Jim— 
and I did— then the possibility of a third murder was very real And once 
more, sitting m the tram, I endeavored to fit together the fragments of that 
puzzle I saw Howard, that night, waiting m his room, settled m his bed, the 
highball beside him, a book in his hand. Getting up to admit his visitor, find- 
ing it was not Jim, but making no outcry Still calm, putting on his dressing 
gown and slippers, talking Judy had heard them talking. 

Some one he knew, then, knew 7 and trusted Was it Walhe? Wallie was not 
unlike Jim m build, although taller and slimmer. Might not that be the 
answer, and no poison, no third murder A talk between father and son, and 
then Wallie going and the heart attack after he had gone. 

I admit that this comforted me I sat back and tried to read. 

Shortly before the tram drew 7 m to the station Dick Carter came through 
the car He looked depressed, but he forced a smile when he saw 7 me 

‘Well,” he said, “I’m back on the job' Even funerals can’t last forever.” 
He sat down m the empty chair next to mine, and said that Judy had 
telephoned him of Jim’s denial 

“She believes him,” he said “In that case— tins Martin girl seems to be 
fairly vital It begins to look as though she’s the key, doesn’t it? Take that 
glass, for instance She thought fast that morning and she w 7 as stall flunking 
that night It’s not coincidence, all that glass stuff Get wffiy she did that, 
and we’ve got somewhere Where does she come m m all tins, anyhow 7 ?” 
“I wish I knew.” 

“Tell me something about her,” he said, leaning forward ‘Who is she? 
What do you know 7 about her?” 

“Nothing, really She answered an advertisement last fall I tried her out, 
and she was efficient. Very She had no local references ” 

“And on that you took her into the house? To live?” 

“Not at first But she was really very capable, and sometimes I work at 
night I rather dnfted into it ” 

He was silent for some fame Then he made a circle on a piece of paper 
and marked it around with perhaps a dozen dots It bore a rough relation 
to a clock-face, but without the hands, when he held it out to me 

"This dial thing," he said "It may not refer to a clock, you know It might 
be a safe You haven’t a safe m the house, have von?” 

“No” } 

thing W ' m'T ? Smblmg 3 e 0Ck ’ but not neces sanly a clock Some- 

thing round Would that mean anything to you? A picture, maybe? Have 

) ou any round pictures, with nails at the back?” ^ 

“One or two I can examine them ” 

again while we were belg”wy h m^™t^ e ”^^ s > and we sat down 
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“I suppose/' he said, not looking directly at me, “that you realize what all 
this has done to me?" 

“To you 1 ” 

“About Judy. I’ll be nobody’s kept husband, and Judy’s got a couple of 
millions or so. I fade, that’s all.” 

“Judy has a right to a vote on that, hasn’t she?” 

“She's voted She'll keep the money.” 

“I don’t believe it.” 

“Well, the equivalent of that She says I’m a poor mean-spirited creature 
to refuse to let her support me m luxury. She says it takes a strong man to 
marry monej', and I’m weak or I’d do it.” 

Then the tram stopped 

I was glad to get home, to find Robert at the station and Joseph at the 
open door. I like my servants, I have to live with them, and so when I do not 
like them they must go And the house was cool and quiet, after New York. 
I relaxed at once under Joseph’s care; the well-laid tea table, the small hot 
rolls, the very smoothness and greenness of the lawns outside the windows. 
For the first time since Sarah’s death I felt secure Surely now it was over, we 
had had our three tragedies, according to the old superstition 

I leaned back and looked at Joseph, and for the first time I realized that 
he was pale, almost waxy 

“Have you been ill, Joseph?” 

“No, madam I have had an accident.” 

“An accident? What sort of an accident?” 

But as it turned out, Joseph had had no accident. Dragged out of him, 
and later corroborated by the maids, came the story of an attack m broad 
daylight so mysterious and so brutal that it made my blood run cold. 

The story was this on the afternoon of tire day I left for New York, he 
had allowed the women servants to go out He often did this m my absence, 
getting himself a supper of sorts, and apparently glad to have his pantry to 
himself 

The house was locked and Robert was washing the car m the garage Ac- 
cording to Robert, and this was later found to be true, the first knowledge 
he had of any trouble was at four o’clock that afternoon, when e ear a 
faint rapping on the pantry window and looking toward the house, saw a 

bloody head, wavenng with weakness, inside. 

Robert was fnghtened He made no effort to get into the house alone, but 
summoned a white chauffeur from the garage of my bootlegger neighbor, 
and the two of them broke open the basement door and rus e up e 
stairs 

They found Joseph unconscious on the pantry floor, his head bleeding pro 
fusely from a bad cut, and as Doctor Simonds later discovered, is o y a 
mass of bruises It was two hours before he recovered consciousness, and then 

he could give no description of his assailant. 

“I saw and heard nobody,” he told me. “I was on the second floor, it 
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looked like ram and I was closing the windows. I liad finished that and was 
about to go down the back staircase when I felt that some one was behind 
me But I never saw who it was. The next thing I remember, madam, I was 

at the foot of the stairs, trying to crawl to the pantry.” 

And this story of Ins was borne out by the fact that the maids later found 

blood on the stairs and a small pool at the bottom. 

Doctor Simonds however did not place too much confidence m the story 


of the attack, when he came m that night to see me. 

“Sure he was hurt,” he said, with that cheerful descent into the colloquial 
with which the medical profession soothes its fearful patients and its nervous 
women “Surest thing I ever saw. It took four stitches to sew linn up! But why 
assault? Why didn't Joseph catch his rubber heel on something and pitch 
down those stairs of yours? There are twenty odd metal-edged steps there. 


and every one got m a bit of work.” 

“He says he felt that there was some one behind him ” 

‘‘Exactly He was stepping off as he turned to look, and why he didn't break 
that stiff neck of his I don’t know. It’s a marvel to me that he's up and 
about ” 

But Joseph stuck to Ins story He had been attacked by some one from the 
rear, armed either with a club or a chair And as we know now, he was right. 
Joseph had indeed been murderously assaulted, and very possibly left for 
dead 

As it happened, it was during that call of Doctor Simonds' that I first 
learned of the possibility that Howard had left a second will. He had at- 
tended Howard during Ins illness at the Imperial that summer before, and 
expressed regret over his death 

“Of course it was bound to come,” he said “He knew it He was not a 
man you could deceive, and that attack he had here was a pretty bad one 
By the way, did he alter his will at that time? Or do you know?” 

“Alter it? I don’t know. I’m sure ” 

“He was thinking of it Walter had been very attentive to him, and they'd 
patched up a peace between them It was rather amusing, m a way Poor 
Miss Gittmgs hated Walter, and she would have kept him out if she could ” 

“I hope he did change the will,” I said, thoughtfully “After all, his only 
son-” J 


He may, and he may not I talked it over with Walter, and he said 

there would be hell to pay if it did happen He wasn't sure, of course. But he 

got me to give him a letter, to the effect that his father was capable of drawing 

i U fb n r °\ under dTU § s > or mentally enfeebled"' He laughed a 

feeb^ T S “'’’I he Said ’ “ If Howard Somers was mentally en- 
feebled I wish I had arteriosclerosis!” 

J? u ! J° S , e P!'’ s m > ury , had made me most uneasy. What was the motive? 
mat had been gamed by it? I must confess that once again I considered 
the possibihty of a killer who Med for the sheer lust of murder. 

That day I bought a new revolver for Joseph, and moved him to a guest 

190 ] 



room on the second floor. Before lie retired I made the round of the house 
with him, and even of the garage and the cellars Then, with my own door 
locked, I was able to pass a quiet if not an easy night 

But again I did not sleep I lay m bed with a pencil and a sheet of paper, 
and tned that night to put together what we knew about this unknown I 
wrote down that he W'as crafty and physically strong, that he had no scruples 
about taking human life, that he knew my house even to the detail of the air 
shaft and its window, that he was— at least probably— of the same height and 
build as Jim Blake, that my dogs knew him, that, although since Sarah's death 
the front door lock had been changed, he was still able— if Joseph’s story 
were accurate— to enter my house at will, and that his motive, still hidden, 
had somehow' already involved and destroyed Sarah and Florence Gunther 
and possibly Howard, and might in the end affect others, God only knew 
who 

I W'as badly frightened by that time, and when just as I had finished the 
list I heard the stealthy padding of feet m the hall, I was m a cold sw'eat of 
terror. It w'as only Jock, however, moving restlessly about, with the call of 
the spring night m his blood and a closed and double-locked front door be- 
tween him and his kind 


CHAPTER XV 


Tee next day I went through my house, acting on Dick's suggestion. I im- 
agine that the servants thought that our recent tragedies had slightly unbal- 
anced me, as I took down one circular object after another and examined it 
One or two old daguerreotypes in round frames I literally ripped open, but 
at the end of these acts of vandalism I was no wiser than before 

It was that afternoon that I was sent for by the District Attorney, a 
disquieting interview, with accusation and suppressed anger on his part, and 
sheer dismay on my own 

“This is a curious case, Miss Bell,” he said “Two horrible crimes have 
been committed by the same hand, and two attacks, one of them certain, 
the other, on your butler, at least possible We have either a maniac loose m 
the community, or we have a motive so carefully concealed that so far we 
have not found it I think there is a motive Of the two women killed, one 
was apparently negligible, without background The other had no background 
save a certain family, to which she had been loyal and from which she had 
certainly received a considerable measure of confidence These two women 
became friends, the secret of one became the secret of the other Therefore, 
granting there was some detrimental knowledge, when one died the other 
must die That's simple. But the family m question has done nothing to help 
the law It has even withheld certain matters from the police 
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“I deny that, absolutely." , . , , 

"Do you? Is that entirely wise, Miss Bell? If tins case comes to trial, and 

you are put under oath on the witness stand-" 

“How can it come to trial? You have made no arrest. 

But he ignored that. .. . 

“I want to urge you to tell what you know. Miss Bell, as a public duty. 
You owe that to the community If there is a man of this description loose, 
a wholesale murderer, shrewd, without conscience or scruple, defeating justice 
to serve his own ends, then your obligation lies plain before you " 

“llcnow nothing. If you think you arc describing Jim Blake, I do not lie is 

as innocent as you are.” 

He bent forward 

“Then why did you burn the carpet from lus car? You need not answer 
that. We know that you did. We are not guessing." 

“If you are going to try to convict a man on purely circumstantial evi- 
dence—” 

“What is circumstantial evidence? It is the evidence on which we rely 
every day of our lives Your door bell rings, you have not seen anybody at the 
door, but you know that somebody is there, ringing that bell. That’s circum- 
stantial evidence.” 

He leaned back and spoke more quietly. 

“This cane,” he said, “the one with the hidden blade How wide was that 
blade?” 

“It was very narrow, perhaps a half inch at the widest part It tapcied.” 
“And it had a double cutting edge?” 

“I don’t remember.” 

“You haven’t seen it since you gave it to Jim Blake?” 

“Not since.” 

“And when did you give it to him?” 

“I’ve already told you that, last March He had admired it ” 

“Did he ask for it?” 

“Hardly that He said if I ever wanted to get nd of it, he would take it.” 
“He dropped in to see you rather often?” 

“Not so often. Once a month or so ” 

“And where did you sit, when he called?” 

“In my library, usually.” 

On my way out I saw Mr Henderson, of Waite and Henderson, and 
owed to him. It seemed to me that he looked worried and upset, but I laid 
this to the death of Florence and its continuing mystery, and thought no 
more of it. 

That was on Saturday, May the fourteenth, and that night Inspector Har- 
!, me n^ e d°?^ d tlr f d n nd iather unhdy ’ and when he took off his 

overcoat a flashlight fell to the floor. 

For some reason he brought it into the library with lnm, and sat snap- 
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ping it on and off as lie talked Perhaps lie was out of his customary am- 
munition. He began rather apologetically 

I ve got the habit of dropping m here,” he said. “I suppose it's because I 
like to talk and you're willing to listen.” 

I daresay,” I observed, “although I had hoped it was due to my personal 
charm.” 

That embarrassed him He smiled rather dubiously, gave me a quick 
glance, and then proceeded quite calmly to focus the flashlight on my feet 

“You see,” he said. “I've been studying those molds I took It’s my belief 
that they were made with a woman's shoe. Not that sort, a big woman's 
shoe. Flat heeled and sensible, and considerably worn A woman who walked 
on the outsides of her feet, maybe bandy legged ” 

“I assure you. Inspector — ” 

“No need of it,” he said politely. “But before I go I'd like to look over the 
closets here Somebody appears to have pretty free access to tins house, and 
it's just possible we'll locate that pair of shoes.” 

He made no immediate move, however He surveyed himself rather rue- 
fully. 

“I've been tramping about,” he explained “It's a curious thing, hut things 
can be seen at night that can't be seen in daytime. Take blood on furniture. 
In the daylight it looks like varnish, but m a good electric light it often shows 
up Then take marks in the ground Look at what your car headlights do! 
I've slowed down for a rut no deeper than my finger ” 

“And now you have found something?” 

“Well, I have,” he said “It's bad news for you, Miss Bell It’s like this; 

I went to the museum and looked at one of those sword-sticks they have 
there. They look like other sticks, but there's one difference The ferrule 
is open at the bottom. When you put it down on the ground it makes a circle, 
not a hole I took it out and tried it. You get the idea, don't you? A ring 
is what it makes In the one m the museum the blade is loose, so it makes a 
ring with a dot in the center That’s the tip of the knife In yours the blade 
is hung better There's only the ring ” 

I could hardly speak 

“And you've found such rings?” 

“A dozen of them Maybe two dozen I’ve got them marked and covered, 
and tomorrow we'll lift them. I thought I’d better tell you ” 

“Then Jim—” 

“He was there, all right There are a half dozen of the things m the bridle 
path between the sewer and the foot of the hill, and there are others on 
the side of the hill What’s more, I think I have found what stunned Sarah 
Gittmgs before she died ” 

It appears, then, that the examination of poor Sarah’s body had shown 
more than we had known The wound at the back of her head had been 
made with a blunt instrument, as we had been told, but the nature of that 
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instalment was unknown However, inspection had shewn in her hair and 
m the wound itself numerous small fragments of bark from a tree 

“Of course the body had been dragged, and that would account for some 
of it But there was bark deeply buried in the tissues. And there was another 
thing the blow had been struck from above. The lower side of the wound 
was torn. Either she had been struck by a very tall man, or she vas sitting 
down I had to argue like tins; we’ll leave out the tall man for the minute, 
and say she was sitting down. Now where does a woman like that sit, if she s 
out m the open? She’s a neat woman, very orderly, and she isn't >onng She 
doesn’t sit on the ground She finds a tree stump, or a fallen tree or a stone, 
and she sits on that.” 

But he had been some time m coming to that, and Florence’s death had 
interfered There had been ram, too, and sunlight. Sunlight, it appeared, 
faded blood. That night, however, he had started out, and he had found 
what he was looking for Near a fallen tree at the top of the lull, and perhaps 
forty feet from where the dogs had been tied, he bad turned his flashlight 
on the broken branch of a tree, about four feet long, and both heavy and 
solid When he turned it over, on the side protected from ram and weather, 
he had found stains and one or two hairs 

He had wrapped it up carefully and sent it back to headquarters. 

I felt sick 

“And you found the marks of the sword-sbek there, too?" 

‘Well, no But that’s not surprising A man doesn’t w'alk up to commit a 
murder swinging a sbek He crept up behind her I doubt if she knew any- 
thing until it was all over ” 

I was thinking desperately 

“This sword-stick m the museum, would the blade of such a sbek ha\e 
made the other wounds?” 


“They would,” he said promptly “But we have to be careful there. Miss 
Bell All stab wounds look alike. You can’t tell whether a blade has had two 
cutting edges or one You see, every knife has two cutting edges at the point. 
Take this knife here.” He drew a snbstanbal one from his pocket “It cuts 
both ways for half an inch No Taken by itself, the fact that Jim Blake 
carried that sbek that night doesn’t prove that he used it, or that it’s the 
weapon that was used It’s the rest of the case—” 


^ Say - There had been no new developments 

, ft° r S. Ce 1,6 bulkt had been fired al dose range, 

side rtTe £d l 6 T! ° £ ' ntry ' vas 3 neat h °le, but on the other 

&at teCdt \T\ f ° n He "’ aS ,nc!med t0 bd >ove with Dick 
that she had been shot while m a car, and in front of or near my orooertv 

Even a head wound bleeds some," he explained, “and that sort rf wound 

is generally pretty-well, pretty messy Of course that may be wrong Shemav 

have been stunned first like Sarah Gittmgs and killed ™ n ' g , 5 

where ” s ’ dUQ kllleci m the country some- 


He got up to go, and as he stood there with the light shining down on his 
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bald head, I saw that like the rest of us he looked tired and depressed. 

“There are tunes,” he said, “when I don't like this job of mine. And this 
is one of them. Take you Take little Miss Judy. She's got troubles enough just 
now, and the chances are that m a day or two we're going to add to them " 

“You're going to arrest Jim Blake?” 

“I'm going to do just that, Miss Bell. I don't mmd telling you that we think 
we've got the motive. Maybe you know about it, maybe you don't But we've 
got the motive now, and we know he was on that hillside that night. Only I’d 
like to find that sword-stick first.” 

He was on his way to the door when I stopped him. 

“How did you know I had burned that carpet, Inspector?” 

“Well, somebody had burned it, and it looked as though you might be the 
guilty party.” 

“But how did you know?” 

He gave me a whimsical glance. 

“Did you ever examine one of those things, Miss Bell? Well, I'll tell you 
something maybe you don’t know. That carpet had snaps— or buttons— on it 
to fasten it to the floor; and those snaps are metal. They won't bum A smart 
man now, going carefully through certain ash-cans, can find them without 
any trouble.” 

He turned, his hand on the doorknob 

“But I’ll say this to you, Miss Bell, m confidence I'd like to know why you 
burned that carpet. I'd been over that car myself with a magnifying glass 
the day after Florence Gunther was killed If you found anything m it, you re 
smarter than I am ” 

I could only stare at him in silent stupefaction. 

“Never mmd, then,” he said “You think it over. There s no hurry And 
with that he left. 

It was only after he had gone that I remembered the shoes he had meant 
to examine 

I had two days m which to think that over, although thinking did me no 
good whatever. I had burned the carpet and thus put a weapon against Jim 
in the hands of the District Attorney, and no statement by the Inspector that 
he had found nothing suspicious on or about it would alter that. 

They would believe, as he believed, that I had found something incriminat- 
ing there which they had overlooked. 

But mingled with this was a sense of relief. If they had not found the oil 
stains on the day after Florence's murder it was because they were not there 

Those two days, however, were all I could bear. I saw nobody, heard noth- 
ing It was as though there had been no murder of our poor Sarah, or of 
Florence, as though there had been no mysterious unknown, able to enter my 
house at will on some equally mysterious errand But y tie tur a}, 
Tuesday, I began to relax Nobody had been arrested Life vas once more a 
quiet round of breakfast tray, lunch and dinner I even prepared to go over 
my notes on my grandfather's biography, as a matter of morale, that poor cn~ 
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deavor we all make m trouble to provide some sort of protects c mechanism 

for the mind , 

So I sot out the material. Mary’s neatly typed pages, my own illegible 

lottmgs, and those ruled notebooks in which Maty had taken down my dicta- 
tion. Their queer symbols meant nothing to me, they were ns unfathomable 
as the girl herself And it occurred to me, sitting there, that these books were 
in her hand, were all that remained to any of us of Mary Martin. She had 
come, played her strange part, and departed. A queer girl, with her poses, 
her defiant beauty, and her faculty of being around where there was trouble, 
or of carrying it with her Who could say which? 

I turned over the pages, but although here and there I found notes m 
longhand-“Send to Laura for daguerreotypes” I recall was one of them, 
and another “Have Joseph find out about terrapin for dinner party’-therc 
was nothing of any value until I reached what appeared to be the latest book. 

Not on tlie pages, but inside the cover m ink, she had written* "New 
number, East 16.” 

Now I happen to have a peculiar faculty, one bom of necessity, for I 
frequently forget my glasses. I have a flair for remembering telephone num- 
bers. And tins number ran familiarly m my mind. 

It did not come at once I sat back and closed my eyes, and at last it came. 

I saw Dick Carter sitting at my desk, with Judy beside him, and lie w'as 
calling East 16 Then I knew. Dick had called East 16 the night he was 
arranging for Judy and myself to visit Lily Sanderson. 

New number, East 16 That meant that there had been another number, 
an old one, and that Mary had knowm it But it seemed to me that it meant 
much more, that Mary had known some one m that house, possibly Florence 
Gunther herself What that would explain I did not trouble to contemplate 
It seemed to me that I must see Lily Sanderson again, see if she had met 
Mary about the house or with Florence, and that then we must find Mary 
herself Find her and make her talk 

When I called East 16, however, Miss Sanderson w'as at work. And then 
that afternoon, as though she had caught my mental message, Lily Sanderson 
herself came to see me 

It was fortunate that Joseph was taking his afternoon out, or he might not 
have admitted her He had his own methods of discriminating between 
people making social calls and people who came for purposes of tlieir own 
Indeed, I have seen him, the swift glance at car or taxicab, tlie rapid ap- 
praisal, gloves, shoes, garments And then the quick decision. 

“Madam is not at home ” 

Or a widening of the door, a bow, taking the cards, rather m the grand 

manner, and through it all a suggestion-merely a suggestion-of welcome. 

But as it is Claras rule to admit all comers Lily Sanderson gamed access 

watiiout trouble, and I found her m the drawing room, rather stiff and formal. 

I hope you don t mind my coming," she said. “I ]U st had a feeling I had 
to see you ° 
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“I am glad .vou came. Would you like a cup of tea?” 

"If it isn't too much trouble I came from the store, and Fve had a hard 
day. I didn’t take time to go home and change.” 

She watched v, ltli interest while I rang for Clara and ordered tea, and the 
long drawing room seemed to fascinate her. 

"Such a lorcly place,” she said. "I was looking at your bushes, as I came 
in. And this room! That’s a lovely cabinet over there.” 

“It is lo\ely,” I agreed “It is very old.” 

And as I sat there looking at tins big blue-eyed woman with her faint 
limp, her almost childlike assumption of sophistication, her queer clothes, I 
felt that I liked her. Liked her and trusted her. 

She did not come immediately to the reason for her visit, and I did not 
urge her. It was after the tea had come and Clara had gone that she finally 
brought up the subject. 

"I don’t know whether it s valuable or not,” she said “But as a fnend of 
Florence’s you ought to know. She was seen getbng into a car, the night she 
was killed. Two people saw her.” 

“What kind of a car?” 

"A large one, a limousine.” 

“Did they notice the color?” 

“They don’t agree about that They’re the Italians who keep the fruit 
stand at the comer I don’t know their names We call him Tony They knew 
Florence well; she often bought apples there Tony says it was black, but 
Mrs Tony says it was blue ” 

The story was as follows on the night of Florence Gunther s murder both 
the Italians at the fruit stand saw her coming along the street. She shook 
her head, to say she wanted nothing, and then waited for a street car Bot o 
them saw her distinctly. She seemed restless, walking a few steps each way, 

then back again. , . , 

Before a car arrived, however, an automobile drew up before her, a close 
car with a man at the wheel. Owing to the fact that the street light was 
directly overhead, neither of the Italians saw him clearly, except that lie wore 


a soft hat. , , 

There was some conversation. The man and woman at he rui s n 
were interested. They had known her for a long time, and she was always 
alone She seemed to demur at something, the man appeared to insist Finally 

he opened the door and she got in beside him , 

But-and here was the cunous part-the woman at the fruit stand main- 
tained that this same car had been standing halfway down the block m the 
shadow for some time That she had seen it there, and that the man driving 
it had been working at something about it, front and rear 

“She thought he was rubbing dirt over the license plates. Miss Sanderson 
said. “And they had been held up a month or so before so she watched 
him. She says now that he got into the car the moment he saw Florence 
Then he drove up rather fast, and threw on the brakes m front of her, as 
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though he had iust seen her. But Mrs. Tony was interested in the license 
plates, and she went out and looked at the rear one. lie had blacked it She 
couldn’t read it, at all ” 

But that visit of Lily Sanderson’s was disappointing m one way at least I 
asked her point blank if she knew a young w'oman named Mary' Martin, and 
it produced no effect whatever. 

“Mary Martin?” she said thoughtfully. “No, I can’t say that 1 do. ’ 

“I think she knew Florence Gunther. If not, she certainly knew some one 
at the house ” 

“I can ask, if you like,” she said “I’ve only been there since last fall, and 
most of the rest are new' too. You know' how it is, everything's fine at first 
Then you’re caught doing a bit of washing or having a gentleman friend 
more than one night a week, and there’s trouble And that reminds me Y\c 
got something to tell you about the man who called on Florence Gunther. 
Clarissa saw' him.” 

“Clarissa?” 

The colored v'oman at the house. And a surly creature she is, at that I 
gave her a dress the other day, and she talked. He was a thin man, rather 
tall, she thinks about fifty Well dressed, she says He had a cane with him, 
and he wore a sport suit. Out our way that means something!” 


CHAPTER XVI 

It was that evening, Tuesday the seven t-ppnfl-« j .it , 

one of Katherine’s characteristic terse telegrams ’ 1 

Arriving tonight eleven o’clock tram ” 

The telegram was not only unexpected bdtommons TW i 

m gnef as she was, should leave her house °”, ° , Kathenne ’ sunk 

seemed almost incredible I could think of n , d com ? to me at that time 
had told her of the danger i y bv0 thln E s ’ other that Jim 

her suspicions as to Howard’s death. 6 S °° d ’ ” dla£ sometllln S had aroused 

to say 3 thatYtoolT' a^mallklass rfS’' and 1 am not ashamed 

did the sight of Kathekne m her ^ bef0r / 1 le£t £or station. Nor 
of hers set like a mas“ove matt ‘S 'T whlte “ ,d £ace 
I offered mine at the same moment what rltd^ “* 5“ * eek ’ and as 

rubbing of the Africans, or whoever it is ted W3S ratller the nose 

Not then, nor later when I showed hrr 1 n«r 
Elise, began to lay out her toilet things did 0 and tlie Frenchwoman, 
visit Judy, she said, was all nght and wontf, ^ any ^nation of her 
She herself had come on busing And * 6 ^ Jim nex t morning 

and left me to he awake most of the night, ^nfeing 011 ^ PUt ” e ° Ut 
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It was not until ten the next morning that I got my explanation, and then 
it was clear enough, and worrying enough, m all conscience At ten o’clock 
the door bell rang, and it was Jim, accompanied by Judy and, to my intense 
surprise, Alex Davis. 

Jud> looked odd and uncomfortable, but she was irrepressible, as always. 

“It’s not a convention,” she said. “It's merely a delegation.” 

She went upstairs to Katherine and the two men waited m the library, 
Jim moving about restlessly, Alex Daws glancing over some notes m his hand. 
In five minutes or so the bell rang again, and Joseph announced Mr. Waite. 

I was practically beyond speech by that time I listened dumbly while Mr. 
Waite made his apologies, he had just got off the tram, he had been taking 
the sun cure in Arizona for his arthritis and was much better, thanks. Then 
his eyes fell on the black band on Jim’s sleeve, and he said something polite 
about Howard’s death. 

But it all seemed unreal to me, and when Joseph ushered m Doctor Si- 
monds I was not surprised to see Alex Davis rise and clear his throat, as 
though he were about to address a meeting. 

“I believe that completes us,” he said, as though he had announced that 
there was a quorum present. “And now, if Joseph will notify Mrs. Somers—” 

Bewildered as I was, I had to admire Katherine as she came m, m her 
long black gown and with her fine head high in the air There was a superb 
dignity about her, a refusal to make any concessions to the expected, so 
unlike my own fluttering as to make me self-conscious. 

She shook hands with no one, smiled at no one. She simply sat down and 
looked at Alex Davis 

“Very well,” she said. “I believe we are all ready. 

And then Alex Davis did indeed make a speech. He referred to his late 
dear fnend, Howard Somers, and to the grieving woman who sat there, find- 
ing herself m a position which it was difficult for her to accept. 

“In all their conversations together, this husband and this wife, she was 
led to believe that the bulk of his fortune would come to her. Now she is 
confronted with a new will, a will she cannot explain and does not accept. 

I saw Mr. Waite frown slightly. “A will m which a wastrel son receives^ one 
half of this large estate. It is to discuss, not the validity of tins will- he 
glanced at Mr Waite-“but the circumstances under which it was drawn, 

that she has asked you to meet her here today.” , 

He sat down, and Mr. Waite took off his glasses and polished them with 

Tiio "hq , nrllr< 2 Tf'nipf 

“Am I to speak?” he inquired “I presume, since the integrity of the docu- 
ment is not m question, that it is really up to the doctor. 

Urbane as he was, I saw that he was irritated. Under Alex s fine words 
he must have seen, as I did, that it was the will itself which was un er re 

“I actually know nothing,” the doctor said ‘Walter Somers told me, dur- 
ing his father’s illness here last summer, that he was thinking of changing his 
will. He asked my opinion of his father’s mental condition, and I said I wished 
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mme were as good Later on he asked me to give him a note to that effect, 

^He tat back, smoothing a small Van D)kc heard with a hand deeply 
stained from cigarettes Katherine eyed him and spoke for the first time 
“You had given him no drugs, doctor?" 

“Drugs?” he said rather testily “I gave him drugs, of course. Units my 
profession. But I gave him nothing that could by any stretch of the imagina- 
tion affect his mind ” 

Mr. Waite’s story was given circumstantially and directly. 

On the twelfth of the previous August he had received a telephone call 
from Walter Somers, asking lnm to see his father that afternoon at the 
Imperial Hotel and to draw up a will for him. As he knew that Mr. Somers 
had been very ill and was still a sick man, he took the precaution of calling 
up the doctor here, who was attending him, and inquiring as to his mental 
condition Doctor Simonds said that he knew Mr. Somers was contemplating 
a new will, and that he was entirely competent to make one The result was 
that he had drawn up the draft late that afternoon, and took back the finished 
document at something after four o’clock the next day It was signed m 
duplicate 

Katherine listened with slowly rising color 

“Do you mean to say that you would draw up a will as vital as that, as— 
revolutionary, without question? What about undue influence being brought 
to hear? A man may appear to be normal, but after a se\ ere illness, when he is 
weak and broken—” 

“There was certainly no influence evident at the time The manager of the 
hotel took me up, and Walter Somers met me at the door and took me m. 
Then he went out and I did not see him again, either that day or the next ” 
“Was Sarah Gittmgs present?” 

She left the room She was there when I first went m, and she came m on 
the second day to witness the signatures And I may add this. There was 
some discussion of the terms of the will Mr Somers himself knew that it w as 
what you have called revolutionary, but he said that Walter had reached years 
of discretion, and that he felt that there was plenty for all ” 

That is not the question, said Katherine sharply “The money’s nothing. 
What does money matter? What does matter is that at the end he should 
have repudiated me What brought that about, Mr. Waite? What hap- 
pened here last summer to change his entire attitude toward me? Why 
did he put that will m his box, endorsed m his own hand *to be given to my 
son Walter m the event of my death’? That is very serious, Mr. Waite. Had 
he ceased to trust me? And that fund of fifty thousand dollars to be adminis- 
tered by Walter at his discretion! What did he say about that? What secret 
was he covering?” 

“He said that Walter understood ” 

“And that is all he said?” 

“That is all ” 
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She leaned back m her chair, apparently exhausted, and there was a short 
silence broken at last by Alex Davis. 

“Have you the duplicate of the will with you, Mr. Waite?” 

And then some of Mr. Waite’s air of offended dignity left him. He stirred 
m his chair. 

“I was coming to that. As a matter of fact, a veiy strange thing has hap- 
pened to that copy, Mr. Davis. It has disappeared from our files Mr. Hender- 
son has been searching for several days, ever since Mr. Somers’ death, m fact. 
He has a theory as to its disappearance, but as it is not a pleasant one—” 

I happened to glance at Jim and his mouth was twitching crazily. 

“I think we must hear it, nevertheless.” 

“It’s like this. On the day of Sarah Gittmgs’ murder— tliat afternoon m 
fact— a clerk m our office opened the safe at Florence Gunther’s request, and 
left her there to secure certain documents Later on she returned these pa- 
pers, and he closed and locked the safe. She was a trusted employee, and 
everything apparently was all nght. 

“When Mr. Somers died, however, m my absence Mr. Henderson, who 
knew about the will, went to the safe for the duplicate and found it was 
gone. 

“No suspicion attached itself to Florence Gunther, who had herself gone 
with me on both days to the hotel and who had later witnessed the will 
But dunng the intervening time she had been murdered, and naturally every- 
thing pertaining to her had become a matter of great interest. 

“Four days ago Mr. Henderson telegraphed me tliat the will was missing, 
and to come back When he met me at the tram this morning he told me 
tliat one of our clerks, a man named Lowne, had remembered that on the 
afternoon of the day Sarah Gittmgs was killed he had seen Florence Gunther 
on the street, that he saw her meet a heavy-set woman whom he believes 
now, from the published photographs, to have been Sarah Gittmgs, and there 
on the street pass to her a long envelope of the legal type. 

“If that is true, it is at least possible that the duplicate of the will was m 
that envelope.” 

Jim spoke for the first time, trying to control his mouth 

“Why would she have done that?” 

Mr. Waite considered. 

“She was a reliable woman,” he said “If she did that at all, and I am only 
telling you the office talk, she meant to show that will to Miss Gittmgs and 
then to put it back m the safe But tilings happened and-Mr Henderson 
has been to the police, and it was not found among her effects. The effects 
of either of the two women ” 

“But why have shown it to Sarah?” Jim insisted. “She knew about it 
She’d witnessed it.” 

“She had no idea of the contents ” 

“Florence Gunther knew the terms, I suppose?” 

“Naturally She had typed it. I have had very little time to think, but it 
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strikes me that these too women met, and that the will came np or d«® 
sion One of our strictest rules is that such matters me kept absolutely secret 
so far as our office force is concerned, and Florence Gunther was no talker. 
Besides, in this case there had been particular instructions that the CMstcnce 
of this document remain confidential, so I cannot understand™ 

‘Who gave you those instructions?” Katherine interrupted. 

“Mr Somers himself ” 

“Now about tins fund, this fifty thousand dollars, Alex Davis said. lie 
merely said that Walter Somers would understand?” 

“That is all. Naturally I wondered, but it was not my affair lie was not a 
man to explain why he was doing certain things. I rather thought that the 

family understood.” 

Katherine looked at him 

“Understood? With the entire proceeding to be secret and confidentially 
“I didn’t think of it m that light It might, of course, refer to charity” 
“Chantyl And given to Walter Somers to disburse! I’m not an idiot, Mr 
Waite, and I give you credit for more intelligence than that ” 

“Perhaps if you talk to W alter?” 

“What good would that do? He’s as secretive as his father, and not so 
honest I know what you think, Mr Waite, I know what you thought when 
you were drawing that will You thought Howard Somers had been leading 
a secret life, and that this provision was to provide for somebody Well, I 
do not believe that, and I’ll fight that clause, and this will m court if it rums 


me 


That was all. Katherine rose, and the men scrambled to their feet She 
gave to each of them a steady look, said “Thank you, you have been very good 
to come,” and then turned and went out 
I did not see her again until dinner 

During the afternoon however, I heard Judy telephoning to Wallie, and he 
came at six o’clock From six until almost seven he was closeted with Kather- 
ine m her room, and the very fact that their voices were never raised seemed 
to me an indication of the tenseness of that meeting 

There was no compromise m either of them. Only suspicion and jealousy 
on Katherine’s part, and a fury of hatred and revenge m Wallie I know now 
that a little gentleness, some remorse for that tragic youth of his, and he 
would have weakened But poor Katherine was as she was, she made no play 
for sympathy She sat perfectly still and interrogated him. 

“You refuse to say what this secret fund was for? Or for whom?” 
“Absolutely.” 

“You know what you are doing, of course You are allowing your father’s 
memory to be besmirched For I warn you I shall take this will into court ” 
"Then it will be you who are doing the soiling,” he said, and stood turning 
the nng around Ins finger 

Just before seven he went down the stairs and out the front door I 
sitting m the library, but he did not turn his head 
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In the meantime other things were happening of which we had no knowl- 
edge at the time. We knew of course that Mr. Henderson had been to the 
District Attorney, and that the police had learned that the two murdered 
women had been the witnesses to the second will. 

But we knew nothing of the activities of the night watchman m New 
York, Charles Parrott 

He was shrewd enough, this Parrott, but even a stupid man might have 
been suspicious Here was Howard receiving a secret visitor at two m the 
mommg, a man who ducked m past him, with his cap drawn down over his 
head, a large ulster overcoat and a muffler about the lower part of his face. 
And in the morning Howard was dead. 

That apparently roused no suspicion m itself. But two things followed it. 
One was that fatal attempt of Mary Martin’s to bnbe him to say nothing 
of the night visitor. That had failed, and so she had vanished. Then there 
was that early mommg search of mine. He was still on duty, and the sight of 
a woman of my age wandering m that courtyard m the ram and carefully 
inspecting the ground must have been unusual, to say the least 
And then came that fatal move by Dick Carter the day of the funeral. 
“Which one is it?” Parrott had asked. 

“Dark coat and striped trousers,” said Dick. 

“Well, he’s the same build. I didn’t see much of his face.” 

He read the papers, and he knew Sarah Gittings; knew about her murder 
too, and Florence’s, the “shoe” murders 

He went to Evans, the valet, a day or so later. ^ 

“Did you see Mr Somers when he died? I mean before he’d been moved? 

“I did,” said Evans with dignity. ?? 

“How about his feet? Did he have anything on them? ’ 

“I believe he was in his stockings,” said Evans, and through the simple 
and fortuitous circumstance that poor Howard had dropped his slippers be- 
fore he picked up his highball, Parrott went to the police 5 

The rest is shrouded m mystery. Some time toward the end of that week 
a lieutenant from the homicide squad m New York took a tram and saw 
Inspector Hamson and the District Attorney. On Monday an order was ob- 
tained to disinter Howard’s body, and a secret examination made. Nothing 

was given out, even Katherine did not know. t 

But it was discovered that Howard Somers had died, not of an acute heart 
attack, but of cyanide of potassium, “probably administered m whisky 

Cyanide of potassium! And Howard had had a cold, and could not detect 
its peculiar and unmistakable odor, and Mary Marfan had opene ie win 
dows, so that no one else might notice it. Opened the windows and broken 


tlic fzlciss 

They kept their secret well, did the authorities After all, murder had not 
been proved, men with hopelessly broken health had killed themselves before 
this. And our own local authorities were not minded to let go of Jim, any row. 


They had Jim, and now they had the motive. 
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Mi Waite saw tlie District Attorney that afternoon, Tuesday, the seven- 
teenth I think myself that he was frightened. And small wonder. Of tl e 
See who had met m that room at the Imperial Hotel only he himself was 


He must have been worried, he must have wondered how long lie had left 
for those little vacations to cure lus arthritis, for the pleasant routine of us 
office, for lus golf and bridge, for the little dinners with good wines and Ins 
friends about him 

So it is not extraordinary that he went to the District Attorney that morn- 
ing after he left us, and asked for police protection Or that in doing so he 
virtually signed Jim Blake’s death warrant The District Attorney listening 

absorbedly and Mr. Waite telling that story. 

“And what do you make out of it, Waite? There was still a valid copy of 

the will among Somers’ papers.” 

“Wills have been destroyed before tins ” 

“You think the Gittmgs woman got the copy to show Blake, and then he 
killed her?” 

“He may have, hoping to get hold of the original later.” 

“And later on the Gunther girl got troublesome and bad to be put out of 
the way?” 

“Something like that, perhaps I don’t know. It’s damned sordid Only I 
don’t want to be the next to go!” 

“You’re all right As for its being sordid, almost all motives for crimes are 
sordid, cupidity, sex, jealousy Sordid, all of them, but actuating motives ]ust 
the same Well, you don’t need a policeman, we’ll get this bird now, thank 
God The press has been yelling for weeks, and I’ve had a few letters myself.” 
That was on Tuesday afternoon, May the seventeenth 
That night the District Attorney sent for Jim to question him for the 
second time, and m Jim’s absence they searched his house, issuing a search 
warrant on a trumped-up charge against Amos for bootlegging. 

For the sake of form two Federal officers ostensibly conducted the search, 
but Inspector Harrison actually did so Amos opened the door, and protested 
violently that he knew nothing of any liquor But they pushed past him and 
went upstairs, taking him along In Jim’s room they found the golf suit and 
the shoes which Amos admitted Jim had worn the night of Sarah’s death, 
and later they smuggled them out Also they discovered that Jim had recently 
burned some letters, and Inspector Harrison spent some time on his knees 
examining the fireplace 

But they still had that pretense of bootlegged liquor to carry out, and they 
had not found the sword-stick. So they went over the house. Amos was 
calmer by that time It was only when they got to the door of the cellar 
mat he showed excitement 

“Nothing down there hut the furnace, sir,” he said to the Inspector. 

That made them suspicious, so they went down and turned on the’ lights 
At first glance it was unsatisfactory, a cement floor, a whitewashed brick 
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wall. They vent over that wall carefully for loose bricks, but there were none. 
They were quite sure by that time that Amos was uneasy Indeed, one of 
the Federal officers drew a notebook from his pocket and pretended to write 
down a memorandum. When he had finished he passed the note to the 
Inspector. 

“I guess that’s correct, Inspector?" 

"I believe so," said the Inspector. 

But what he had read was this: 

‘Watch the Negro He’s scared." 

They started to search again 


CHAPTER XVII 

There is no record of that scene m the District Attorney’s office, but from 
V hat we know’’ now, and from what was brought out at the trial, I can measur- 
ably reconstruct it Jim, wary and uneasy, holding one of his eternal cigars 
m a mouth that twitched steadily, taking the opportunity they offered of 
lighting them, the careful bestowal of their ashes, to think, and the District 
Attorney, firing questions at him, endlessly, interminably. 

“You knew nothing whatever of this will, then?" 

“I never heard of it until Alex Davis told me, m New York." 

“He told you you had been disinherited?” 

“Yes That didn’t bother me What womed me was my sister ” 

‘Why?" 

“That’s evident, isn’t it? She was devoted to her husband. She had to learn 
that without her knowledge he had done a thing which affected her child as 
well as herself." 

“And m favor of her stepson ” 

“Yes.” 

“What were her relations to this stepson? Friendly?" 

And Jim pausing, lighting a fresh cigar, or pulling on the one he had 

“Not entirely. The usual difficulty He resented her ” 

“And she resented him?" 

“Probably. Somewhat.” 

“You’re fond of your sister, Mr Blake?" 

“Very. She is all I have" 

“You saw this second will m New York?” 

“I dld ” 

“Do you remember how the envelope was marked?” 

“Yes Perfectly" 

“It was endorsed in Mr Somers’ own writing, ‘To be handed to my son 
Walter m the event of my death ’ Is that right?" 
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“Yes ” 

“Why was that, Mr Blake?” 


“Doesn’t it show that Mr. Somers wanted to be cci lam that this will reached 
his son’s hands? That there would be no-interference?” 

“You can construe it that way if you like” 

“You had no knowledge of this will when you made Hint night \isit to 

Howard Somers?” . 

“I never made such a visit How could I? You’ve had men watching me 


£or weeks ?? 

“Now, on the night of Sarah Gittmgs’ death, I want you to describe 3 our 

movements” . 

“I have said all I intend to say I went out for a walk After 1 had started 

I remembered that my sister, calling from New Y’ork, had given me a message 
for Sarah I went to a drugstore and telephoned, but she had gone out ” 
“What was this message from your sister to Sarah Gittmgs?” 

“I’ve told you that She wanted her to look after my niece, Judy There 
was a young man here she was fond of My sister didn’t approve ” 

“After you telephoned, where did you go?” 

“I walked on I went to see a woman I don’t intend to say more. Then 
I started back.” 

“That would have been when?” 

“Perhaps nine o’clock I don’t know exactly ” 

The District Attorney bent forward 
f “And you still decline to give the direction you took?” 

“I do I have done nothing wrong I decline to be put on the offensive.” 
“But suppose I show you the route you took that night, Mr Blake? Sup- 
pose I tell you that from that drugstore you went to the path through the 
Larimer lot, and down that path to the park? And that later you returned 
by the same route? I warn you, Mr Blake, that we know a great deal, and 
that you are only damaging yourself by these evasions ” 

And still Jim obstinately silent, and the District Attorney leaning back m 
his chair and watching him. 

“You carried the sword-stick that night?” 

“I told you before that I did.” 

“Did you see Sarah Gittmgs during that walk?” 

“No Absolutely not ” 

‘Yet you were on that path that night, Mr. Blake. We know that You 
went down that path into the park, and later on you went up again At one 
point you stopped for some time You either sat or stood on that hillside, 
and you smoked a cigar You were not alone at that time A man does not 
pause on a dark hillside on a cool spring night to look at nature ” 

And then Jim made his unconscious admission 
"I was alone Absolutely alone ” 

“Alii you admit then that you were there?” 
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“I was there, yes.” 

“You met nobody? Talked to nobody?” 

“I did not” 

“At what fame were you there?” 

And again that almost infinitesimal pause, and Jim mopping Ins forehead. 
“I went down about half past seven.” 

“And you came back?” 

“Something after nine ” 

“And reached your house a little after ten? Come, come, Mr Blake, that's 
childish ” 

“I don't know the time .” 

“What route did you follow, coming back?” 

“I cut across the park, coming up by the bridle path near Miss Bell's 
house From there I walked along the Avenue ” 

“That would take you past the Lanmer lot where the dogs were tied at 
about what time?” 

“Possibly a quarter past nine.” 

“And you earned the sword-stick?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“There had been some hold-ups around the park I don't own a revolver, 
so I earned the stick.” 

“You saw or heard nothing suspicious? Near the lot, I mean?” 

“I heard some dogs barking ” 

‘Where?” 

"Back on the Lanmer lot ” 

“You knew Miss Bell's dogs well, didn't you?” 

“Yes.” 

‘Well enough to recognize the noise they made? A dog's bark is as in- 
dividual as a man's voice, Mr. Blake ” 

“I didn't recognize them, no ” 

“Where did you put the sword-stick, on your return?” 

"In the hall, with my others ” 

“And it disappeared from there?” 

There must have been a slight delay, a slower reaction to that question. 
“It disappeared Yes ” 

“Just when?” 

“I don’t know. I was ill at the time ” 

“How did you leam that it was gone?” 

“I had gone into the hall to call Amos I looked down, and it was not there " 
“You didn’t ask Amos about it?” 

“I don’t recall I think possibly I did ” 

“And he said it was missing?” 

“That’s the way I remember it ” 
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lo the night of the twenty < event h of April 


“Now, Mr Blake, I am going 
Wliere were you Uiat night?” 

“The twenty-seventh of April?" n 

“The night Judy Somers was struck down m the Bui g.imgt 

Jim stared across the desk. 

“You are not intimating that I attacked im o/,n niece, ate umr 
“I have asked you a question/ 

“I was at home. So far as I can recall, I have not been out of the home at 
night since Sarah Gittings was killed. And I certainly nu cr struck Jud\ - ' 1 h d s 
—that's ridiculous." 

The District Attorney glanced at the paper m front of lum. 

“Do you recall the night when Miss Bell went to see >011, after Florence 

Gunther’s body was found?" 

“Perfectly.” 

“Had you sent for her?" 

“No" 

“Not telephoned, or sent any message?" 

“None whatever " 

“She walked over?" 

“Yes ” 

“But you sent her home m your car?" 

“I did" 

“During the course of that visit, were the two crimes discussed?” 
“Somewhat" 

“Did you make any suggestion to Miss Bell about your car?" 

“I don’t know what you mean It had been her car I bought it from her/ 
“There was nothing said about the carpet of that car?" 

“Nothing ” 

“Do you keep the mileage of tins car, Mr Blake?" 

“No Amos may I don’t know ” 

“Who carries the key to the garage?” 

“Amos I don’t drive myself ” 

“You don’t know how to drive?" 

“I can drive, but I dislike it ” 

“Is the window of the garage kept locked?” 

“Usually Not necessarily ” 

“ H some one entered the garage by a window, could he take the car out?” 
“Yes The doors to the alley are bolted The key is to the small door into 
the garden ” 

“That is, some one who wished to take out the car could climb through 
the window, providing it was not locked, and take the car out?” 

“Probably The window is rather high ” 

^ e t0 °k a cliair fr° m the garden it would be easy?” 

“I imagine so I hadn’t thought of it ” 
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"So that if Amos had the key, it would still be possible to take the car 
out?” 

“I never crawled through a window and took that ear out. If that’s what 
you mean.” 

"Do you know Miss Bell’s garage?” 

"I've been in it once or twice ” 

"It overlooks the ravine in the park, doesn't it?” 

"Yes ” 

"Do you know the tool room?” 

"I’ve never been in it.” 

"But you know she keeps a ladder there?” 

“I know she has a ladder. I don't know where she keeps it.” 

This, or something very like it, went on for hours And some time m that 
long interrogation they brought m the man Parrott He came m on some 
excuse or other, looked Jim over and went out again. Jim was not suspicious 

But by midnight he was showing signs of exhaustion, and even the District 
Attorney showed strain It was a warm spring night. The men who came and 
went had taken off their coats, but Jim still sat there m his hard chair, neat 
and tidy, and twitching, and faced them all down. 

"You still decline to account for the time between seven o’clock and ten- 


thirty, on the night of April eighteenth?” 

"I shall do that if necessary Not before ” 

"What were your relations with Sarah Gitbngs? ^ 

“Relations? I knew her, of course Had known her for years ” 

"In case of distress she might come to you? 

"She might, yes.” 

"Then this letter to you would not be unusual ” 

"I never received a letter from her Why should she wnte me? She could 

have seen me at any time.” , , . , 

"We have absolute proof that she did wnte to you, Mr Blake And we 


believe that you received the letter ” 

"You can't prove that.” 

"Perhaps not, but I can damned well try Some one made an appointment 
to meet Sarah Gittmgs on the night she was killed, to meet her and see with 
his own eyes this copy of Howard Somers will which the unt er gir a 
abstracted from the files. From that appointment Sarah Gittmgs never re- 
turned, and dunng that evening the copy of the will disappeared 

"Why should I destroy it? Or her? The ongmal document was safe m 


New York ” 

"Did you know Florence Gunther? 


"No.” 

"Never saw her?” 

4< No 97 

"Never waited for her on Halkett Street, near a fruit stand, with a car? 


“Absolutely no ” 
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And, if the too previous denrals l«d lucked force, this last was .mpressne 

™ Buf'the heat and tension were telling on them both. Hours had passed, 
putting a fine edge on Jim’s nerves He had exhausted his cigars, and no one 
offered him any He asked for water, and after a long delay it came 

And then, on top of his exhaustion he was told that Howard Somers had 
been poisoned. He very nearly collapsed, but if they had hoped to wear him 
into confession they were disappointed He was still fighting. But he saicl a 


curious thing , . 

“How do you know he was poisoned? How do you know he didn t take the 


stuff himself?” 

‘Tm not answering questions. Ym asking them ” 

Jim was angry now, however, and he braced lnmself for one last effort 
“I never went to New York to see Howard Somers the night he died. Some 
one else used my name, that’s all. And the more I think over this case— and 
God knows it’s all I do think of-the more I am convinced that a definite 
attempt is being made to put the guilt on me 

“Why would I have killed him? I stood to lose by Ins death, not to gam. 
He was my sister’s husband and my friend If you are trying to show that I 
escaped the watch on my house, climbed the window of my garage and drove 
my car to New York that night, I swear before God that I never did it, or 
thought of it As for this will, I had never heard of a second will until Alex 
Davis revealed its existence m New York 

“I swear before God that I have never killed any one, have never thought 
of killing any one And I protest against your methods You are wearing me 
out But you can’t wear me into confession I’m innocent ” 

They had worn him out, however His face was gray with exhausbon, and 
sweat was running down his face. Now and then he ran his finger under his 
collar, as though it choked him The whirring of an electric fan, the tick of 
a clock on the wall, and the District Attorney never relaxing; watching him, 
firing at him his staccato questions, deliberately trying to torture him until 
confession would be sheer relief. 

Some time m that last half hour a memorandum was placed on the desk, 
and the District Attorney nodded his head 

“Send him m when he comes.” 

Jim had listened, with an impassive face But he felt-perhaps his exhaus- 
tion had sharpened his faculties-that something vital had happened The 
questions began again, sharper, a little excitement m them. 

Ion have admitted that on the night Sarah Gittmgs was killed, you ear- 
ned with you tins sword-stick, and that later on it disappeared You had no 
theories about that disappearance?” 

“None whatever.” 

^ ou i e ft it in the hall and it disappeared 7 ” 

‘YTs " 

“And when did you notice that it had disappeared?” 
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“It v r as several da^s later, I don't know exactly " 

“I think you do knov exactly, Mr Blake It disappeared on the day Sarah 
Gittings’ body was found " 

“Possiblj I'm not certain ” 

“What is 5 our explanation of tliat disappearance?" 

‘T\ e told you that before I think it was stolen ” 

“As a part of the plot against you?" 

“Possibly." 

“You did not conceal it yourself? I mean, you did not feel that its presence 
vas a dangerous thing in }our house?" 

“I thought of that, naturally. Yes ” 

“But >ou did not hide it ” 

Jim made an effort, moistened his dry lips 
“Not exactly I put it m a closet ” 

“What closet?” 

“The liquor closet, m die hall,” 

“And you locked it there?" 

‘Yes." 

“Then the story that it was missing from the hall was not true?" 

“Not entirely But it is true that it disappeared It was taken from there " 
“You had the key to that closet?" 

‘Yes" 

“Was there more than one key?" 

“No, I have wondered since if Amos took it I was m bed He could have 
taken the key." 

“And why would Amos do that?" 

He was utterly confused by that time, famt, sagged m his chair and gray of 
face. 

“He may have known— he may have thought—" 

“ What did Amos know?” 

And then Inspector Hamson walked into the room, and laid something 
on the table Jim took one look at it, and fainted dead away 


CHAPTER XVIII 

In the cellar Inspector Hamson had renewed his prowling about, the Fed- 
eral officers mildly interested, and Amos watching his movements with a sort 
of fascinated terror 

He rapped on the cement walls again, inspected the ceiling Now and 
then, furtively, he looked at the Negro, and it seemed to him that the Negro 
was increasingly alarmed each time he neared the coal cellar But the coal 
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cellar was full of coal. It had overflowed into the mam cellar, and lay about. 
And suddenly Inspector Harrison remembered that it was spring. 

“Plenty of coal, for the summer?” he said to Amos Cook with coal? 

“No, sir. With gas,” said Amos. 

“And when did you get in all this coal?” „ 

“I don’t rightly remember, sir. Seems to me it was m May some time. 
Inspector Harrison stooped down, and cleared a few lumps from the margin 


of the heap. 

<r What’s under here? Cement?” 
“I don’t rightly know, sir.” 


But it was not cement. 

There was a shovel on the coal, and at first they put Amos to work on it. 
He was terrified He made noisy protests, but there were three of them, grim 
and determined. They were not inhuman, however, for as the Negro began 
to play out they took the shovel from him. One after the other, they dug into 
the coal, throwing it out onto the clean cemented floor, scrutinizing it, and 
then falling to work again It required more than two hours to clear the place, 
but at last they reached the end and they had found nothing. 

There was the hard-pounded black earth, glistening with black dust under 
their flashlights, and no sign that it had been disturbed One of the men 
laughed. 

“Well, that’s that,” he said, “and now I want a bath and a bed. Let’s go.” 

But the Inspector was not listening He was watching Amos, and Amos 
was smiling again 

“If that’s all you gentlemen want,” he said, “you all can go up and I’ll put 
out the light.” 

The Inspector was wiping his face, which was streaming. 

“What’s the hurry, Amos?” he said gently. 

“There’s no liquor here, sir You’ve seen for yourself” 

“Have I? Well, maybe that’s so. Now, Amos, if you’ll go wherever you 
have to go to get a bucket of water, and will bring it here — •” 

“There’s a lavatory on the first floor, sir ” 

“Do what you’re told,” the Inspector said sharply. “And be quick about 


The Federal officers were examining their hands for blisters and swearing 
at the dust Amos went cheerfully up the cellar stairs, and came back m a 
moment with Ins pail He earned soap and a towel also, and his face was a 
study when the Inspector passed them back to him 
The next procedure, however, astounded the Negro. With one of the of- 
cers 10 mg a light close to the surface of the ground, the Inspector went 
over it carefully He would pour a little water on the earth and watch it, then 
move on, repeating the performance 

Suddenly he muttered something and asked for the shovel Amos gave it 
Negro ’ ' m ^ 6Xed ° n the earth > hls color Uie Peculiar gray of the terrified 
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And there, not more than a foot bcncatli the surface. Inspector Harrison 
came across the sword-stick 

I can still sec the rather smug complacence of his manner at the trial 

“l then sent Amos for a pail of v>ater” 

Perhaps you would better explain to the jury your purpose in sending for 
that water” 

'In case of buried objects the surface of the ground may not appear to 
ha\e been disturbed. In case however that it has been recently dug up, small 
bubbles of air will appear when water has been poured over it ” 

“And were there such bubbles?” 

“Plenty of them ” 

So there they stood m that cellar, the four of them. One of the Federal 
officers whistled softly Amos was staring at the tiling, popeyed with terror 
It must have savored to him of witchcraft, that discovery, this detective, this 
policeman, muttering incantations to himself and then turning out that 
weapon into the cruel light 

My Gawd Almighty!” said Amos, and turning, ran up the stairs. 

They did not bother to follow him The Inspector carefully wrapped the 
thing m paper, and some one telephoned to the District Attorney’s office 
They had been holding poor Jim for the message 

But they held him after the message also. Jim Blake was placed under 
arrest that night, and within three days he had been indicted by the Grand 
Jury for the murder of Sarah Gittmgs 

He was to be tried only for the murder of poor Sarah, but m the opinion 
of the public at that time Jim Blake was guilty of two, and m the minds of 
the police, of a third one 

Press comment was universally approving That the police would not have 
taken this drastic step “without good and sufficient reason”, that "murder is 
murder, whether committed by the gangster or by the individual m high place 
m the community”; that "the District Attorney’s office is to be congratulated 
m having at last taken steps to solve these crimes,” these were some of the 
comments 

Jim had been arrested after one o’clock Tuesday night, or rather early 
Wednesday morning, the eighteenth Sarah had been dead for precisely a 
month 

We were stunned with horror. It came as less of a surprise to me than to 
the others, but it was a shock for all that. 

We did little or nothing that first day Jim was m a cell m the jail and 
had sent for his lawyer, Godfrey Lowell Late m the day Godfrey came m to 
see me, and his face was very grave Jim’s cell was damp and the food 
terrible, but these things he passed by with a gesture 

“Pie’s not telling all he knows,” he said "He says he’s innocent, and I 
believe he is But he isn’t frank He’s holding something back.” 

Nevertheless, Jim’s story as Godfrey told it to us that afternoon m the 
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library, was sufficiently damning. Kathenne hardly spoke during that recital. 
Dick sat holding Judy’s hand, but 1 doubt if Kathcnne noticed it. 

Briefly Tim admitted having had an appointment to meet Sarah that n v , 
bnt not m the park or by letter. She had, he maintained, telephoned to him. 
“I have never received a letter from her, then, or at any tune/ In this mes- 
sage, evidently sent after she had met Florence Gunther on the street and 
received the envelope, she had asked him to meet her that night on a \cn 


urgent matter. , 

The address she gave was a house on Halkelt Street, and he determined 

to walk, going by way of the park 

On the way, however, he found that he had left the house number m his 
other clothing — he had changed to a walking suit and he stopped at a drug- 
store to call her up She had started, however; he talked to Judy for a moment 
and then went on, taking the short cut through the comer of the Larimer lot. 

He remembered that the house was m the seventeen hundred block on 
Halkett Street, and that he was to ask for a Miss Gunther When he reached 
the block m quesbon he had walked along slowly, and at one of the houses 
a youngish woman was waibng on the steps 

He asked if she knew of a Miss Gunther in the vicinity, and she said that 
that was her name, and that Sarah had not yet armed. 

They went together into the house and waited m the parlor It was a 
boarding house, but although the door into the hall was open, he saw no one 
except a colored woman who passed by shortly before he left. 

The Gunther woman had been silent and very nervous As tame went on 
and Sarah did not arrive she seemed almost hysterical, and at twenty minutes 
to ten he had gone away, stall m the dark as to wdiy he had been there at all. 

“Florence Gunther apparently refused to tell him,” Godfrey said “He 
came home by the same route, mystified over the whole business He reached 
the path up the hill at or about ten o’clock, stopped to rest halfway up 
and then went on He maintains that he knew nothing about Sarah until he 
got your word that she was missing, and that he never saw her that night at 
all” 


"And the sword-stack?” Judy asked. “What does he say about that?” 

That he hid it m the closet, but he did not bury it ” 

Kathenne spoke, after a long silence 

“When they found the stack, I suppose they had searched the house?” 

I understand that they did, and that they found certain things which they 
believe strengthen the case ” 

“His letters? Everything?” 

He had burned his letters. He had felt that this was coming, and yester- 
day he more or less got ready Nothing important, he says, but he didn’t care 
to have them going through his papers ” 

I thought that Kathenne looked relieved. 

1 have re-read that paragraph I know now that she was relieved But I 
do not know even now what she had thought of that frantic inquiry of his, 
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and his warning to send the reply by hand It was burned, anyhow. She must 
have found some comfort m that 

How could she know that after that scene m the District Attorney’s office 
Inspector Harrison had gone back to Jim’s house, armed with a small box 
and a delicate pair of tweezers, and had taken from the grate m that hand- 
some room of Jim’s certain charred and blackened fragments of paper ash. 

Some time, that day or the next, he must have spent a painful hour over 
them They had to be steamed and softened, and then they had to be laid 
out on a gummed paper and carefully pressed down But he had his reward 
in tlie end He had one sentence of nine words 

It must ha\ e puzzled him, however. 

Late that evening the Inspector came m to see me, but he made no men- 
tion of his discovery m the fireplace He seemed indeed to be rather apolo- 
getic, and he broke numberless toothpicks into fragments and strewed the 
floor with them. 

He had to tell me that Howard had been poisoned, and he plainly hated 
doing it 

“No need of telling Mrs. Somers or Miss Judy,” he said. “After all, he may 
have done it himself, although that would be small comfort to them.” He 
looked at me. “Everything all nght with them?” he asked “Happy married 
life, and so on?” 

“Absolutely. He never killed himself. Inspector ” 

“Maybe not Cyanide of potassium,” he said reflectively “Quick and sure, 
but no imagination m it No real imagination m any of these murders, for 
that matter. Now Walter has imagination; Blake hasn’t ” 

“Walter?” I said sharply. 

“He didn’t commit them, of course. Why should he? Leave out his affection 
for his father, and still he wouldn't The copy of the will is missing. To kill 
the witnesses wouldn’t get him anywhere No, Walter Somers is out I don’t 
have too much faith in alibis, but he didn’t do it.” 

Before he left he told me that the Grand Jury would have the case by 
Friday, and that it would undoubtedly bring m a true bill. But he did not 
seem particularly happy over it. 

“The more I study crime,” he said, “the less I know about the criminal 
Take this case* these three murders were cold and audacious. They were 
committed by a man without fear and without scruple They were fiendishly 
clever. 

“Yet we run into this situation, we find and arrest the criminal, because 
he has not been clever at all He has buned his weapon m his house, although 
if he killed Somers he could have dropped it into a dozen streams on that 
trip of his He has absolute nerve, a thing few men possess, and he famts 
when he is confronted with it He is strong enough to get into that air shaft 
and to pull himself out later— a thing I couldn’t do, and I’m a strong man for 
my age— and here’s his doctor swearing he’s a sick man, has been sick for 
several years 
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“I’ve built this case I’ve got evidence enough to comicl Jim Rlalc and 
5 till have some left over. But I’m not satisfied. Not yet anyhow. 

He broke three toothpicks in rapid succession 

“Personally, I don’t believe we have scratched the surface of the thing C -o 
back to the night Miss Judy was hurt And, by the nay, has she e\er told 
you why she went to the garage that night?” 

“She said she wanted a foot rule ” 

“But she asked Joseph where the ladder was kept, didn’t she? 

“Yes ” 

“Now what did she want with that ladder? To look at it or to use it? 

“I haven’t any idea, Inspector.” 

“Curious,” he said. “She had something m her mind. She’s shrewd Now 
let’s go over that night. 

“Joseph has heard the dogs barking m the shrubbery, they stop suddenly 
as though they had recognized the intruder. You and Joseph start to the 
garage, and Joseph hears something I-Ie calls ‘What’s that?’ There is no an- 
swer, and you both go on Some one is in the shrubbery, or has passed 
through it. The next day I find footprints there, not the original ones. 
Planted. And by the way, those prints were made by a woman’s shoe I’ve 
done some work on them! Not shoes from this house, however Joseph and 
I have seen to that. 

“But here’s the point Miss Judy was hurt at ten o’clock, and it w as two 
when Norah saw this figure on the grounds. 

“And here is what I want to know. Where would Jim Blake go, between 
ten and two o’clock at night, to get a pair of shoes belonging to a heavy 
woman who walked on the outsides of her feet? He has no women m Ins 
house. Even his laundry goes out 

“And why would Jim Blake cover those footprints as skillfully as he did, 
and then bury that cane m his cellar? The act of a fool or a lunatic, and the 
man who made those pnnts was neither.” 

“Have you told the District Attorney all tins, Inspector?” 

“He wants an indictment That’s Ins business.” And he added* “A man 
who’s been indicted by the Grand Jury has a pretty hard fame of it His trial 
may prove him innocent, but he’s got the stigma anyhow.” 

He picked up a pencil from my desk, examined it, laid it down. 

Lets go back still farther,” he said, “to when Blake first talked to you 
about Sarah Gittmgs’ disappearance When was that, and where?” 

In this room, the next day When she did not come back I sent for him 
He was uneasy, but that was all.” 

“You recall nothing else?” 

^ Nothmg important I remember now that he asked about Howard.” 
What did he ask?” 

been" here laSty”” 8 ab ° Ul h ' S ^ ^ aUe t0 travc1 ’ l£ he had 

Tile Inspector slid forward on lus chair 
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“That’s an interesting point. Now why would he ask such a question? The 
talk, I gather, had been about Sarah Gittmgs?” 

“Entirely.” 

“And he knew Mr. Somers’ condition, of course. Did you understand from 
that that he had reasons for thinking that Somers had been m town?” 

“Yes I remember that it surprised me He asked me if I was certain that 
Howard had not been m town I thought it unlikely, myself.” 

“I suppose you have no reason to think that he had been here?” And when 
I shook my head, “Don’t answer that too quickly. Think it over, Miss Bell 
Sometimes we think we know all about certain individuals, only to find that 
we know nothing at all. Why did Howard Somers secretly alter his will last 
summer while he was here? What is tins secret fund of fifty thousand dollars? 
And what made Mr Blake ask if he had been here recently?” 

“I don’t believe Howard was here He was ill, and his wife seldom left 
him ” 

“But it would be possible? Some night when his wife had retired early? 
Or was out to dinner 7 He had a fast car, of course, and a dependable 
chauffeur ” 

“Possible 7 Yes, I daresay But why?” 

“That’s the point, exactly If you can induce Mr. Blake to tell his attorneys 
why he asked you that question it might be helpful.” He moved impatiently. 

“If people only told all they knew, there would be no miscarriages of justice. 
But out of fear or self-interest or the idea of protecting somebody they keep 
their mouths shut, and so we have these mystenes. Look at you yourself, 
you bum that carpet, and produce evidence against Jim Blake that to tiie 
average jury is enough to send him to the chair! Why did you bum 1 a 
did you find that we'd overlooked? I’d been over that carpet with a fine tooth 

comb.” 

“And there was no oil on it?” 

“Oil! You found oil on that carpet?” 

“I did indeed A ring of oil.” 

He got up and reached for his hat 

“It may interest you to know,” he said, that there was no 01 on ^ a carpe 
when I examined it, the morning after Florence Gunther s mur er 

But whatever conclusion he drew from that, his last speech that night 


was a small comfort to me 

“Well, I don’t see how that will help with a jury, he said, rather heavily 
“On the surface it’s a water-tight case, Miss Bell He had the weapon and the 
motive The only thing he didn’t have-and you’ll have to excuse the wor 
was the guts Mmd you,” he added, “I’m not saying that Blake is innocent 
He looks as guilty as hell But I am saying that there are discrepancies, and 
I’ve got to have an explanation of some of them. 
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CHAPTER XIX 


That was on Wednesday the eighteenth, a month after Sarah s death and 

about six weeks before Joseph was shot ~ A 

I went upstairs that night exhausted both mentally and physica ly, 

Tudv curled on my bed and very despondent. 

“Let me stay awhile," she pleaded “Until mother comes in, anyhow, i 


want to talk.” 

“I didn't know she had gone out,” I said m surprise ^ 

“She took Robert and the car. I think she went to Uncle Jim's To I me 


That surprised me, but Judy explained that it was to select some clothing 
to be sent to the Jail 

“Only why would it take her all this time — ” she added, almost pettishly. 
“I didn't hear the car " 

“You're a little deaf, you know, Elizabeth Jane. I wouldn’t be surprised 
if a lot goes on that you don't hear. Or hear about ” 

“What goes on that I don’t hear about?” 

“You didn't hear Ehse scream last night.” 

“I had taken a sleeping tablet,” I said with dignity. “And what did Ehse 
scream about?” 

“She saw the ghost,” said Judy. 

And when I came to examine that story, and to talk to Ehse, I had to 
admit that she had seen something 

The Frenchwoman was still pale when I saw her. It appears that she had 
wanted to tell me the story, but that Joseph had sternly ordered her to keep 
quiet. Also that she was under no circumstances to tell the women servants, 
or she might “have the cooking and the housework on her hands.” That seems 
to have been sufficient, but she had told Judy, talking m her rapid gesticu- 
lating French 

But her story gamed credibility by the fact that she spoke no English, al- 
though she had understood Joseph well enough She could have had no 
knowledge of the talk m the kitchen and servants' hall, rand indeed Joseph 
had told me later that he had warned both women to keep their mouths 
dosed over the whole business 

Iicr story, punctuated by dramatic pauses where Judy saw that my French 
was inadequate, was as follows 

She uas occupying Mary Martin’s room, and the night as I have said was 
sultry and like midsummer She went to bed leaving her door open, but tbe 
breeze was from the opposite side of the house She got up and opened the 
door across, thinking that it belonged to a room there 
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It was, however, the door to the attic staircase which she had opened, 
and she was surprised to find not only the steps but that a famt light was 
going somewhere above 

She was cunous rather than alarmed. In her bare feet and nightdress she 
went on up quietly, but not thinking of caution However, near the top she 
must have made some sound. She had only an instant to see a white figure 
bending over something The next moment she was tumbling down the stair- 
case But she was not quick enough The thing, and she shuddered when she 
said it, the tiling overtook her and passed her. She felt the brushing of its 
spectral garments, as she put it, and it was then that she screamed 
When Joseph found her— the women would not stir out of their rooms— she 
was locked m her room and was still screaming It was some time before he 
could induce her to open her door. 

When I talked to her, which was that night, she was still sitting m Kath- 
erine’s room and obstinately refusing to go to bed 
“I think you dreamed it, Ehse,” said Judy “What’s the use of being a 
fool? There is no such tiling as a ghost” 

“I saw it I touched it, mademoiselle ” 

“Well, you can’t touch a ghost And mind you, nothing of this nonsense to 
mother Go to bed and say your prayers. That ought to help.” 

We had to take her up ourselves finally, and wait until she was safely 
locked m Then and only then did Judy look directly at me 

“Now,” she said. “She saw something, or somebody She may be an idiot, 
but I’ll say this for her. It takes a lot to keep her out of her bed 

Together we went up to the attic, but although it was rather ghastly at 
that hour of the night, I could not find that anything had been disturbed 
Judy it appeared had been up before, and had found nothing 

It was from Joseph, still waiting m the pantry to admit Katherine, that 

I secured what looked like a partial explanation ^ 

“The sewing room window on the second floor was open, he said I 
think he got out there, madam He could drop to the roof of the kitchen 
porch” 

He had, it seems, instructed Elise to say that she had seen a mouse! Whic 
as Judy said was from the sublime to the ridiculous. 

Katherine came m very late, and I thought she looked rather better. 

She had been going over Jim’s house, she said, and she had decided to 
move over there 

“It looks as though I shall be here for some time, Elizabeth,” she said At 
least until they have cleared Jim of this ridiculous trumped-up charge And 
there are three of us. I don’t like to crowd you I can get the servants from 

New York, and be quite comfortable ” 

I made no demur. I saw that she was determined, although Judy looked 

rather unhappy over it 

“What will you do with Amos?” 
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“I sliall let him go,” she said with decision “I don’t like him and I 

don’t trust him.” . . . 

The net result of which was that Amos gave his damaging testimony be l ore 

the Grand Jury and then disappeared. 

That was on Friday, May the twentieth. 

I daresay some such system must exist, but the whole proceeding drove 
me almost to madness And it was sheer farce from beginning to end 'Flic 
result was a foregone conclusion, with as Godfrey Lowell says, the indict- 
ment typed and ready to sign before it began. 

There was no chance from the first, from that sonorous opening by the 
District Attorney. “Gentlemen of the Grand Jury, it becomes my duty tins 
morning to bring to your attention a most serious case. On the night of the 
eighteenth of Apnl last, when most of us were peacefully asleep in our beds, 
a human life was ended under circumstances so brutal that they stun the 
normal mind A woman named Sarah Gitbngs, a nurse, devoted solely to a 
career of service, was atrociously murdered.” There followed certain details, 
dramatically presented, and after that “Through the efforts of the police 
department an array of facts lias been discovered, winch points to a certain 
individual as the guilty man These facts will now be presented to you by 
certain witnesses, and it is for you to decide whether a true bill shall be pre- 
sented against this prisoner, or not. 

“Shall we proceed, Mr Foreman?” 

From that until the end the mounting testimony against Jim was appalling 
The District Attorney grew more and more unctuous, and his secret satisfac- 
tion was evident When all was over he made, I believe, a dramatic gesture 
with his hands, and standing by the table, ran his eyes along the half circle of 
chairs 


“Gentlemen,” he said, in a low voice, “I have done my duty. Now must you 
do yours ” 

As he closed the door behind him and stepped into the hall, Dick says 
that he was stall acting for the benefit of the press men and the crowd. He 
stood still, half leaning against the door like an exhausted man, and mopped 
his forehead with a fine handkerchief, faintly scented Then he drew himself 
up, justice personified, and marched along the corridor 

But m between those two dramatic moments were two days of sheer horror 
for us 

The secrecy of the procedure, the oaths of silence, the occasional cheerful 
amusement of the twenty-three men who sat m that semicircle of chairs, the 
terrified or determined faces of the witnesses, the avid crowd of reporters 
outside studying these faces as they came and went, and then rushing to 
their typewriters “It is reported that Miss Bell stated — ” 

Building a case that might send a man to the chair, out of staircase gossip, 
a look, a gesture, or such information as was refused by the District At- 
torney but managed somehow to reach them via his office 
Experts came and went The heap of exhibits on the long table grew, poor 
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Sarah s stained and pierced clothing, the ghastly fragments of Florence Gun- 
thers checked dress and blue coat, for although Jim was only charged with 
Sarah s murder, there was no legal limits, no laws of testimony, to be con- 
sidered before the Grand Jury. 

The sword-stick was brought m, its ancient mechanism arousing a sort of 
childlike interest among the jurymen, and small boxes of earth, each duly 
ticketed and bearing the impress of the stick as Jim had touched the ground 
with it And Dick telephoned once to say that there was a story among the 
newspaper men that something had been carried m, carefully covered with 
a cloth, and that the story was that a letter Jim had burned had been re- 
stored, and had been introduced as incriminating. 

We were all in the library, and I thought Katherine started when Judy 
repeated this. But she said nothing She sat staring at her emerald nng, and 
made no comment. 

The list of exhibits grew. Sarah's uniform, with a mirror so that the writing 
on the sleeve might be read; the plaster casts of the foot marks Inspector 
Hamson had made in my garden, the snaps from the carpet which had been 
rescued from my furnace, even the pencil which Walhe had found m the 
airshaft, the fragments of broken glass from my drawing room door, the rope 
which had once tied the dogs, and had later on been used to drag poor Sarah's 
body down the hill, and certain pages m Sarah's own hand of her sick-room 
records, designed to show that the reversed writing on Sarah’s sleeve was 
authentic. 

There were photographs, also. Showing the sewer structure, showing poor 
Sarah within it, showing the well-marked spot where the body had lam near 
the tree and that room of hers as it was discovered the next day Florence's 
room was there too, and Sarah's, in the disorder m which we had found it 
on the morning of the nineteenth of April. 

It must have been like sitting through a crime play to those jurymen, lifted 
out of their humdrum lives into that welter of crime and clues and blood. 

And against all that, what had we? My own testimony, received with evi- 
dent skepticism, that the man on my stairs the night of Sarah's murder 
had not worn light golf knickers, but conventional dark trousers! At no time 
was it brought out that the stains m Jim's car had been put there later; 
were not there when the police examined it the following day. It was suf- 
ficient that I had burned the carpet And when I suggested that any juryman 
over forty was welcome to try to hang m the light shaft by his hands, and 
then to try to pull himself out of it, there was general laughter. 

There was also one other development which left us m little doubt of the 
final outcome This was the introduction on the second day of the colored 
woman, Clarissa, from the Bassett house on Halkett Street 

It was Dick too who reported this to us He had seen her taken m, uneasy 
and yet somehow deadly. A big woman, powerful and determined but fright- 
ened When she came out her relief was manifest, and Dick took advantase 
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of llial relief He followed D r #oht Dt d 
he had lenmuh 

Briefly tins v.onnn, Clm • i. hum' t % 1 
slated that on the wrhl of So.di' mm.'- f 1 -> ■* D 
IlaUvCll Street house v.ilh Wonm* forntm' isj ‘ 
her for an hour or mors mul'ln u*m*nb '< f to u ' ^ 

That we already 1 ww Hut 4 lu h d bullin' * 
to loch the front door before k, wum (or lb o* mb ,r 
mg and that she remembued drtm f h* " h >t os h 
“He said Td better start, th? n 1 rn \ mn‘ 

Some little hope hnv.cur we h id on tV - «nd t 
copies of the two will' and the*. do 5 *, m 
as though thev might he lord nm fur > 1 n s x 
to the ftfl\ thousand doll os tumid le d < ! .sir .< 

But to offset that the District Atirnm- p r " us 
he had held for the psydmlo'ur d tntnv it 11*. bm i. Id u\ J 

and his golf shoes, to pro\e tint by labor dor. b f t 

quantities on both. And lie re-mlrodutcd the t4t o*J 'U- 1 

The blade of the weapon hid bun cm foils ** V \ b if fe 
sheath, when it had bun Hided in iht hbi.\Om\, tbnc 1 d 
needle of the same variety as hut been found o*i S * V cb t 
mistaknblc traces of blood Human blood 

It was after that that the District Attorney made In dr nr* *. ; 
“Gentlemen, I have clone m\ duty Now uuvt you do \>rir ” 

I daresay none of us was greatly surprised at the outrone ( 
least twenty-two out of the tncnti -three nun on the Grmd Jtry 
Jim guilty, and the indictment was ngntd, hte on the Heoud d •*, 

Katlienne received the news better than 1 hid cvpcctul 
“An indictment is not a verdict,” she such quotum Gndfn »« ]/ 
doubt. 

Judy, however, took it scry* hard and as for W.iljte, the ehut on hun 
seemed devastating Newspaper extras had announced the remit and he came 
m while Judy and I w f ere at dinner Katherine heel retired to her bed, and 
to tea and toast on a tray. 

“The damned fools!” he said “The-danmed fool*.’ ’ 

Judy looked at lnm out of eyes that were red and swollen 
t Since when have you changed your mind 7 You w ere sure enough ” 

“Well, I was a damned fool myself That’s all lie didn't do it And he'll 
never suffer for it, I promise you that, Judv. Nothing is going to h ippen to 
him ” 

Even if you have to tell all you know'? Why don’t you do that now and 
save time? You might die or get run over, and then where is he?” 

He said nothing I had had a good look at him by that time and I must 
confess that his appearance shocked me His clothes were impressed. Ins 
eyes were congested, as from sleepless nights, and he had developed a curious 
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tic; now and again, by some involuntary contraction of the muscles, his left 
shoulder lifted and his head ierked to the right. I saw that he tried to control 
it by keeping his left hand in his coat pocket, but in spite of him up would 
go the shoulder. It was pitiful. 

I saw, too, that he had not wanted to come, that he had dreaded the 
visit, and that to reinforce his courage he had taken a drink or two before he 
started. Not that he showed any effect, but that the room was full of it 

Judy eyed him. 

“You look terrible/' she said. “And stop jerking. You'll have me doing it. 
Stop jerking and tell us where Mary Martin is.” 

He said he did not know, and sat in silence until we had finished. It was 
not until Judy had gone up to her mother and we had moved into the library 
that he spoke again. 

“Look here,” he said. “How soon are you going away for the summer?” 

“How soon are they going to release Jim Blake?” 

‘That's ridiculous,” he said sharply. “He's well enough where he is. He’ll 
get some of the cocktails and food out of his system, that’s all. They’ll never 
send him to the chair. They can’t send him to the chair. It’s absurd.” 

But it seemed to me that he was listening to his own words, trying to 
believe them, and that when he looked at me his bloodshot eyes were pleading 
with me. “You believe that too, don’t you?” they said. “They’ll never send 
him to the chair. They can’t send him to the chair. It’s absurd ” 

“When I’m certain of that I shall go away. Not before, Wallie.” 

He jerked again, rather dreadfully. 

“Not if I ask you to go?” he said. 

“Why should you ask me to go?” 

“Because I don’t think you are safe here.” 

“Who could have any design against me? I have no enemies; no actively 
murderous ones anyhow. I mind my own business and my conscience is as 
clear as the ordinary run of consciences Why should I run away? 

“I’m telling you That’s all Get away, and get Judy away. 

“Then you know something I don’t know, and it is your business to tell 
me what it is ” 

He refused to be drawn, however, and with all the questions I had m 
mind, managed to get away before I could ask him any of them. Save one, 
and that had a cunous effect on him 

“Can you tell me,” I said, “why Mary Martin suggested to Judy that your 
father should not be left alone at night?” 

“Because he was sick That’s enough, isn’t it? Why try to read into this 
case something that isn’t there? And why drag her m? She has nothing to do 
with the case Absolutely nothing She’s as innocent as— as Judy. 

I made my decision then, to tell him the facts as to his father s death I 
told him as gently as I could, with my hand on his arm But he showed no 
surprise and pretended none Save that he grew a shade paler he kept himself 
well m hand 
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I felt then that he had been certain of it from the day Howard died. 
Tim was arraigned a day or so later. It was a hideous ordeal for him, and 
for the rest of ns, the courtroom crowded, and the crowd hostile. It seemed 
to me that the concentrated hatred m that room was a menace m itself, that 
if thought is a force, as I believe that it is, there was enough malignancy 
there to have destroyed a man. 

They had brought him from the jail in the Black Maria; very carefully 
dressed, he was, and holding his head high. He had not come alone There 
were criminals with him, black and white and even one yellow man He had 
to wait while they entered their pleas, and he fixed his eyes on Katherine I 
saw her smile at him, and her whole face warmed A queer woman, Katherine, 
filled with surprises 

He hstened gravely to the reading of the indictment, and nodded a sort of 
mute thank-you to the clerk when he had finished I saw him draw a long 
breath, and I fancy he had meant that his “Not guilty'” was to be a full- 
bodied and manly thing, a ringing assertion of his innocence But he failed. 
At the last moment he looked at the crowd, and its concentrated hatred struck 
him like a blow m the chest I saw his spirit fall under it and lie there a 
broken thing, and Judy moaned a little His “Not guilty” was not heard be- 
yond the front benches, and he knew it. 

Some hysterical woman somewhere giggled, and he heard it I have never 
seen such torture m a man's face When they took him out he stopped at 
the prisoners’ door, as though he would come back and face them down, 
but Godfrey Lowell put a hand on his arm, and he went out to face again 
the battery of news photographers waiting outside 

I have one of those pictures now It shows him handcuffed to another 
prisoner and with his head bent The other man is .smiling 


CHAPTER XX 


So we entered mto that period of dreadful waiting between the indictment 
and e trial Not that the waiting was to be long The prosecution was 
omg e\eiy thing possible to get the case on the docket before court closed 
m June, and the press was urging haste 

On the twenty-fourth of May, Tuesday, Katherine moved into Jim's house, 
and took Judy with her Apparently she paid no attention to the curious 
oo ' o e neighbors, or to the cars which halted m the street to survey 
me House bhe was like a noman set apart, not so much hardened as isolated 
as caura wrote “She seems superhuman to me I’d come on if she wanted 

Poor frai \ W , y sl ? e doesn,t And wllat is this mysterious fund, anyhow? 

wdlSw f,. a t double We “ems rather incredible, at his age 
that heart of his As for the rest of it, I don’t see why Wallie shouldn’t 
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to defend fa ^hel2d%*lymt Z^vhdeft get ** ^ ™ en 

m «,» o,„d ii'iss-.tc 
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own staff from New York had t a l» £ S ' ^ m ° S 7™ f one ’ and a P art of her 
room I do noTknow W J i 1 h ‘ S P ' aCe ’ ^ st how they found house- 
and so matters went on flT/ h °Y bey ma I na S ed - J ad V reported to me daffy, 

my house and * % S °\ Jlm m ' aJ ’ 1 alone <*ce more m 

hoiKf ct ’ x, Katlierme moving silently and austerely about that little 

£ SKttr coffe r m f fe b /t garden and — ■* S 

«f t0ld ™ r h - wished to see fteman^ 

«r ^ . H °tel, and wanted me to go witli her. 

4< but why, Judy?" 

rnerf I C W tha t y » She thmks somethln g must have happened here last sum- 

«3J e bote * wouldn't know about it/' 

ey might know if father had had any visitors/' 

thm/J anC £ d y 3t me ' &en looked away - 1 thmk she felt that there was some- 
refused bof^ ** PI7ing mt ° 3 dead man ’ s past ' and tbat she had herself 

1 a§I jf ed ’ however. It seemed the least I could do, although I do not fre- 

beln I° tC S ‘ 1 bad never been lnside the Imperial m my life. I daresay I 
s a aeration which is absurd to the present one, but it has always 

pleasure 0 ^ ^ Well " bred foIk sbouId use hotels as necessities, not for 

But the hotel manager, a short ruddy man, swollen somewhat with ennJ 
wing, was unable to help us. 

I knew Mr. Somers well, of course,'' he said, "and I gave him the suite 
e usually occupied I remember asking him if he wanted so much snace 

_ ° r h ^? ne aIone ' UsualIy he brought his valet. He said he did, and I went 
up with him myself. 

“I thought he looked tired, and I suggested he have dinner m Inc c,tw 
room He said he would, and that his son would dine with him g 

‘The attack came on just after dinner. I was m the lobby when thr xvnrJ 
came, and I went up The hotel doctor was there, and we got Doctor Si- 
uionds also He— it looked pretty senous for a while '' 

‘Walter Somers was there when it occurred?" 

Yes He telephoned for help.” 

As to visitors, he did not know. The floor clerk might remember F mm 
her desk near the elevator she could see the doors of the suite clearly, and 
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of course Mr. Somers was an important guest It was a chance, anyhow She 
had lcnown Mr. Somers for years, and naturally his grave illness had been a 

matter of interest and solicitude. , 

A pleasant enough little man, if rather unctuous. He took us to the sixth 

floor and left us with the floor clerk. I imagine he had wanted to remain, 
hut Katherine’s “thank you” was a dismissal He turned and went away. 

The clerk at the desk on the sixth floor turned out to be a middle-aged 
woman, with keen eyes and a shrewd mouth. Long ago, I daresay, she had 
lost any illusions as to the men and women whose comings and goings it was 
her business to watch They came and went, intent on their own affairs, 
hardly aware of her at all But she saw them and studied them; their tragedies, 
their seno-comedies. A thousand small dramas were played about her, and 
sometimes she was audience, and occasionally she was God. 

I saw that Kathenne had impressed her, even before she heard her name, 
her air of breeding, the heavy handsome black she wore But Katherine w as 
intent on herself and her problem, her eyes were on that long corridor, with 
its mirrors and heavy jars, its chairs and its rows of doors 

“You were here, I believe, while my husband was ill last summer?” 

“Yes, Mrs Somers He was m six-ten, the comer suite down there ” 

But Kathenne did not look, although I did 

“And I suppose that you know we are m trouble. Very great trouble.” 
“I do indeed I am so sorry.” 

But the interview, at the time at least, appeared to develop very little. 
Miss Todd, the floor clerk, was on duty from four o’clock m the afternoon 
until midnight, when she turned m her keys to the mam office and went 
home. 

She knew of no visitors to Howard dunng those hours 
His son came and went,” she said “At first, when Mr. Somers was critically 
ill he stayed all night, getting such sleep as he could, and there was a day 
nurse and a night nurse When Miss Gittmgs came she replaced the day 
nurse, and after he began to gam strength she took the case herself. The 
night nurse was dismissed She wanted it that way.” 

The evening he was taken sick, do you remember anything unusual about 
that?” 

Well, I do, m a way Mr. Walter Somers came out about ten minutes 
e ore t le attack. He had his hat, and I remember thinking he had eaten 
ins dinner in a hurry He came along to about that third door there, then 
ne ramed right around and went back again ” 

“And it was after that that he telephoned for help?” 

About ten minutes Yes ” 

x r Cn ^ e | lesi t a ted She was a proud woman, and only desperation could 
iia\e torced the next question 

on !hTattach?k n0W ^ ^ Cre ^ ^ een a fl uarre l? Some excitement, to bring 
It was Miss Todd s turn to look embarrassed 
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whTS’c l h3 f I Uie ‘° *T Waiter > WJIiam ’ said ftere were some words 

Mk a good te ” ’ Mr ' WaIte l0 ° ked UpSet ’ But *** “ 

“He had no idea what the trouble was? Did he hear anything? I am sorry " 
Mienne interrupted herself, “but this may be more vital than you rS 
Wat was said? What did this William hear?" 

William’s gone now, but he said Mr, Somers had accused Mr. Walter of 

w!^ f mething And he said: ‘You can’t put that over on me. I know. 
, g0t the , ^ and lf y° u ^lnk you are going to hold that over me you can 

mK again Those are not the exact words, but after he took sick William 
came here and told me.” 

Katherine sat very still, thinking that over. It must have satisfied that 
runous jealousy of hers that Howard and Wallie had quarreled. But it must 
nave puzzled her, too, as it was certainly puzzling me. She drew off her 
gloves, sat smoothing them absently. 

Ut eourse w as nothing serious,” Miss Todd went on brightly, 
mgs were all right after that, and Mr. Walter was devotion itself. He 
came in every day. He was nice to everybody. We all liked him.” 

Katherine moved m her chair. 

4 Did Mr. Somers have any other visitors?” 

Well, it was summer and his friends were all away. There were the doc- 

ors, of course. Doctor Simonds had called in several. But I remember no 
callers” 

Were you on duty when Mr. Waite came m?” 

"Yes Both days. The manager, Mr. Hendrickson, brought him up himself 
We had only the stenographer with him, she sat here until Mr. Waite opened 
tne door and signaled to her A quiet person. They came back again the 
second day, and I think they called up the notary from downstairs Mr. 

alter brought him up, I believe, but I was at my supper at the time.” 

“Was his son— was Walter Somers with his father at these times?” 

On the first day he met Mr. Waite m the hall and took him in. But he 
aid not stay. He came out and rang for the elevator I remember that, be- 
cause he brought me some flowers from the sickroom. He said his father 
ad suggested it He had just received a large box.” 

I saw a quick flicker of suspicion m Katherine's eyes, and I knew that her 
quick jealousy had been again aroused. Flowers to her meant a woman, and 
Wl th some justification, at that Men do not ordinarily send boxes of flowers 
to other men. And this had been m midsummer, when practically all the 
few people Howard Somers knew m the city would be out of town 

Flowers?” Katherine said. “I suppose you have no idea who sent these 
flowers?” 

I haven’t an idea,” said Miss Todd, looking slightly surprised "Mr Walter 
Comers would know, of course. He came out and got some vases for them.” 

Katherine’s face set, as it always did when Walter was mentioned Never- 
theless, she was calm enough on the surface 
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“And who brought these flowers, Miss Todd? Walter Somers? 

“No They were delivered by the florist. At least I suppose so. An elderly 
man brought them Usually such parcels are left here at the desk, but ie 
said he had been told to get a receipt for them, and I let him take them m 
himself." She stopped suddenly. “That’s curious," she said. I don t remem- 
ber his coming back this way, now that I think of it ^ 

“He delivered the flowers and did not come back?" 

“He may have, of course I was pretty busy that day. I just don’t remember 
seeing him again. But there is a sendee staircase near the suite. He could 
have walked down. I remember him," she added, “because it was a rainy 
day and he was soaking wet. He seemed old and feeble to be out and 

working " 

She remembered nothing else of value. The messenger with the flowers 
she had seen only once, a shabby man, elderly and with longish white hair, 
and considerably stooped Several times, during the illness, a squat heavy- 
set woman had come to give Howard a massage She had reported at the desk 
the first time. After that she had merely nodded and passed by. 

Visitors were forbidden. Walter came and went, getting little sleep at tire 
beginning but later on m better spirits. It was evident that Miss Todd had 
liked Walter. Sarah Gitbngs had gone her efficient way. ‘Very particular 
about his food she was, tool" As Howard improved he had insisted that 
Sarah take a walk m the afternoons, and she did so. At such times Walter 
often stayed with his father and read to him. Sarah would wait until Walter 
could come, after office hours, and then dutifully go out. 

There was no fuel there for Katherine’s jealousy and suspicion to feed 
on, the record of a normal illness, with no women visitors save a muscular 
masseuse No men, even, save Walter and the doctors, this messenger from a 
flonst, the elderly man with the stooped shoulders and a box of flowers, and 
Mr. Waite himself, sole survivor now of that little group of three which had 
stood by a bed in that hotel suite and watched a wavering hand sign a will 
which was to send four people to their deaths and three others into danger 
and injury. 

Before we left Miss Todd asked if we would care to see the suite Kather- 
ine refused, but I agreed It seemed to me that the secret, whatever it was, 
might lie there, that if the florist’s messenger could depart by a rear staircase, 
it would be possible for others who wished to avoid scrutiny to arrive by the 
same method. Something had happened to Howard Somers m those rooms, 
I felt, something which had altered lus attitude toward his family and toward 
M alter, and which Jim had indicated m his defense. 

And— strange how things will come to one at the most unusual timesl-it 
v. as w 11 e walking down that corridor, with its Chinese vases on pedestals, 

SomcL mirr ° rS here 3nd thCre ° ver console tables, that I thought of Margaret 


Suppose Margaret were still alive? And suppose that Walter knew tins, had 
secured that fund of fifty thousand dollars for her? No wonder, in that case. 
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that he had refused to explain it! He had shown a real fondness for Ju Y> 
and detest Katherine as he certainly did, he would certainly never willingly 
invalidate his father’s second marriage at the cost of exposure of Margare s 

de So P perfecUy d.d this theory fit the facts that I found myself stopping in 
the hall and turning to look back at Katherine, secure in the dignity of her 

gnef, handsome and immobile m her chair. 

The suite was a four-roomed one Each of the rooms opened onto the hall, 

and the sitting room occupied a comer. To the right was e /°°Q 'L” 
Howard had occupied, and beyond it a small one for mald “ ™ e p d ® 
from the sitting room on the left was another bedroom, and ,ust beyond 

lay the service staircase. 

Miss Todd was explaining. nniinp „. Pfl fu e 

“The small bedroom was used by the nurses, as it connected with the 

sickroom. The one beyond was kept for Mr. Walter, and for severa mg 

he slept there ” , , 

But whatever their secret, the rooms yielded nothing. „ ime cted 

I was still thinking of Margaret, and I wondered then if Katiierme suspected 

what I did; if behind her 

but destroyed, and Ju^nameleK.^dU^^ ^ tQ ^ ^ 

light of luggage and without his valet “was^fliat' Walterhad 

* ch M re - 

fused to believe, and later had believe . moved m her chair. 

When I went out into the hall again she had not moved 

Miss Todd glanced toward her. 

“She looks very sad.” w 

“She is m great gnef, naturally. , , swiftly, and lowered her 

She was locking the door. Now she turned to me swiftly, 

V0ice * a ” che said “No nonsense about him, you 

“He was a fine man, Mr. Somers, s understand me when 

know what I mean. If you sat where I do— If ^ tQ see him> after he 
I tell you this* there was a youngvr W aited below m the lobby 

began to improve I think myse a ^ and then came up She didn’t 

until she saw Miss Gittings go for ’ soroew here below and came 

come to the desk She got out of the elevator aom^ ^ ^ she 

up the service stairs I happened to see > caught her before she 

had tried the bedroom door, tat it was locked, and caug 

got to the sitting room door. 

“What excuse did she give?” was ]ooJang for a Mrs. 

“She said she must be on ^ ie .™^f r nnhle to find out that there was no 
Stewart, from St Louis But I too r house.” We were close 

Mrs. Stewart from St Louis or anywhere else, m the 
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to Katherine now, so she lowered her voice still further. She 

girl," she added hurriedly, “with bright red hair. And she went as white as 

sheet when I spoke to her.” 


CHAPTER XXI 

I HAD plenty to think of that day, and plenty of time m which to think. 

It is a strange fact that death or sickness brings fnends m numbers They 
call, send flowers, telephone But real trouble, a trouble like ours with its 
accompaniment of tragedy and shame, embarrasses them The kindest thing 
apparently is to stay away. 

I did not miss them, but I did miss the Inspector. I had grown fond of 
him, and his visits had been breaks m what were long and not too cheerful 
days But he too, perhaps out of some mistaken sense of delicacy, was absent- 
ing himself, and I was much alone 

I needed him badly that day. Elise's discovery of a “ghost” m the trunk 
room, the possibility that Mary Martin as long ago as last summer had tried 
to see Howard, and that angry statement of Howard's to Walhe, “if you think 
you are going to hold that over me you can think again”, all these must have 
some bearing on our mystery 

And he was friendly to us I knew that Friendly and not too certain of 
Jim's guilt I was resolved that from now on there would be no reservations 
on my part I would show him the clock dial paper and tell him of that quarrel 
m the hotel. But before I did that I would go over Sarah's record of How- 
ard's illness. She had a habit of scrawling on them odd facts, not always 
relating to the patient 

“Set mouse trap,” I recall seeing on one of them long ago 
It was with a certain amount of hope then that I went up to Sarah's room 
that afternoon 

The records I had placed m the lower drawer of her wardrobe trunk, 
and I got them out and laid them on the bed They were all there, Judy’s 
diphtheria, the measles among Laura's children, the time I fell downstairs 
and broke my collar bone, and Katherine's periodical quinsy 

At last I found what I wanted I sat back and went over it carefully The 
early days of that sickness at the hotel had been active ones; the records 
showed treatments, hypodermics, careful comments on the patient's pulse. 
Ins weakness, his depression It was clear that he had been depressed. 
w Then came improvement “Patient more cheerful” “Appetite better” 
up m bed today ” On the eighth day came an entry at four o'clock, 
r Valter with patient from four to six while I took walk. Reports him 
more cheerful ” After that, not regularly, but often, came the entry “Out for 
valk Patient comfortable ” 
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It was not until I reached the date when Mr. Waite had made the rough 
draft of the will, August 12th, that I found anything of importance. The 
page for that date, and the one for the day following, were missing! 

I could not believe it at first I went over the record again and again; I 
even searched the other records, neatly clamped together and docketed. But 
it was not until I re-examined the page dated August 11th that I found 
anything, and what I found was more surprising than helpful. 

At the bottom of the column marked Notes, Sarah had written in pencil 
“August 12th and 13th withdrawn for safekeeping.” And beneath that. 
“Clock dial. Five o’clock right Seven o’clock left Press on six ” 

“Withdrawn for safekeeping.” Then Sarah had known that she had written 
something on those two pages which was of grave importance, I only prayed 
that she had not known how grave. What visitors had she entered m that 
column on the 12th? Or what had happened to make Howard Somers, on 
that very day, decide to make a new will and leave Walhe a half of his estate 
plus a secret fund? 

It was beyond me. I locked the room, went downstairs and telephoned 


for the Inspector. 

He came that night, looking sheepish and uncomfortable. 

“Didn’t know you’d care to see me,” he said . T 

“You know well enough that you don’t believe Jim Blake is gui ty, n 

spector.” 

To my alarm he shook his head. , 

“Pm not so sure. He was with the Gunther girl that mg t, accor mg 0 
the colored woman. He knew about the will all right. Mind you, im no 
saying he’d planned the thing. He got excited and angry, and Sarah Git ngs 
wouldn’t give up the will Maybe he knocked her down first Then he went 

crazy, and he finished the ;ob ” 

“ftef ftat ’ he’d have to do away with Florence She knew too much.” 
“And Howard?” 

she’d be looking for work, but she hasn’t. The District Attorney isn t inter 

ested, but I am. She knows a lot, if you ask me 

“Do you always find what you are looking for, Inspec or 

IdftenTla’id out on the desk that page from Sarah’s record »dfe 
clock dial Judy had found m Florence’s shoe His face was a st 5 

^ud“i, eh?” he said, and poked it with the end of a toothpick 
“Intelligent girl, Miss Judy. And what does she think it means? 
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“In view of the record, I think it indicates the place where Sarah hid the 

missing pages.” ,, , , , 

He placed the two clock dial directions side by side, and feu to studying 


“They are not ciphers,” he said. “They are perfectly clear directions, if one 
on ly — x suppose you’ve tried all your clocks?” 

“The young people have,” I said resignedly. 

“The chances are that it doesn’t refer to a clock at all. Something which 
might be described m clock fashion, that’s all. And something to which one 
or both the women had access Not a safe, either.” 

“You think I’m correct as to the records?” 

“It’s probably so. What happened is this* until Sarah learned the terms of 
the new will those records lay in her room. They had no importance, no 
value But she learned the terms of the will, and then for some reason they 
were important So she hid them. She may have hidden them first in the 
wood cellar, that would account for the chair. 

“But before she went out that last night she hid them again Now let’s see. 
She didn’t leave the house between her return at five-fifteen and seven, W'hen 
she left again?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t think so.” 

“Stall, that means nothing. She didn’t die until ten o’clock. Between seven 
and ten she was somewhere, and according to the colored woman she was 
not at the house on Halkett Street ” 

I was tempted then to tell him Jim’s story to Godfrey Lowell of that 
evening But I did not. 

“She went somewhere, and she hid those records,” he said “Find where 
she went and we find them, and perhaps some other tilings I’d like to know. 
Why, for instance, with these two women dead, does the search for these 
records go on? What did Sarah Gittangs record on at least one of those two 
days^ which is vital to the killer? Here’s Jim Blake under indictment, and 
they’re apparently stall important ” 

Stall very important,” I said, and then I told him about Elise and her 
ghost. 


He asked at once to see the window, and later on he talked with Elise, 
w lile I interpreted as best I could It was not until he w ? as with us m the hall 

0 n «rr!f way out ^ iat ^e as ^ed me I Suspected any of the servants 

They could be bribed, you know,” he said. “Are you sure all this fright 
is genuine?” 

‘I have almost to put the women to bed myself. Inspector As to Joseph, 
ne puts up a good front, but I notice that he draws the window shades 

for fer WlSofme 1 ’” temfied *° SUddenly mt ° hlS pantly at n,ght ’ 

“He still maintains that he was attacked?” 

He’s sure of it.” 
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I went out to the drive with him It was a warm spring night with plenty 
of stars, and he stopped and looked up at them 
“Might} 7 nice,” he said. “I like the stars. I like nature, too. And I'm m this 
sort of business!” But a moment later he was advising me to get back into 


the house 

“Either Jim Blake's guilty, or whoever is guilty is still free. And that's not 
a nice thought, Miss Bell, It’s somebody who can think faster than the police, 
and see every angle and every emergency. A dangerous mind, Miss Bell, pre- 
pared to go to any length to attain its end Big men m business often have it, 
professional gamblers have it; some traders on the Exchange have it Lom- 
broso says there’s a criminal type. There may be But there is a criminal 
mind, and this fellow has it.” 

He waited to see that I got safely back into the house, and then went on 
That was the evening of the 27th of May, and long shall I remember it 
At half past nine Judy and Dick came m. Katherine had made it clear 
that Dick was not welcome at the Pme Street house, and so now and then 
the two of them met m my library. On such occasions I would discree y re 
tire, but I think even Katherine would have found these meetings harmless 
enough. Early and late the two were on the cnme. On one never to e or- 
gotten night, for example, Dick had lowered himself into the lig t s a y 
his hands, and found that it was just possible to obtain a precarious 00 


on the iron bar beneath. , . . , , , 

But getting him out had been a different matter, and when at last he hung 

:j' sy&s.'s ScS;. ™ ... 
■■sassK* - -res rrs, 

Amos had emerged from hiding long enough to see ic r , 

told him certain details which he had withheld be ore e ra 

Dick did the talking, while Judy watched him 7 . 

“In the first place,” he said, “do you believe Jim Blake is gu Ity 

"Well^neither do we But I’ve got someth, ng to tell you -ke you 

thmk Amos went into his room the next morning, an e 
on Jim Blake’s clothes, and a handkerchief pretty wdl soaked [ wfo A He 
showed it to Blake, and Blake said he’d cut his hand the mg ht ^ ™ 
hand was tied up, all right, and there was a cut mos saw 1 • believe 

he might have done that himself to explain the 00 , „ cleaned 

it Amos is hiding because he doesn’t want to tell t a a 
the clothes as best he could, but when he sent die laundry out some time 

later he found that Jim had washed the handkerchief , 

“But there’s something else The next day, after ara wa dressed m 

and after you had telephoned to him, Jim Bla r e go ou ’ ^ack he 

some old clothes and went out It was raining, and w len 
was wet and his shoes were muddy 
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<s kow, I'll admit that all that looks queer. I believe he was on that hillside 
the next day, looking for something What? Either he'd killed Sarah and was 
afraid he’d dropped something incriminating, or he knew something had 
happened there the night before. 

“He was there He saw somebody, or something, but lie isn’t saying what 
or who. Now why? 

“Why has he done the things he has done? Why leave that sword-stick 
around until the body is found, and then only put it in a closet? That’s 
foolish. 


“And why go to bed? Guilt? The normal thing would have been to go 
around as though nothing had happened But he goes to bed, like a baby. 
Now what puts him to bed, if he wasn’t guilty he wasn’t scared. So what’s 
the answer? He’s shocked He’s had an awful pit of some sort. He’s cither 
happened on the body, or on the murderer with the body. If he saw only 
the body he’d have notified the police. But if he saw the murderer — •” 

I daresay I’m stupid, Dick. If he’d seen either of them, why not call the 
police?” 

Judy turned to me. 

Dick believes, she said patiently, “that Uncle Jim recognized somebody 
on the hillside that night, and that he is either afraid to tell who it was, or 
that he has— other reasons.” 

“For not telling?” 

“For not telling ” 

taSS' he is WI,,mg t0 g0 10 the cbair « 

it ms” l£ he reC06nized the peison he saw on that hillside, or wherever 

f CS m ° re ftat P racbcaI! y wordless exchange 
at once protesting md* ^^£ stann S ** ^ 3nd ^ m3kmg 3 gCStUre ’ 
“But who could that be? Not Walhe We know that” 

“^ckXV Shave' w” S ° 413810 3 l0 ° k m 3 Cl " ld ’ S *** 

I was 0 not t so la 2V y ° Ung 11111188 Indeed ’ th,nkln S that over later, 
after Sarah’s death *hn Fv 7 n °, nght Here was J im > askm § the day 
recently and burning h ° Warc !’ and ^ 1 was certam he had not been down 

have been made by letter and^nswereT’ “ th ° USh ^ 8UCh mqU,ty mighl 

family, and even embodvmea'fi^ & SGCret 7 ^’ t0 be kept from Howard’s 
reason in his own mind ford SeCret daUSe Howard might have had 

of that will And then unahW^h mea f ures to P revent Katherine learning 

or co " 

for some shenyTor ^ Undly shocked at the tame, so much so that Judy rang 
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7 know " sl * e said > “I feel like that too. But if Uncle Tim’s innocent hr’* 
and doneso 0 on" e Chdr ' ^ ^ be * e cWr Un,ess SODletl »ng ,s done, 

it We wreh,!rr a l SOm f thmg be done > sim P le eno “gh on the face of 
an eml™, . g0 ’ the * ree ° f to, to path into the park, and there conduct 

“T? A 1 as t0 the P° ssiblllt y of recognizing each other. 

an dm! . Sa ? e S °m of mght >” Dick sald - " Stars hut no moon. You two can 
Li'Jnd T nT he ? UnC 6 Jlm £aid he reste d-” even then I noted the Uncle 

to recognize me” aCr ° SS the blllSlde ' 111 stop when you can see me enough 

rA n f ft” S We d , ld ' That end of P ark was deserted, and we saw no one. 
nn„M % n ? . at t ie Lanmer lot, and cut across directly to the hillside. We 
In f i T lim workmg his wa y through the brush for some fame, then we 
ost mm Judy and I followed the street to the path, and then down the hill. 

Halfway down we stopped and Judy lighted a cigarette She had not spoken 
t an until then. An unusual thing for her, and by the light of the match 
1 thought she was crying. 

It s a crazy idea,” she said "We’re all crazy And why the devil doesn’t he 
come? 

It did seem to be taking Dick a long time Judy sat down finally, her hands 
clasped about her knees. 

There s more light than I thought,” she said. "That street lamp up there 
fcelps I can see you plainly, Elizabeth Jane ” 

■But stare as we might we could not see Dick, and at last Judy got up. 

I d better go over,” she said. “He may have fallen ” 

I had a queer feeling even then that something was not right. The silence 
was appalling, and I remember wishing we had brought the dogs Judy was 
a ead, hard to follow m her black dress, and so we progressed for some two 
hundred feet along the steep hillside 

But we did not find Dick at all. Judy was frantically calling him by that 
ITle , an d I remember looking up to see my own garage towering above me, 
and so excited was I that I hardly recognized it And then hearing Judy’s 
voice Joseph came on the run, and m no time at all we had the police there 
Tkey found Dick unconscious m a deep wash beneath the Larimer lot 
Whether he had fallen or had been struck we did not know, but he had a 
e ep wound on the back of his head. 

I hey took him to the hospital at once, and up to the operating room 
inere was no fracture, however, but a bad concussion of the bram, and both 
Jndy and I spent the night m his room. 

Some time during that endless night, with Judy sitting beside the bed 
where Dick’s long figure never moved and nurses came and went m that 
silence which is as ominous as death, a thought came to me, who seemed 
not to be thinking at all This thought was that here was a crime which 
oould not be laid to Jim, which might even help him. Whether Dick lived 
or died— and I prayed God that he live— tlie unknow n killer was still at large. 
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And, now that Dick was to live, something of that relief, and more, v as in 
,0 S morning she got stiffly out of her chair and comm-! owr to me 

put lier hand on my shoulder. tl , ofs , , 

“You see, we were wrong,” she said, rather childishly We were both 
wrong, Elizabeth ” 

At dawn Dick became conscious and reached out for Judy s hand Jim n 
was not until evening of that day that he told his story. 

He had reached the edge of the lot, and was climbing down the hilbidc, 
When he reached the gully he stopped, hesitating whether to cross or go 
around it, and at that moment lie heard a sound above him 
There was at this point no direct light from the street lamp, but a faint 
reflected radiance The crest of the lull, however, with the lamp behind it, 
stood out clearly silhouetted against the night. And against that outline 
something was moving; an indistinguishable mass, close to the ground. 

It was perhaps eight feet above him, and he had thought at first that it 
was a dog. He decided to go up the lull and around the head of the wash, 
and then the tiling came at him. That was all he remembered, and even 
now tliat is all we know. 

It is probable that nothing more Ilian surveillance of our mo\ emails was 
intended. But Dick altered lus course, recognition w’as imminent, and the 
reaction was quick and violent. 


CHAPTER XXII 


With the surprising recuperative poiver of youth Dick w r as out again in a 
few days But although preparations for Jim’s trial were going on rapidly, that 
attack had not only completely undermined the morale of my household, it 
was causing Inspector Harrison some sleepless nights also 

He had examined the hillside again but without result The weather had 
been dry as well as warm, and there w'ere no footprints. He W'as completely 
baffled, and he did not hesitate to say so 

I don’t want any miscarriage of justice,” he said. “I’m not like the Distnet 
Attorney. I do my work and my job goes on, convictions or no convictions, 
and I don’t give a particular damn for the press. Wliat I want is the guilty 
man And I’m not so sure we’ve got him ” 

Dick had been hurt the twenty-seventh of May, Friday. On Monday morn- 
ing I came downstairs to find the Inspector having a comfortable cup of 
coffee m the pantry He was not at all abashed, put down the kitchen clock 
which lie had been examining, said briefly that it needed cleaning, and fol- 
lowed me into the front hall 

After his habit, he stopped at llie lavatory and looked inside. 
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“Has it ever occurred to you/' he said, “that that pencil Walter Somers 
produced was not what he found m that air shaft?” 

“I think Judy — ” 

“Hal” he said. “Trust Miss Judy. She knows. Well, it wasn't. Now, here 
are the facts about the pencil. Miss Bell In the first place, I believe that it 
was yours, to be truthful about it, we found your fingerprints on it. Yours, 
and Walter Somers'. No others. In the second place, I believe it was taken 
from your desk that night, and deliberately placed on that skylight. I have not 
said that it was taken for that purpose, although it might have been Do you 
recall Walter Somers using a pencil that night? Before he started the investi- 
gation?” 

“I don't think he did. He may have.” 

“He didn't look into the skylight, get down and go on some errand into 
the library?” 

“He went in for some matches.” 

“Matches, eh? Well, he's a smoker, and the average cigarette smoker carries 
them. I think he got that pencil, and let’s see if I'm right We have to remem- 
ber, of course, that Walter Somers knows something he's not telling Now, 
he looks down that air shaft, and he sees something there which he recog- 
nizes, a key, maybe, or a watch charm, or a fountain pen, or a false tooth! 
Anyhow, something that he knows at sight, or suspects He comes down, goes 
mto the library for matches and picks up a pencil and slips it m his pocket 
He climbs the ladder, gets tins object, shows you the pencil instead, and 
there you are. 

“Being afraid of nothing, he seals it up for the police. Clever, wasn t it? 
Only it was a bit too clever ” 

“He fooled us all, then.” 

“Not qmte all of us,” said the Inspector cheerfully. “You’re not a smoker, 

I take it?” 

“I don't smoke No ” 

“Don’t carry pencils around m your pockets 7 

“Women have no pockets nowadays ” . „ 

“All right And what sort of clothing did Walter Somers wear that mg 1 ? 


“Black. Now 1 here’s what the microscope showed, Miss Bell That pencil 
had been earned m the pocket of a black suit, m the side poc r et, w lere a 
man often cames a package of cigarettes There were bits o to acco rom 
cigarettes caught around the eraser, along with black filaments from le 
pocket Now, I’ve watched Walter Somers He doesn't use a cigarette case, 
he cames his cigarettes m a paper packet m his right hand coat pocket And 
I don't mind telling you that I’ve had that coat, and that this pocket bears 
out the facts. He had that pencil there before he climbed that ladder. 

•Walter!” I gasped “But I thought you said—-” 

“Not so fast,” he warned me “No, he didn’t kill Sarah Githngs, if >our 
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alibi for him is correct. AHIio«"Ji alibis are tncl.v llutic Still. H>:< ' ,c 
good and sufficient for anybody. But tool, at the i,m. T-m.-t !•«>’ t 
“He gets his father to change lm will in his f,.vnr. 1 he w *’ i' ’ 3 •" 

and he’s afraid it will get to Mrs. Somers and the flood won v.ili he unoonf 
So lie hills Sarah GiUmgs for fear she’ll tail*, and Mnrur.e Cmutaer be- 
cause she’s trying to see you and tell >on what she knovn^ 1 hen, Lttr <>u 
“He would never has e lifted a hand agamst his father." 

“No? Well, I daresay not. Anyhow, he didn’t. We hive linn cheeHu for 
that night too. But it’s a pity. It’s a perfect erne othemre But to get h scl 
to tins pencil. We have only two guesses, either he had h id it m hr> 
for some time, and substituted it for what lie found on the rMieht, Or he 
already suspected or knew what was there, took the pencil from vonr tk h» 
and used the ladder to remove something which was d tin inn* 


“To lnm?” 

“Not necessarily, but to some one.” He sal bad. thnuditfulh. “Ike al- 
ready said that this is a family matter, Miss Bell. I’ve nc\ cr *tcn a family 
more apparently united to frustrate justice and protect a criminal! It’s dis- 
united every other way, but when it comes to these murders it turns r rdid 
front to the world. Now', what was the purpose of that hlllc drama on the 
hillside the other mglit?” 

“To see if poor Jim Blake could ha\c recogmred somebody there/’ 1 said 
defiantly. 

“Preciselyl And Jim Blake keeping his mouth shut and reads to take what 
comesl Who is he protecting? Who is Joseph protecting? He helps somebod} 
out of that shaft, or at least to get out of the house. lie finishes sour job in 
the cellar and bums the carpet, and later on lie gets knocked on the head 
for his trouble How far can the police go, m a case like that?” 

They had not found Mary Martin Thai is strange, when I think back 
over it She was not trying to hide, not then, at least. She was indeed, ns 
tiie Inspector was to admit disgustedly later on, “under their noses ” 

Nor were any of us seeing much of Walhe Judy suggested that he was 
trying, like the police, to locate Mary. 

“But why?” 

“Because he’s crazy about her ” 

“I don’t believe it.” 

Don t you? I found her m his arms the day he came to New York, after 
father died He had gone out, but he came back ” 

“Judyl” 


^ She was crying, and he rvas smoothing her hair and whispering 
to her I just backed out and let them be miserable.” 

She may have broken down, and he was trying to quiet her.” 

But she only smiled, as from the depths of some secret knowledge which 
she knew well enough I did not possess. 

*°n g ht over that after Judy had gone. I thought hack to the night of 
Saxah s death, and Mary’s sudden pause m the drive when she learned that 
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Sarah was still out. Wallie had been nervous too, I seemed to remember. At 
some time m the evening he had asked about Sarah. 

“And where was Sarah, while all this was going on?" 

“She was out." 

“And she's still out?" 

“Yes." 

It seemed to me now that he had looked slightly surprised and rather 
thoughtful, but how much of this impression was due to what had followed 
I was not certain. 

But what did Mary Martin know? What possible business could she have 
had with Howard? A business so furtive that she must wait until Sarah was 
out, and so urgent that she had gone as white as a sheet when she was 
stopped 

She had not gone to Walter Her errand— providing there was an errand— 
was one she was apparently concealing from Walter It was a part of that 
same motive which had lam behind that strange procedure of hers when she 
had walked into Katherine's New York apartment and by sheer audacity 


superseded poor Maude Palmer. 

According to Katherine she had not wanted me to know that she was there. 

“Why?" Kathenne had asked. M 

“She would think I had used what I know, to my own advantage. 
Fnghtened, beyond a doubt, pale, as she had been pale that day at the 
hotel. But quietly determined Hiding herself away m a little room down- 
town, going out at night to throw something into the nv er> an 
going to bed and “sleeping well " As though some weight was off her mind, as 

though now at last all was well, and safe. Poor Maryl ^ _ , 

I had had my talk with the Inspector on Monday morning, and on Tues ay 

he asked permission to go over the house once more, ev< f , ^ L j 
more exhausting search, or less result from it, unless excep 
indignation of the servants But at the last I did a tlimg I shall regret t 
end of my life I locked the ormolu cabinet and put the key away. 

Simmons was m charge, and he came to me about it **\ *&*± 
that it had been examined, and that my mother s ie sea g r 
very precious and not to be handled He was satisfied, and so it was not 

° P NoLg else escaped them, the chan r and sofa “^’f^XweTe 
even the kitchen utensils and the washing mac line j lours m 

closely examined, and the unfortunate Simmons spen papers, nor 

the wood cellar, carefully moving the wood Bu iey 

anything resembling a clock dial save on the c oc 'S em ‘ 2 Chra 

The mere fact of the search, however, had greatly unnerved both Uara 

and Norah, and had a result beyond any of our expectations a 

Norah asked that night to be allowed to keep Joe ’ m 
took Isabel. The total result of which was that I was awakened 
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m the morning by a most horrible scream. It seemed to come fiom the bad; 

of the house, and was both prolonged and agom/cd. 

I leaped out of bed and threw open my door. Joseph had similarly opened 

his, and I heard his voice. 

“Who is it? What’s wrong?” . . , 

There was a moan, and turning on the lights Jocsph and J ran to the hack 

stairs. Norah in her nightdress was crouched there on the landing, her hands 


over her eyes. 

“I’ve seen her!" she wailed. “I’ve seen her!” 

“Stop that noise,” said Joseph sternly. “You're searing the whole neighbor- 
hood. Who have you seen?” 

“Miss Sarah. I saw her, right at the foot of those stairs. She was standing 
there looking at me In her uniform, too. All white.” 

And to this absurd story she adhered with the dogged persistency of her 


type. 

It appeared that Jock had wakened and had demanded to be taken out. 
He had whimpered and scratched at the door, and at last, none too happily, 
Norah had started down with him 

At the top of the back stairs, however, he had stopped and gi\ on a low 
growl. Norah had looked down. There is a lamp on the garage, and since 
our trouble I had ordered it left burning all night. Through the pantry’ win- 
dow it sends a moderate amount of light into the pantry’, and m that doorway 
Norah claimed to have seen her figure. 

“And after that, what?” I demanded 
“I don’t know. I shut my eyes ” 

Only one thing struck me as cunous m all this So far as I know, Ehse, 
terrified by Judy’s dire threats, had said nothing of the figure in the attic 
and was now at a safe and discreet distance. 

The next day I went over the house again w'lth Joseph. New’ locks had 
been placed wherever possible and bolts supplemented them at the doors, 
and m the basement I had had placed over the windows, gratings of stout 
iron well set into the bricks. 

What is it, Joseph?” I asked. “Do these women imagine these tilings? 
Or^is somebody getting into the house?” 

They re very nervous, madam And nothing has been taken ” 

I looked at him It seemed to me that he stood not so erect as formerly; 
at e looked older and very tired And lately I had noticed that he w’as 

less certain m his movements, slightly mco-ordmate. I put my hand on Ins 
arm 


T 1S wearin § ° n you, Joseph,” I said. “Would you like a vacation? 
1 daresay we could manage ” 

But he shook his head 

but rd prefer *° stay ' rve been a bit shaken sin “ 
“And you still have no idea who struck you?” 
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I thought that he hesitated. Certainly the arm under my hand perceptibly 
tightened. But although I know now that Joseph knew perfectly well who a 
struck him and that his very soul was seedling with anger, it shows the almos 
incredible self-control of the man that Ins voice was as impassive as ever. 

"Not the slightest, madam." , ,, , 

He must have been intensely curious. That searching o J nerfect 
police, what did it mean? But he said nothing, asked no questions. A perfect 

upper servant, Joseph. A very perfect servant. 

The incident did not add to my peace of mind I would £ m 
night and imagine that I heard stealthy movements, faint Nor w ^ 

these limited to the lower floor; sometimes ey wer called out 

once indeed m my very boudoir, next to my bedroom. When I called 

sharply they ceased and were not renewed. alone m 

It was on fee second day after Norah’s 

my study feat evening, feat I d “ ld f ^^,5 was less difficult than may 
securely in my room and listen to it. And 

? The old speaking tubes m fee house are result 

one opens them and drawing a long breath, expe opened, 

is a wail of no mean caliber, wherever the inbe may 

these tubes are excellent conductors of soun , bedroom, some four of 

my dear mother had managed her house 10 practically forgotten 

these tubes led to the chamber which I now occupy, P 

but still serviceable . . r ^all never forget her face 

Joseph was out, but Clara was m e p • ^ me a sma il piece of 
when I told her to go to the wood cellar and to bring m 

wood to the library. „ 

"And a knife, Clara A very sharp kmte. 

"A knife, ma'am? A butcher knife? ^ 

“The sharpest one you can find, .Clara. ^ ^ and it shows the 

She was stall staring at me as ^ had brought me the knife she 

state of nerves m the household that 

turned and ran like a scared rabbit , fl nd j managed to prop open 

I cut my wood— and also my finger— and Jhad^sent Clara to bed I 

all the tubes except that m the pantry a m my room with 

opened that one also, and by midnight I was sateiy 

the lights out, and ready for my vigi • , d Joseph come m the back 

For the first hour nothing happened I ^ and put it away. I 

door, apparently pick up the knife, mu c j n g and gatliered tliat he 

heard the sound of fee refrigerator openmg and ctomg * untfl one 

was taking a little refreshment up to bed with 

o'clock, there was a complete silence , t. came f ro m the drawing 

At that time 1 began to hear a ^ sonnd^It Now d 

room, and was too far away to iden fy, stealthy scraping, rather like 

then it stopped, only to resume again. It was a steaitny 
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that of a mouse nibbling at a board. And indeed, as it went on intcnnin.ibly, 

I believed that that was what it was The tube ran through the old nulls mid 

we are liable to onsets of mice, as arc all old houses. 

I do not know how long it lasted, or when it ceased. It stopped abrupt!}, 
and although I listened intently there was nothing further. No stealthy foot- 
steps followed it. The silence was complete. 

I was up early the next morning, a trifle ashamed of the whole proceeding, 
to remove the strips of wood. The drawing room was undisturbed, ns was the 
rest of the lower floor. 

But Joseph was to interpret those sounds for me that very morning, and 
with my breakfast tray. 

“I think we will not be troubled again, madam " 

“Troubled?” 

“At night. I have found the means by which the person entered ” 

And so indeed he had According to Ins story lie had gone into the drawing 
room to open it, and had set the rear door open On the upper step lie noticed 
some bits of putty, and on examining it he found that it w as soft. 

The device had apparently been a simple one. The old putty around one 
of the panes had been carefully dug out and fresh soft putty 7 substituted 
To gam access to the house it was only necessary to remme this, a matter 
of a moment, and with adhesive matenal fastened to the pane, to draw it 
carefully out. 

Inspector Hamsou, examining the pane, decided that adhesive tape had 
been used for this purpose 

As there is no path there, the steps leading directly onto the grass, there 
were no footprints But as a result of this discoiery the Inspector himself 
that day placed a heavy iron bar across the door, and personally examined 
the doors and windows 

He was not entirely satisfied, however. 

That bolt on the door, he said to me, “it’s beyond a normal man’s reach 
from that pane. Now it s conceivable that Joseph might forget that bolt 
once, and on the night that somebody had planned to get in. But twice, or a 
half dozen timesl I don’t believe it” 

^ ave pushed it back with something The man outside, I mean ” 
well, he might,” he admitted grudgingly 


CHAPTER XXIII 


3jn rrr.” of , ftat dlscover 5 r ™>s my decision to tell Katherine 
trust W flu ’ er ” heI tr0uble and P attl y b <*ause 1 <M not 

sheets from Sarah’s record^ hme ’ 1 ^ toW het aboUt the misslng 
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She listened attentively wlnle I told her of that feuraon of Judy’s and 
mine to Florence Gunther’s room, and of what we had found there, and I 
showed her Sarah's record of the eleventh of August. 

“Have you told Godfrey Lowell that?” 

“Not yet. I've been trying to locate lire missing pages. 

She got up, rang the bell and ordered the car. 

“It is hard to forgive yon for this, Elizabeth,” she said. To hold that back, 
with Jim's very life hanging on ltl” 

* I don t see how it helps Jim. onnWio? TTiaf Howard 

“Don't you? Don’t you know what was on those record 

never made a wrll at all, or that he was drugged when he d.d rt. One of those 

'“Snot warted for EHse. She was dragging out her outc taPp 

hurrying about-strange to see Katherine hurry W1 helplessly. 

excitement high on her cheeks Judy Waite has forged this 

“It’s been dear to me from the start, ihat man 

will, and Walter Somers bribed him to do it. 

“With what?’’ Judy demanded thousand dollars wasn’t the 

“On his prospects. How do you know that n ty 

br *be?” , „ ¥n iijo rar still fevenshly excited 

She was still talking when we got i disastrous but I doubt if 

Judy begged her to be calm, not to say any Q odfrey Lowell, 

she heard her But when she made that 

he sat upright m his chair, stiff and angry ‘ it ? ? le sai d. “An accusation of 
“I have the utmost confidence m Mr. W site, 

that sort necessarily involves his probity, r charolv. “Men have been 
“How do you know how honest he is? she said sharply. 

bought before this ” , , o ,, , .matures examined if you bke. 

“The will was witnessed. I can have those s.gnatu 

But — •” . PDC flTP dead Maybe that’s the 

“Wliat good would that do? The witnesses 

reason why they are dead ” 

But Godfrey shook his head. sympathize with you, Mrs Somers. 

“No,” he said. “I understand and I S 5**P drawn by a man above re~ 
But that will was made by Mr Somers, P r P J Mr Waite's presence 
proach and signed and witnessed by o P ^ Grand Jury He will 

before a notary. He has already sworn to that beror 

so testify at the trial.” , f . i e days when the will was 

“Then why did Sarah hide the records of tire two y 

drawn?” 

“She did that?” , Mr LowelP Did she show tliat some 

"She did. What was on those records, M L had been diugged7 

pressure was brought to bear on Howard, or tn 
“Doctor Simonds says he was not rugg 
“What does he know? He wasn t there, wa 



“Barring evidence to the contrary we shall ha\e to take his word lie was 

there that night, and Mr Somers was normal then ” 

Before we left he referred again to Katherine’s statement about Mr. \V aite 
“I know that you have had a great burden to bear, Mrs Somers, and that 
naturally it is difficult for you to accept certain things But some facts we 
must accept Dunng that illness all unpleasant feeling between \\ alter 
Somers and his father had been wiped out In his conversation with Mr. 
Waite, Mr Somers mentioned tins He was feeble, but quite clear as to his 
wishes' He felt that perhaps an injustice had been done to his son, and he 
wished to rectify it. That is why the will was drawn as it stands, and— as it 
will stand before any court, Mrs. Somers ” 

“Have you examined the signature?” 

“I have, at Mr. Waite’s own request We have even had an expert on it. 
A forged signature under the microscope shows halts and jerks; tlic hand 
works slowly, and there are tremors ” 

“And this shows none of these?” 

“Mr. Somers was not allowed to sit up. It shows the w'eakness of a sick 
man, writing m a constrained position. That’s all ” 

She sat there, smoothing her gloves after that habit of hers, and her face 
looked drawn m the glare from the wide-open windows Her anger was gone, 
and something disquieting had taken its place 
“Then this secret fund is beyond question?” 

“Beyond question ” 

She said nothing more until we had got into the car. Then she spoke, 
looking ahead of her and with her face a white mask 
“So she is living, after affi” 

“Who is living, Katherine?” 

“Margaret ” 

Just how long she had been brooding over that possibility I do not know, 
but I think it explains much that had almost alienated me at the time, her 
refusal to accept the will, her frozen attitude even to Judy, the hours she spent 
locked away m her room, inaccessible even to her maid 
“I don’t believe it, Katherine ” 

“I do,” she said with sbg lips “It would be like her, wouldn’t it? To hide 
away for all these years, and then when she knows Howard is ill and dying, 
to let him know She told Walter, and Walter told him.” 

Nothing I could say could shake that conviction And here again we had 
grazed the cheek of truth, touched it and gone on For Margaret was not 
living, as we were to learn at the end 

Certainty one of the most astounding things about our series of crimes— 
an perhaps about all baffling crimes— is the narrow margin by which, again 
an agam, e solution evaded us Despite the extraordinary precautions 
taken by the criminal, on at least a half dozen occasions safety was a matter 

™ eC °S: S ° nl y °r ne , Such mcident wa s the sound outside Florence Gunther’s 
m, e night Judy and I were there Another, for example, was Clara’s 
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failure to identify the figure in the pantry door. Again, had the intruder on 
my staircase the night of Sarah's murder happened to have crept a few steps 
lower, the entire situation would have been changed That I was resting when 
Florence came to see me resulted m her death before she had told her story. 

There were others, also. 

Had Judy turned that night in the garage she might have seen who it was 
who struck at her. And Dick, deciding by the merest chance to retrace his 
steps around the wash, confronted that crouching figure and was violently 
flung into the gully. 

These and a dozen other instances which I was to recall later, had given 
me an almost superstitious attitude toward the case. Clearly it was not meant 
that we were to know until the deadly roster was complete, the whole sangui- 
nary business finished Then, when it was all over, Katherine with her deadly 
pertinacity was to step m, and the door was to play its part. 

The next incident was a fair example of the narrow margins to which I 
have referred. 

I have said little about reporters, but of course life had been made miser- 
able by them for weeks, masculine and feminine, they had more or less in- 
vaded us. Dick's injury had resulted m a fresh influx, and so I had instructed 
the servants to inspect all callers from the library bay window before opening 
the doors. 

A day or two after the visit to Godfrey Lowell the bell rang and Joseph 
tiptoed upstairs to say that a suspicious looking woman was on the doorstep. 
By that I knew he meant probably a reporter, but something made me ask 
what she looked like. 

“A big woman," he said. “Rather flashy, madam. 

“Humph," I said. “Big? All the ladies of the press so far have been small. 


Joseph Small and young " , , 

The bell rang again, almost fiercely, and suddenly a curious thing hap- 
pened to me. I had a vision of Florence Gunther standing there, ringing the 
bell and being turned away. It came and went while the bell was still ringing 


“Let her m, Joseph I’ll see her , ,, 

He disapproved, I knew. It was in every line of his back But m the end he 

admitted her, and it developed that my caller was Lily Sanderson 
She looked tired, I thought, too tired even to be self-conscious. 

“I guess you have enough bother without my adding to 1 , s e sai . 


I had to come. I had really " 

She sat down and put her hands to her hat 
“I guess I look something dreadful. I’ve been losing a 
what with being on my feet all day — •" 


lot of sleep, and 


“Would you like some tea?" _ e 

“No, thanks I feel too mussy. I want to get home and get my she > • 

My feet swell something dreadful these days Not getting to bed prop y, 


you know." 

“Can't you slip them off now? Your shoes? 
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But the idea seemed to outage her sense of the proprieties. She shook her 


“I’ll lust give you my message and be getting on. It’s about Mrs. Bassett 
She's sick She’s got—” She lowered her voice, as always will women of a 
certain age when mentioning cancer. “She’s got a cancer, and it s too late to 
operate She’s living on morphia. Her daughter’s there now, but I relieve 
her at night. That is, I sleep on a sofa, and if she gets bad she calls me 
But the point of the matter was this after Mrs Bassett had had moqilua 
she would grow talkative, “what with the pam stopping, and anyhow I guess 
morphia does loosen the tongue ” And Miss Sanderson would listen. 

“It’s really awful,” she said. “Me working all day and trying to sleep, and 
her talking on and on. Sometimes she’ll say. You re not listening And 
I’ll wake up and tell her I am But what I’m coming to, she’s talked a lot 
about Florence She’s got her on her mind And she knows something, Miss 


Bell She knows something about that murder.” 

“What makes you think that?” 

“She’s as much as said so The other night she called me in the middle 
of the night and told me to get somebody from headquarters, she wanted 
to make a statement about something So I got the telephone book, but I 
didn’t know what to look for, and then I heard her calling like a crazy 
woman I went m, and she was running her tongue over her lips— morphia 
makes them dry, you know— and looking at me with a queer sly look T 
haven’t anything to tell the police,’ she said *It’s this stuff they give me I 
guess I was dreaming ’ But I didn’t believe her then and I don’t now. She 
meant to tell the police something, and then she got frightened.” 

“It might not have been about Florence, at that ” 

“Listenl” She leaned forward “I told you I heard two people m that 
room the night Florence was killed, didn’t I? And that one of them was 
a woman and she was crying? Well, why wasn’t that Mrs Bassett?” 


She sat back, having made her effect, and gazed at me triumphantly 
Mmd you, she said. “I’m not saying she had anything to do with the 
murder She’s a decent sort of woman, and she’s had a hard time, roomers 
at the house, and going out to give body massage into the bargain She knows 
something, that’s all I say And I stick to it ” 

Would she talk to the police if they went there?” 

I doubt it She’s thought it over, and she’s made up her mmd She’s 
afraid, afraid of somebody ” 

She had, however, no more idea as to this somebody’s identity than I had 

l " j GW n ° more ^ rs Bassett than the average roomer knows of her 
landlady She believed that there was a husband living, but she had never 
seen 11m The daughter had given up a good position to take care of her, she 
understood She rambled on while I thought Only one thing struck me as 

nln * ican V n ? 11 and that was that Mrs Bassett had given massage 
What does she look like?” I asked “I mean, m build? Is she tall?” 


1 146] 



“She’s medium height, and stock} Very muscular. Even now she isn’t as 
weak as you’d expect/’ 

I sat up. Was it possible that Mrs. Bassett was the heavy-set woman 
uho had given Howard Somers massage at the hotel? And if so, what would 
that mean? What did she know? What had she learned m those rooms, 
during those mjstcnous da>s of the illness, that might be valuable now? 
That, it seemed to me, was the important thing, and not Lily Sanderson’s 
guess that she had been m Florence’s room the night she was killed. 

One could imagine her, her sleeves showing her strong arms as she bent 
over the bed, working mechanically. And then, something being said, some 
quarrel going on or some name being mentioned which had registered m her 
mind Then, lying m her bed, the impulse to tell what she knew, and the 
second impulse, more profound, to be allowed to die m peace 

“Did she ever mention any of her patients 7 ” 

“I think not. She isn’t what you would call talkative.” 

“I wondered. We know that a woman answenng that description gave 
massage a few rimes to Mr. Howard Somers here last year. But I daresay 
Doctor Simonds would know'.” 

That, however, did not interest Miss Sanderson What she wanted, and 
finally brought out, was that I should myself see Mrs. Bassett and talk to 
her. That night if possible. 

“Her heart’s bad, and she may go any rime like that She snapped her 
fingers. “If jou could work on her she might talk. Tell her all the trouble 
and sorrow that’s going on She’s kind enough I could have yelped myself 
when I saw that picture of Mr. Blake with the handcuffs 

Here the feelmg that she had committed an indelicacy caused her to get 


up suddenly and prepare to go. 

“That’s fixed, is it? You’ll come? Say about nine o’clock? I Jl be watching 
for you She’ll have had her hypo at eight, and the daughter s going out 
I’ve promised to relieve her early I can smuggle you m. But she seemed 
loath to go. "I don’t know why,” she said, “but I get a funny feelmg in tliat 
house at night She thinks she hears things, and she lies and listens 

I let her out myself, and watched her go down the drive to the street. It 
occurred to me then that she was frightened, that she had been frightened 
all along; that she knew that to meddle m this matter might be deadly, 
that the same fear which had turned Mrs Bassett stubbornly silent was m 
her. There was pathos in that. These two women, one worn with watching, 
one dying, and no peace for either of them Shut m those two upper rooms, 
awake m the long night, and the sick woman ‘hearing things 

Doctor Simonds did not remember the Bassett woman He had suggested 
massage, and either Sarah or Wallie had found some one He himself had 
never seen her. He had two or three masseuses on his list, but they were 
all Danes or Swedes, there was no one named Bassett 
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CHAPTER XXIV 


I DID NOT TAKE the car that night. I had no desire to let Robert know of 
that visit But I took Joseph, out of sheer panic, to see me safely down the 
hill and into the lighted portion of the park. There lie turned back, and I 

went on alone. „ , , ... . t 

A week of June had passed. The trees were in full leaf, and the scent or 

flowering shrubbery was m the air. I remember thinking that it would soon 
be two months since Sarah had been murdered, and that Florence had 
been dead for more than a month. And what did we know now, more 
than we knew then? Almost nothing That Sarah had known Florence, that 
they had shared the knowledge of the will, and that Sarah had hidden tv, o 
pages of a record which was being diligently sought by some one unknown! 

Cleared of all extraneous matter, that was our case We might suspect 
that Howard had been murdered, but we did not know it. We might bchcie 
Judy had been attacked, but had the ladder possibly fallen, after all? Had 
Joseph tumbled down the stairs? And had Dick surprised some venial male- 
factor who had simply pushed him out of the way? 

And was the answer of the Grand Jury the correct one? Was it, after all, 
as simple as that, that Jim had killed Sarah to get the duplicate will, trusting 
to luck— and possibly Katherine— to get hold of the other? 

I daresay I walked slowly, for it was after nine o’clock when I rang the 
door bell 


Almost at once it was opened and Lily Sanderson slid out on the step, 
closing the door behind her. 

“Well, wouldn’t you know it?” she said. “The husband’s come to see her! 


He’s up there now, and the daughter too, and there’s been all sorts of a row. 
She’ll be upset, and it’s bad for her. It might even kill her.” 

I saw that she was crying, and I realized that her tears were not for me 


and my disappointment, that for a little time she had fed her starved woman- 
hood on service, and that she had developed an affection for this unfortunate 
woman who had become for the time at least her child. 

You need sleep, I said “Let the daughter stay tonight, and go to bed.” 
ut she shook her head She had stepped into the vestibule and drawn 
me in with her Look here,” she said m a low voice, “what do you suppose 

e uss is about? She s sick, and he knows it. Why is he lawmg her? Is he 
afraid she’ll tell something?” 

“Who is he? What does he look like?” 

“I never saw him, and I don’t want to ” 

But she caught something m my face-we were m the vestibule, and there 
vas a little light-and she turned swiftly and went into the house. She was 
back again almost immediately, her finger on her lips. 
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*He’s coming down,” she whispered “Don’t move ” 

She had partially closed the door behind her, and we stood there waiting, 
v.hfle the man slowly descended to the second floor Stall as it was on that 
by-street, his movements vere amazingly quiet. Indeed, had I not been told 
that some one was descending that staircase, I would not have believed it 
A creak now and then, the indescribable famt sounds of a moving body, 
were all I could hear. 

Then, part way down the second flight he stopped. Evidently he had seen 
the partly opened door, and was looking at it. Lily Sanderson’s face was 
cunous m that half light It was as though that descent, harmless enough 
until then, had become sinister She stared at me, her mouth partly open, 
and thus we stood for an absurd time, waiting for the man on the stairs to 
make the first move 

Suddenly the tension became too much for her She made an odd little 
sound and threw open the door. There was no man on the stairs, nobody 
m sight. She looked profoundly shocked, and she gave a sort of hysterical 
giggle. 

“Can you beat that 7 ” she whispered. “He went backl” 

“Back where?” 

“He v ent up to the second floor and down the back stairs That is, if he’s 
gone” Some rather awful thought evidently came into her mind at that 
moment, for she left me and ran up the stairs, her heavy legs and ridiculous 
heels moving with incredible rapidity. She went all the way to the third floor, 
and I could hear voices there; the daughter’s, I imagined, and her own. She 
came down more quietly. 

“It just occurred to me,” she said breathlessly, ‘ that— but she s all right. 
The daughter is with her.” 

“What m the world did you think?” 

But she seemed rather ashamed 

“It was funny, his slipping out like that, wasn’t it? she asked Maybe 
Clarissa saw lnm.” 

As it turned out, however, Clarissa had already gone home Her kitchen 
was dark, and I think it took some courage on Lily s part to go m and 
turn on the lights. But it was empty, and she turned her attention to the 

door She looked around at me with a startled face 

“I forgot 1 He couldn’t get out here Clarissa takes the key with her. It s 

locked now, and the key’s gone ” 

It was then that we both heard a sound from the pantry, and the swinging 
door into it opened and closed a few inches It was an uncanny tiling, and 
I can still see poor Lily, leaning on the kitchen table and staring at it, and 
admire the courage with which she raised her quavering voice. 

“Who’s there?” , f , 

In the silence which followed we both heard the front door softly close 

Evidently Mrs Bassett's husband, or whoever the stealthy visitor might 
be, had found himself locked m the kitchen, and when we went there had 
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taken refuge m the pantry. There were two swinging doors, and the opening 
of one, as we found by experiment, caused the other to move As lie escape 
by the simple expedient of going forward through the dining room, this had 


happened 

But as Lily said, now 
chair with her slippers m 
“I don’t believe it was 


blind to the proprieties and silting weakly m a 
her hand, why escape at all? 
her husband, Miss Bell;’ she said "Anybody could 


come here and say that That’s why I went upstairs 


"To see if it was her husband?” 

"To see if he had murdered her,” she said, and somehow my blood ran 


cold 

I took a taxicab home that night, and I did not feel safe until I was in 
my own house once more, with Joseph double barring the door and the 
dogs, as usual m my absences, settled on the best library chairs. 

I told tire Inspector tire next day of that experience m the Halkett Street 
house, but he pooh-poohed the idea of its having any connection with the 


crimes 

“Why make so much of it?” he said "Most men tiptoe out of a sick- 
room. They may raise the devil inside but they tiptoe out. Watch that some 
time. And as for his hiding, well, maybe he did and maybe he didn’t. How 
do you know he hadn’t been crying? He’d rather be caught without Ins clothes 
than crying ” 

He was not so certain, however, after he had seen Mrs. Bassett that night. 
He had arranged with Lily Sanderson as I had, and tins time the daughter 
was out He stopped by on his way home 

“Not that I got anything,” he said. "But there’s something peculiar there.” 

She had absolutely refused to talk Asked about her request for the police 
some time before, she denied having made it. 

"I get queer ideas when I’ve had the dope they give me,” she said, and lay 
there quietly, looking at something he could not see 

When he tried to discuss the murder of Florence Gunther she said noth- 
ing whatever Nor was she much more communicative about her husband. 

My daughter’s a good girl, but the least said of him the better.” 

Then she had said she was m pam and had called sharply for Lily, and 
he had come away. 

But she knows something,” he told me. "Not necessarily that the hus- 
band has anything to do with it She knows something She had a queer 
look about her I’ve seen it before ” 

"What sort of look?” 


I saw it once before m the face of a man just before he ]umped out 
of a tenth story window ” 

And so like everything else which might have helped m the defense, 
that too had come to nothing I believe the Inspector made at least one 
other attempt to see her, but either she was frightened, or more likely she 
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liad been warned, for she told linn nothing And before our mystery was 
cleared up she was dead. 

B} the tenth of June, Jim's trial began Public opinion and the prosecution 
had done e\eiy thing possible to expedite the proceedings, and the defense 
was equally anxious. Jim was not beanng the confinement well. The jail was 
dark and airless, and the general feeling against him so strong and so in- 
furiated that the authorities could do nothing to ameliorate his situation. 

There had been |paks of various sorts It was known that Jim’s clothing 
had shown minute blood stains in spite of Amos, and that he had been on 
the hillside the night of Sarah’s death at ten o’clock Two persons, a man 
and a woman, had come forward to state that they were coming up the path 
that night, and that they had seen a man in light golf clothing, standing 
beside the path and wiping something from his hands with a handkerchief. 

The man, named Francis X Dennis, made his statement unwillingly 
enough. 

“I didn’t want to be mixed up m this,” he told the reporters, 'hut my 
wife thinks we'd better speak up We’d been taking a walk, and we came 
along to the foot of the lull about five minutes to ten. 

“My wife’s hearing is better than mine, and she stopped and said there 
was somebody scrambling through the bushes overhead We listened, and it 
seemed like somebody was running along the hillside We didn’t start up 
until it got quiet again, and my wife was kind of nervous 

'Well, when we’d got about halfway up there was a man. He was about 
ten feet off the path on our right and I saw that he had on a light golf suit 
and a cap. He didn’t pay any attention to us He seemed to be busy with 
bis hands, wiping them. 

“After we’d got up the hill my wife said ‘He’s cut himself He’s tying 
up lus hand ’ I said maybe he’d slipped and fallen when he was running, 
and— well, I guess that’s about all ” 

It was a body blow for the defense, coming when it did and with a detail 
the more convincing because it was unstudied Both these people believed 
that it was Jim they had heard running along the hillside below the Larimer 
lot toward the path, and Godfrey Lowell threw up his hands m despair. 

“This case is being tried in the press,” he said We 11 have a verdict 
before we even get mto court!” 

But I have thought about Godfrey since, sitting m his office and ta king 
to the imposing array of counsel who were to help him, and going home at 
night to lie awake for hours, studying the darkness for some weakness to 

attack, some point to be made 

“And I say to you, gentlemen of the jury — ” 

What? What could he say? That Jim was a good fellow who gave good 
dinners and played excellent bridge? That he was a decent citizen, who had 
spent that evening conversing harmlessly with another woman who had since 
been murdered? And that he was given to nosebleed, which would account 
for the blood on his clothes? 
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Jim still stubbornly silent, and Godfrey lying there and wondering Was 

I believe that until the day before the trial he was uncertain. Then 1 
was able to give him a little, a very little help. Small as it was it heartened 
him and on it he hung his defense, but even then he was not sure. 

It was an odd conversation I had with the Inspector that second evening 
before Jim’s trial. He marched m like a man with a purpose, and I saw 
that whatever that purpose might be he had dressed for it. He was always 
neat enough, but that night he was resplendent. 

“This is a social call,” he said. “I’m not a policeman now; I’ll ask you to 


remember that ” 

And he added, not without embarrassment, that he felt very friendly to- 
ward all of us, that he had enjoyed his talks with me, and that he liked Judy. 
Then he sat still and stared at his well-polished boots. 

“In that case,” I suggested, “out of office hours, so to speak, and the 
whisky being some my father put away years ago, would you like a highball?” 


Which he would, and did. 

Perhaps it warmed him, perhaps he had come for the purpose The upshot 
of it was that he said he did not want any miscarriage of justice the next few 
days, and that things were looking pretty black. 

“The prosecution’s going to get a conviction It’s out for one, and it’ll 
get it Mmd you, the District Attorney thinks he’s right I’ve talked it over 
with him, and he has God with him, as he sees it But there are one or two 
little points they’re not likely to bring up, and I thought I’d talk them over 
with you.” 

And then and there, categorically, he outlined the defense for us. As I 
wrote it down for Godfrey Lowell at the tame, I have it before me now. 

(a) Jim was being tried for Sarah’s murder, but the story of Florence 
Gunther’s would inevitably enter the case. Why was it that there was no 
0I ^ m </ im S Car rn0rnm § after Florence’s death, although I found it 
later? Tell Lowell to bring that out The prosecution won’t.” 

(b) Find Amos, and get him on the stand “He buried that sword-stick. 
His prints were thick on it” 


(c) Ask the microscopist who examined Sarah Gittmgs’ clothing if he 

i wrapped around a button “I may lose my job over this, but 

he did He found a longish white hair.” 

(d) Ask him— the miscroscopist-if that hair was living or dead? If it 
came from a head or a wig “I thmk it came from a wig, myself. Make them 
produce that hair m court They’ve got it ” 

(e) Ask the microscopist what he found on that piece of wood from the 
Lanmer lot. ‘He found something besides blood and that dead woman’s 

fiber l fr0m cloth on end of it Black doth, or 
gtaj ish black They ve got those, too. 

(f ) Put a lot of emphasis on that three hours from seven to ten. Where 
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was she 7 “I'm not so sure myself that the whole solution doesn't lie there.” 

And 

(g) Why were both those stab wounds the same depth? 

He leaned back, like a man well satisfied with himself. 

“Now here's the situation, to my mind,” he explained. “And Lowell’s wel- 
come to use it if he likes Here’s a man who has worked himself into a 
mood to kill. He's out to kill. And he's got a sword m his hand, a rapier, 
rather. It's got a blade a foot and a half long, and it’s as sharp as a dagger. 
What docs he do? He drives it home with all his strength, and this man 
who did this had strength, plenty of it. If your grandfather ever fought a 
duel with that weapon, he’d have run his man through, wouldn’t he? Provid- 
ing he got the chance, of course! 

“But here are two stab wounds, and both of them short. That's not acci- 
dent, that’s necessity. That’s a short knife, to my mmd anyhow. He might 
have gone short the first time, but not the second. Never the second.” 

I was re-readmg my notes. 

"What do you mean by the wig?” I asked 

"Well, that hair was peculiar. It had no root, for one thing A hair that s 
tom out usually has a root, and there was no dust on it, nothing that ought 
to be on hair m active service! Nothing but a lot of brilhantine. Mmd you, 
that's only a chance. Still, it has its points. A man old enough to have white 
hair and wear it long is too old to have put that body in the sewer. 

“You mean that whoever it was was disguised?” 

“I say there’s a possibility of it You see, men often disguise themselves 
to commit crimes. That and to make an escape are practically the only times 
any criminal uses disguise at all. In other words a murderer is seen at or near 
the scene of the crime, and identified by certain marks, hair, eyebrows, clothes 
or what not But m his own proper person he has none of those marks 

“And they won’t bring that out at the trial 7 

“Well, why should they?” he said reasonably “It wouldn t help Blake any. 
How do we know he didn’t wear a wig that night? 

“Then why bring it in?” 

“For the effect on the jury,” he said. “Nobody has shown that Jim Blake 
wore such a wig, or even owned a wig As a matter of fact I don e leve e 
did But get Lowell to work that three hours and the unknown m a white 
wig, and dress clothes, and at least he’s got a talking point. 


CHAPTER XXV 

I took those notes to Godfrey the next day, and by the eagerness with 
which he seized on them I realized his desperation 
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“Where on earth did you gel all this?” 

“Never mmd, Godfrey It's our case; that's all.” 

And that was the situation the day before Jim’s trial opened, Laura ar- 
riving m the early morning, having left her children for once, and outraged 
over the whole situation. But not for a moment taking the outcome seriously, 
coming m from the car, smartly dressed and vocative, followed by that mass 
of hand luggage which she requires for a twenty-four hour journey. 

“Don’t look at me. I’m a mess, but of course I had to come Of all the 
ridiculous and pointless accusations! How arc you, Joseph? How d’you do, 
Clara! Charles told me to see that I had an extra bolt on my doorl Isn’t that 
like him? That cabinet looks well in there.” 

Nor did she once consider a possible unfortunate outcome for Jim until 
the trial began Then the dignity of the court, the gravity of the counsel for 
both sides, all the panoply of a trial m which a sovereign state with all its 
resources is opposed to a single individual in a prisoner’s box, began to im- 
press her. 

Our faces, too, must have told her something of our doubts; Judy pale 
and thm, and Katherine as if she had been chiseled out of marble. 

“Oh, the poor dears!” said Laura. “Somehow I didn’t realize it had been 
like this ” 


But it was Jim who struck her dumb; Jim, so carefully dressed, so drawn, 
so isolated. She reached out and caught my hand, and for once she was 
silent Silent she remained, through that ghastly impaneling of a jury which 
required days, and until the opening speech of the State’s Attorney. Dunng 
that speech, however, her color rose and her eyes flashed. 

“How dare they?” she muttered “How dare they?” 

I have no space here for that trial, for its heartbreaks and its insufferable 
dragging hours and days Witnesses came and went The audience, those 
who had won the daily battle for admission, sat and fanned themselves with 
hats, handkerchiefs, newspapers. To such few points as told m Jim’s favor 
they were cold, they were united against him, a seething mob of hatred, 
waiting and furiously hoping for revenge. 

Laura said they were like the market women who knitted around the 

guillotine while the French anstocracy was being executed, and so I felt that 
they were. 


In vam Godfrey Lowell fought, cross-examined, almost wept out of his 
exhaustion and anxiety, m vam he made the Inspector’s points, from “a” to 
’ e jury was hot and growing weary Sarah’s blood-stained clothing and 
ie sword-cane were on the table They reasoned from cause to effect. 

seenJi.7 i d thS had threatened hls easy-going life, he had been 

seen where she was killed, he killed her. 

lemamlaT W T Ti m h ? head by fte end of the day, but she 
District Attomev n't 1, e tria ’ ^ rom ^at sonorous opening speech of the 
“We f WblCh 1 re P roduCe only 3 Paragraph or two 

W, gentlemen of the jury, that tins unfortunate woman, on 
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the day before she was killed, wrote to this defendant and asked him to meet 
1 £ \°” w g l nt s - A reconstruction of a portion of this letter as shown 

Sfflt L I 0 *' P , UCed m due fame ' And we mli show ^t she 

sent this letter She not only wrote it but she addressed an envelope, and 

e imprint of this envelope, left on the cuff of that uniform of service which 
sue wore has been examined by experts and pronounced to be her own hand- 
wnting It has been compared, as the law requires, with valid examples of 
er handwriting, samples easy to obtain, for this good and faithful fnend to 
nns family had for years kept a record of all their illnesses, day by day. 

We will show that on the night of the crime, this defendant varied from 
ms ordinary procedure, that he dined early and without dressing, which in 
this case means that he did not put on a dinner jacket That is more impor- 
tant than it may sound. There are certain individuals, gentlemen, to whom a 
dinner without a dinner jacket approaches the unthinkable. It is cataclysmic 
And so revolutionary was it in the habit of this defendant that his servant 
made a mental note of it 

Following this early meal, and he ate very little, he went out. He had put 
on a light golf suit and a pair of heavy shoes, and this suit and these shoes 
will be shown to you later on, stained with blood, the blood, we fully believe 
of this dead woman. 


“But there was another and even more terrible, more sinister object m 
that house that next morning The sword-stick stood once more m the hall, 
where it had stood before But this sword-stick, or sword-cane, gentlemen, 
had become a matter of intense importance to this defendant. 

^Either on his return the night before, or during that day, or even follow- 
ing the discovery of Sarah Gittmgs' body, this defendant proceeded furtively 
and secretly to wash the sword-cane 

“But he could not clean the interior of the sheath. That remained for the 
experts of our department. They have found human blood m that sheath, and 
also another object 

“The age of human blood, after a certain period of time, is difficult to 
determine My friends of the defense may urge that this blood may be from 
some ancient duel long since forgotten But of this other object discovered 
the age is unquestioned Adherent to this sheath was a needle from a p me 
tree, and this needle was fresh, gentlemen of the jury It came from a par- 
ticular variety of evergreen to be found only on that slope of the city park 
down which this unfortunate woman had been dragged 

“Numbers of similar needles, from similar trees were found clinging to 
her clothing on the recovery of the body And I may add that m the opinion 
of the experts for the state, tins blood inside the sheath was similarly fresh/' 
Why go on? Bit by bit he built his case, and bit by bit Jim sagged m his 
chair. When he reached the question of motive, and named Florence Gun- 
ther, there was such a stir m the courtroom that it had to be called to order 
“Now, gentlemen of the jury, it is not our purpose here, directly or m- 
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directly, to try this defendant for the murder of Florence Gunther; but here 
and there this girl’s name will have to enter the record. 

“On the day of this murder Florence Gunther took from the safe of her 
employers a certain document, sealed in a brown manila envelope and 
duly endorsed. This document has disappeared, but its identity lias been 
established.” 

And with the description of the will which followed, the supplying of 
the motive, the case was indeed as Godfrey had predicted; over before it 


commenced. 

He fought on doggedly, but what were such tilings as hairs and fibers to 
a jury which had already reached its verdict? And we had a blow or two 
which were unexpected, at that. 

One was the proof that Sarah had indeed written the letter to Jim, as 
claimed by the state A photograph had been made of her blotter and greatly 
enlarged, and certain words had come out clearly enough. So far as they 
could put the words together, allowing for certain undecipherable places, she 
had written somewhat as follows: 

“Dear Mr. Blake I must see you as soon as possible on a very urgent 
matter. When I tell you that I believe that there is a — ■” 

The first page had ended there, or she had used less pressure, for that was 
all And even m this only certain words were at all clear, “urgent” and “possi- 
ble” and “believe,” for example. But the “Dear Mr. Blake” was beyond 
dispute. 

Katherine, too, had her own particular shock to face This was the recon- 
struction of that charred fragment of a letter from her to Jim, which had 
been found m his fireplace. 

“Your message alarms — What am I not to say?” 

She had no warning. She had not expected to be called and I am sure 
she had not the slightest idea of what was to confront her on the stand. 
“Can you identify this?” 

“I don’t even know what it is.” 

Putting up her lorgnette and staring down at that fiat board, and then 
lifting her head slightly 

“Do you recognize it now?” 

“I think it is something I have mitten.” 

“To the defendant?” 


“Yes ” 

“Do you remember when 
“No.” 


you wrote that?” 


"Or how you sent it? By mail?” 

She was under oath, and she would not he 
By hand ” 

“By whose hand?” 

the ktte, vent ae V m ” SendmS °“ h “ 411188 *° my bl0ther by Car ’ and 
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We know now that that was true, that she had no idea then that Jim's 
mail was being watched But on the face of it the admission was fatal, and 
when later on she was asked to explain that sentence and refused, there was 
little more to be done. 

In the eyes of the jury and of the audience that day Katherine had as 
much as admitted that she knew something about the crime which she was 
"not to say” And the next question, ruled not competent by the court, was 
not only designed to show that, but had a sinister purpose not lost on the 
jury or the crowd. 

“Did you see your brother the night he went to New York? ’ 

‘What night was that?” 

“The night of your husband's death ” 

“I did not,” said Katherine haughtily. “He was not in New York that 
night” 

But the effect had been made. The introduction of Charles Parrott was 
likewise fought, but on the District Attorney’s statement that he was im- 
portant to their case he was put on the stand, and he made his semi- 
identification. 

“He’s the same height and the same build,” he said, hut he was pretty 

well covered. It looks like him, but that’s as far as I go 

The purpose of the prosecution was then revealed Judy was unwillingly 
obliged to say that the telephone call had been apparently from Jim, and 

Howard’s check-book was introduced , , 

It was shown that on the day, or night, of Ins death he had drawn a check 
to cash for a thousand dollars. The book was found on his desk m the 
morning, wrth the stub so marked. Tins check had not been presented, hut 
evidence was introduced to show that two days before Jim had called up a 

local steamship agency and inquired about sailings ^ . , 

And underlying all this, brought out again and again, was the sinister - 
erence that when Jim had left the apartment in New York that night, o ] 

before he left, Howard was dead. nmqprnhnn 

Judy made a fine witness, and she got over more stooped her 

allowed to enter the record, she deliberately talked until they stopped her, 

and I think the jury found her a bright spot m a long day 
“Why hasn’t Mr. Waite been murdered? she asked on , 

mlate^ 6 S^drng of the cipher, she brought a laugh 

him. She wasn’t hiding it from him Find w o s handkerchief I 

They stopped her then, and under prel ***** ““ 
saw her loofang at a card m her bag Evidently she had made some notes 


When they took her back to the night of Sarah’s death, and tire intruder 
m the house, she was ready for them. 

“You didn’t see him?” # , T i 

“No, nor since He’s been breaking m ever since, while Uncle Jim has been 

locked up. He didn’t find what he wanted on Sarah, so he — ■” . 

She was making a valiant effort, but I heard none of her testimony after- 
Godfrey Lowell had read aloud the cipher itself. Laura suddenly caught 


“For God’s sake, Elizabeth!” she whispered. “Didn’t Sarah tell you about 

the cabinet?” 

“What about it?” 

“Let’s get out of here. We’ve got to get home.” 

It took us some time, however, to escape from that crowded courtroom. 
The very doorways and the halls outside them were filled, and when we fi- 
nally reached the street, Robert had left his car and joined the morbid 
throng inside the building Laura was exasperated and almost tearful, and I 
was not much better. 

It was Wallie who finally found him for us, and who went with us to the 
house 

I had my key, for all the servants were at the courthouse, and at first glance 
everything appeared to be as it should be. 

On the way Laura made her explanation. 

“I meant to write you,” she said, “but I had some buying for Sarah to do, 
and so I wrote her. She was to tell you. Why didn’t you tell me she had 
hidden something? It’s m the cabinet, of course.” 

It must have been forty minutes from the reading of the cipher to the 
time we turned into the drive Save for a natural urgency to get into the 
house and find the key to the mystery, I think none of us except Wallie 
realized the necessity for any haste. And he had his own reasons for not 
stressing that. 

He said very little dunng the drive. I remember now that he was very 
white, and that he jerked his shoulders and head even more than usual. But 
when I had unlocked the front door and opened it everything seemed quiet 
and m order The dogs came to meet us, Isabel with corpulent dignity, Jock 

effusively. The servants were all at the courthouse, and the house was very 
still. 

Laura turned at once to the drawing room on the left, and as I had re- 
stored the key to the cabinet some time before, she unlocked the center 
door without difficulty 

The cabinet is a fine example of Louis Fourteenth, of satmwood and kmgs- 
wood It is really a small secretary, that is, a shelf draws out and forms a 
writing desk, and above are three doors The two outer doors are of glass, 
and behind tins glass are my mother’s old Chelsea figures. The center door, 

however, is sohd, and on this is fastened a very handsome oval piece of 
ormolu. * 
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It was the center door which Laura opened, and I then noticed for the 
first time that this ormolu was fastened to the walnut lining of the door 
inside by some dozen very small bronze rosettes, ostensibly covering the heads 
of the screws. There was one in the center also, and thus they formed what 
might be interpreted as a clock dial. 

“Five o’clock right, seven o’clock left, press on six,” said Laura, and did 
so. “Give me your knife, Walhe.” 

But Wallie’s knife had a broken point. I remember that now, although it 
meant nothing to me at the time, I remember that, and that his hands were 
shaking when he tried to open it In the end I had to get my own penknife 
from my desk, and Laura inserted the blade along the metal binding of the 
door. 

It sprang open, revealing between the inner lining and the front of the 
door a flat space, the size of the door m area but hardly more than a half mch 
m depth 

But that space was empty. 

We stared at each other. My disappointment was more than I could bear, 
and Laura was almost in tears What Walhe felt I can only surmise He bent 
over and examined it, and I saw then that there the lining was badly 
scratched Laura saw it too. 

“Those weren’t there when you got it, were they?” 

“I don’t think so.” 

Walhe spoke then, for the first time 

“Why should anything be there?” he said. “Somebody was quicker than 
we were, that’s all ” 

“You mean that this has been done recently.” 

“Since those directions were read out m court,” he replied gnmly. “You'll 
find a window broken somewhere, or a door left unlocked ” 

He was right With all of us out of the house there had been no one to 
put m place the chain which now supplemented the lock of the kitchen door 
The key of that door lay on the floor, as though it had been pushed out from 
outside and a duplicate or skeleton key had been used And the door now 
stood open. 

It was that night that Walhe disappeared 

I was less surprised than I should have been, perhaps, when he was not m 
the courtroom the next morning On the evening before, at seven o clock, he 
had telephoned Judy and told her not to worry 

“I'm going on the stand tomorrow,” he said, “and everything will be all 
nght, Judy ” 

‘What do you mean, all nght? If everything isn't as wrong as it can be, I 
don't know what it is ” 

But he said that he was going to testify, and that he had plenty to sa\. 
That she was to be ready for a shock, but not to think badly of him He 
had got himself into this mess, and he would take his medicine 
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“Go to bed and get a decent sleep/’ he said “Let me do the staying 
awake. And don’t worry. Jim Blake isn’t going to the chair. 

She said later that he was not drunk, she was certain, but that his voice 


sounded queer. . 

“I’ve made up my mmd,” he finished, “and I feci better for it. It s a clean 

slate and to hell with what happens, for me.” 

But he did not appear. 

I was bitterly disappointed, and Judy looked puzzled and anxious. 

“He lost his nerve,” she said. “He’ll never tell now, whatever it is that he 

knows.” 

But the trial went on, although the papers commented unpleasantly on 
his absence, and Godfrey Lowell was upset Still, on the surface at least, 
Wallie’s testimony could neither damn Jim nor save him Whatever the true 
story of that pencil m the shaft, the fact remained that Wallie was m my 


house at ten o’clock, and Jim was m the park. 

Things went badly for Jim that day. Amos had not been located, but 
there was his damaging testimony before the Grand Jury, and now read into 
the record, over protest, that the cane had been m the hall until Sarah’s 
body was found and then disappeared, and that further and damning fact 
that he had found a bloody handkerchief of Jim’s the morning after Sarah’s 
murder and placed it with the soiled clothes, that on listing the laundry the 
following Monday he had found this handkerchief, but that m the interval 
it had been washed clean and dried. 

The accumulated mass of testimony was overwhelming. Nothing could 
shake the opinion of the experts that Sarah’s letter to Jim was in her own 
hand, or that the drops of blood here and there on his clothing and inside 
the sword-stick were human blood 

“How do you know they are human blood?” 

“By the shape and size of the corpuscles Also by their numbers and 
groupings ” 


Indeed, so badly did things go that on the day following Godfrey Lowell 
at last put Jim himself on the stand Jim had asked to testify and so he did, 
although how he thought it would help him nobody can say. 


CHAPTER XXVI 


I have before me now that statement of Jim’s Given much of it m question 
and answer, and broken by cross-examination and objections here and there, 
it takes many pages of the stenographic report. 

.. Jj [ , haVG f 30 ’ howe 7 r ; *** document which Jim himself prepared later 
as the basis of an appeal, I shall use that instead 
I give it word for word 
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*1 had nothing whatever to do with the death of Sarah Gittings, or of 
Florence Gunther. I am willing to swear that before God If I have kept back 
part of what little I know, it has been partly because I saw that things looked 
pretty hopeless for me, and partly because of my sister, who has been and is 
in deep trouble. 

"I did not see Sarah Gittings on the night of the eighteenth of April. I 
had expected to see her She had made two previous attempts to get m touch 
with me, both of which had failed. But on that day, a Monday, I received 
a telephone message from her, m which she mentioned a letter she had 
sent me. She seemed disturbed when I said that I had not received such a 
letter. 


“I examined my desk, but there was no such letter Then she asked me 
to meet her that night on a matter of vital importance 

“I agreed to do this, and I started rather early, intending to walk to the 
address she had given, which was at 1737 Halkett Street I was to ask for a 
Miss Gunther. I w rote down the address, but on the way I found that I had 
left it in my other clothing, so I stopped at a drugstore and telephoned to 
the Bell house, hoping to catch Sarah before she started. 

“She had gone, but I remembered that the address was m the seventeen 
hundred block, and rather than go back I decided to make inquiries in that 
block. 

“I walked across the park and out. I walk rather slowly, and it was fully 
eight when I reached the block, and possibly eight-fifteen when I had lo- 
cated the house. Miss Gunther was waiting on the steps, and she took me 
into the house I had never seen her before. She seemed very nervous, and 
had very little to say. When I asked her why I had been sent for, she said 
that Miss Gittings would tell me 

“We sat there until perhaps twenty minutes to ten. I asked her repeatedly 
to give me an idea of what it was all about, but she would not It was not 
her affair, she said But she asked me to keep my visit a secret. She made 
me promise it, as a matter of fact She said she didn t want to be mixed 


up’ m anything. And I did so promise. 

“She seemed unduly uneasy about Sarah Gittings. I could not understand 
it, and as time went on she was more and more uneasy. She said she was 
sure something terrible had happened, and at last she began to cry I tried 
to reassure her, but she said I didn’t understand, and at nine-forty her con- 
dition was such that I advised her to go to bed, and myself started for home 

“In my statement to the District Attorney I said that I had reached the 
path to the Larimer lot at nme-thirty This was not true I saw that I was 
under suspicion, and so I changed the time I was on the path, or beside it. 


at or about ten o’clock , , . , , „ 

“I took the same route on my return, but when about halfway up die hill 

toward the Larimer lot I sat down to rest I left the path and moved some 
feet to the right, that is, m the direction of the Bell house. I lighted a cigar 
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there and rested. I may have been there five minutes, when I heard some one 
moving on the hillside to my left, and some distance away. 

“At first I thought it was a dog. I had heard dogs barking a few minutes 
before I had thrown away my cigar, and I believe that against the hillside 
where I sat I was practically invisible to any one at that distance. But I was 
not certain that it was a dog, and as that part of the park has been the scene 
of several hold-ups, I pressed the spring which released the knife m the cane, 
and then waited. 

“There were two people in the park below. I could hear them talking, 
and it occurred to me that somebody on my left was hiding there, possibly 
with the idea of attacking and robbing them. But this was not the case, and 
I believe now that this man on my left was the one who killed Sarah Gittmgs, 
and that he was dragging her body down the hillside for later disposal. 

‘With the two people, Mr. and Mrs Dennis as I now know, at the foot of 
the hill, and myself more or less hidden above, something alarmed this man. 
Possibly a park policeman. I believe that this end of the park had been 
watched at night for some time. 

He ran toward me I could hear him coming, and he was breathing very 
hard. I had the general impression of a tall man, m evening dress or dinner 
clothes, and wearing a soft cap drawn down over his face. That was my im- 
pression of him I may be wrong 

“But I swear that this man was there, that he ran toward me, and that 
he almost ran over me So close was he that m passing he struck my stick 
w j ^ 1S ^ oot an ^ knocked it to a considerable distance. He ran past me 
and disappeared along the hillside beyond, taking a slanting direction down 
into the park 


1 kad ° vered I felt around for stick > and unfortunately it was 
cut tofliV'day 11 1 f0 ™ d ' 1 CUt ^ h3nd ’ ^ 1 bCar 3 Sma11 SC3r &0m ttat 

chief ^that r," ftlS T! 16 W ° 0d 0n ^ clothln S a n d on my handker- 

^ Denms saw me ^ hand - 

coffee and la ldnntT * f ' Va ? 1 T.,' Ve ' k My servant, Amos, brought me some 
used' the mlht bel? f* ff 1 ” 5 picked u ? 4116 handkerchief I had 

1 told him 1 had 

that dayftS was mlssm? 111 " 85 “ COnnechon w ‘th all tins until I learned 
uneasy g I cahed°u7 Horence Gunth “atTrofficf bTlf ^ aDd \ "' 3S 

>U co°„H nottaU her onfteteShonf 
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lot and walked over it, I also examined the hillside. But I found nothing 
suspicious. 

"I went to the Bell house that afternoon, but Sarah was still missing, and 
m addition the house had been entered the night before and Sarah's room 
had been searched. In leaving the Bell house I again went back to the hill- 
side I located the spot where I had rested, and went to the left of it along 
the hill for a considerable distance. I found nothing suspicious and no trace 
of Sarah Gittmgs. 

“The next day I had a desperate letter from Florence Gunther. She had 
seen in the papers that Sarah was still missing, and she was certain that she 
had been killed She begged me not to bring her name into it; that it meant 
the loss of her position, and maybe physical danger also Also she asked 
me to destroy the letter, which I did. I should have acted anyhow, as it 
turned out, my silence did not save her. 

“But m that interval several tilings had happened. While I was debating 
what to do Sarah's body had been found, and she had been stabbed. Not 
only that, but I had been on the spot, or close to it, at the very time the 
reports said she had been killed 

“Walter Somers and I made the identification that day together, and Wal- 
ter drove me home. I let myself into the house through the garden, and I 
found Amos m the front hall with the sword-stick m his hands He was trying 

to get the blade back when I found him. 

“I knew then that he suspected me Later on I sent him out and examined 
the stick There was a little dried blood on the blade, and some bits of grass 
and earth That frightened me. I took it to the lavatory downstairs and 
washed it, and then I hid it. I put it m my liquor closet in the lower hall. 


and locked it there. , ... , 

“But things grew worse. Mary Martin had produced the uniform, am J 1 

was evident that Sarah Gittmgs had written to me, as she had claimed. I 
was frantic, and that night I made an attempt to see Florence Gunther 
She was not at home, but I found her walking on the street, near an Italian 
fruit stand. But I was horrified to see her go white when she saw me 
“She refused to speak to me, and when I insisted she said that I had k: 
Sarah, that she knew it and knew why, and that if 1 Aidn t]e *™ . 

would call an officer. On the way home I worked that out I re 
that on the night when I saw her, while we waited or ara , Believed 

her the mechanism of the sword-stick I am not surprise Believed that 
that I had killed Sarah Gittmgs It is easy to see why, now. Sh e heheved ffiat 
Sarah Gittmgs had come to me with that copy of a will which disinherited 

fwas Itad VwouTd dove her to the pohee 

“I went home that mght a a,ck man, and took to my bed I Some hme dunng 

that week, however, I crawled downstairs It seeme r decided to 

the police and they found the stick hidden, it would damn me I decided to 

put it back m the hall, where it had stood before 
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“I unlocked the door, but the stick had disappeared. I do not yet know 
how it disappeared, or why it was found m the cellar. My personal belief 
is that my servant Amos was alarmed at the situation in which I found myself, 
and that he buried it himself. 

“It is also my belief that Amos has been either killed or bribed to leave 
the city, for fear he may make this confession and thus help to clear me. 

“In a similar manner, I believe that a ring of oil was planted m my car, 
so that I might be suspected of having killed Florence Gunther. The police 
know that this ring was not m the car the day after her murder. 

“During this trial, much has been made of the fact that by a new will 
made by my brother-in-law, Howard Somers, I lost a bequest originally de- 
vised to me. In reply to that I say most solemnly that I never knew that 
Howard Somers had made a new will until Mr. Alexander Davis told me m 
New York, following Mr. Somers’ death. Even had I known of it, the mur- 
der of these two unfortunate women could certainly not benefit me. The will 
itself was safe among Mr. Somers’ papers m a New York hank vault and 
Mr. Waite could testify to its existence and its authenticity. 

“I know nothing whatever of Florence Gunther’s death. When I found 
that she suspected me of Sarah Gittmgs’ murder I made no further attempt 
to see her, and I solemnly swear that I never did see her. Nor did I make 
any visit to Howard Somers on the night of Ins death. Whoever saw him lliat 
night deliberately used my name to gam access to him. Nor did I receive a 
check from him for one thousand dollars. 

“As to leaving the country, I had such a thought at one fame. My position 
was unbearable, and I was helpless. I did nothing further about tbe matter, 
nor have I attempted to escape. 

“I have not invented this story since my arrest, or preceding it. I have 
told the absolute truth, under oath I have never killed any human being. 
I am innocent of this charge. If I suffer for it I suffer for another man’s 
crime ” 


Much of this was in the story he told on the stand I believe that outsid< 
of ourselves hardly a soul in that crowded courtroom believed it And agams 
it was that mass of accumulated testimony, including our own unwilling 
appearances on the stand 

It should have helped him that on that very day the body of poor Amo; 
was found floating down the river, but it did not. He had been drowned 
poor wretch, and although we have our own suspicions we do not know t< 
this day that he was murdered. 

o j ^ink I can reconstruct that scene Amos confiding and amiable 
a ] i Cmg con j? ted ° n a brid § e > maybe, or on the river bank some 

waS closing^ve/h^head 11 ' 118 ^ ‘ ^ Ule mudd ^ 
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CHAPTER XXVII 


Jim w\s sentenced to the chair on the twenty-fifth of June. One and all 
the newspapers were gratified by the verdict, and not a few kind words were 
said of the acumen of the police and the fairness of the trial. 

Godfrey Low ? elI at once mo\ cd for an appeal, but he warned us that lacking 
fresh dei elopments there was little to be hoped from a new trial, if it was 
granted. 

We were stunned. Katherine took to her bed, not as a refuge but out of 
sheer necessity, and Doctor Simonds saw her daily Judy went about, a thm 
2nd pale little ghost of herself, flunking eternally of the mystery, as con- 
vinced as ever of Jim’s innocence. 

“He’s protecting somebody,” she said "He saw that man on the hillside. 
He was twenty feet from the path, and that precious Dennis pair saw him 
well enough to know he had on a golf suit and was wiping his hands And this 
man he tells about, he almost ran over him Uncle Jim saw him, and he 
knows who it was He knows and he won’t tell. And Wallie knows. Walhe 

ran away so he wouldn’t have to tell.” 

She looked as though she had not slept for days, and I myse oo c a 
sleeping tablet every night and then lay awake until morning I was alone 
once more, for Laura had had to go back to her children. She had wept 
noisily on the way to the tram, and had promised to come back as soon as 


Of our small family group then only Katherine, Judy and I remained for 
Walhe was still missing That defection of his had angered me almost ey nd 
words He had known something which might have saved Jim, and he had 
gone away Somewhere he was hiding until every ung was over. 

And then, on the twenty-eighth of June, the steward call ^L”P 
he’s club Wallie had not been seen since the night of Wednesd y, the 

twenty-second, and this was on the following Tues ay. 

“We would like to know where he can be found he said. We have a 

number of messages for him, and one that seems o e u g 


'ST ? hdy has been telephomng every day. Today she made me go up 
and look at his room She seems to think there s something queer about his 

absence. She asked me to call you and tell you. 

“Queer?” I said, with that now familiar tightening around my c lest What 

did she think? Did she give any name? , , , 

“No. A young woman, I imagine. I dont want to alarm you, but she 

seemed very nervous As a matter of fact, she said something about notifying 


the police ” 
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“She gave no reason for that?” ,, 

“No, but I’ve ]ust been up to his room. It docsn t look to me as though 

he had meant to be gone for any length of time. His clothes arc all there. 
And Ins car’s missing. Still, I don’t think you need to be particularly alarmed, 
he was erratic at times, as you probably know. If tins girl hadn t seemed so 

excited — •” 

“His car is gone?” w 

“It’s out of the garage Yes. Has been since last Wednesday night. 

It was Tuesday then, and he had been gone for six days. Of course that 
might merely bear out Judy’s theory that he had simply “beat it,” as she put 
it, but I myself was not so certain. It was hardly conceivable that he had 
taken himself off for an indefinite stay without extra clothing, or even a 


toothbrush 

The thing worried me Who was it who had telephoned? Was it Mary 
Martin, and if so why had she suggested the police? My entire experience 
with Mary convinced me that she regarded the police with fear, if not with 
horror Yet who else? With all his faults Walhe had apparently steered clear 
of the type of underworld woman who might naturally think of the police. 

In the end I called the club again and got the steward. 

“This young woman who telephoned, Mr Ellis— did she give any name?” 

“No. She called from a pay station I thought she was crying, as a matter 
of fact, but she hung up before I could find out anything.” 

'Why do you say she was young?” 

“Well, her voice was young, if you know what I mean ” 

I was sure then that it was Mary, and the fact that she had been crying 
convinced me that something was terribly wrong. I left the telephone and 
went into the library and there I had as bad an attack of palpitation of the 
heart as I have ever had m my life 

Joseph found me there and humed for some bicarbonate, and when I felt 
a little better I told him the story. It upset him greatly The hand holding 
the glass shook until the spoon clattered, and he had to steady himself by a 
chair. 

“The police, madam? Then tins young person thinks he has met with real 
trouble?” 


“She was crying, Joseph ” 

In the end I called up Dick Carter, and that evening he and Joseph went 
to Walhe’s room at the club They examined everything there, but without 
result, and the story they brought back was ominous, to say the least 

_^ ia ^ P revi0us Wednesday night Walhe had eaten no dinner. Instead 
he had gone into the writing room and there had wntten for a long time, 
until eight or after The boy on duty there “thought he was writing a book ” 
en he finished he had asked for a long mamla envelope, put into it what 

le had wntten, taken his hat and a light overcoat from the man m the hall 
and gone out 

He stood on the outside steps for a moment, and then he came back He 
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seemed nenous and irritable, and lie went into the telephone booth and 
talked to some one for a considerable time Then he started out again, and 
so far as was known he had never come back 

Dick and Joseph examined his room carefully. Joseph, who occasionally 
went there to go over his clothing and to put tilings m order for him, said 
that he found nothing missing. 

“But you must remember, madam," he said, “that Mr Walter has been 
under a great strain lately ? and it is not unusual for him to start out on an 
evening ride m his car and then to keep on. I have known him to do that a 
number of times ” 

“For six da>s, Joseph? And when he was to testify at a murder trial the 
next day? That’s ridiculous ” 

“That is probably the reason, madam " 

“Nonsense, Joseph! Nobody believes that Mr. Walter had anything to do 

From the club thev went to the garage. The night man remembered c ^ ear ^ 
his coming there, and that he must have meant to return, for he had ordered 


the car washed that night. , , , 

“I'll be m about eleven,” he had said “I want it properly washed, too. 

The last time it looked worse than before you started ” 

He bad seemed to be in a bad humor It was about a quarter after eight 
when he reached there, and he ordered the car filled with gas ^d od. Iie 
said he was going into the country, and he stood by watching while this was 

done. Fie seemed to “be m a hurry to be off. , , , „ pr _ 

But after he was m the car something happened of which the m 

telling made my hands cold and sent despair into my very soul. 

To quote the man at the garage: . _ ori+ fu r * w if 

“He had an overcoat-it’s still here-and at the last moment J“ e ‘ * 

out to me. It was a warm night Then he 

revolver out of it. He tried to slip it out so I wouldn t see it. But I saw 

right He put it m the pocket of the car. W11 i 

To me that mght that revolver meant only one thmg Wafe had Med 
himsel f Somewhere he had stopped his car on a lonely road and end 

life which had ceased to be endurable. a rj- er 

But why? What did he know? What had he done? Was it PjAk after 

all that those three alibis of his were wrong? Had he slipp J ef that 

that night of the eighteenth of Apnl and killed poor Sarah? 

come f Siting my mind fairly 

S ™he was Innocent then 

£S o^Her father. Were we a„ 
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wrong after all? Was Howard being blackmailed, and that will with its am- 
biguous clause his final price for silence? Was Katherine right and was Mar- 
garet living? And were Sarah and Florence Howard’s desperate last attempt 

to keep that secret under cover? 

Wallie and Jim both silent, the one ready to go to the chair if necessary 
before he would speak, and the other perhaps dead by his own hand, what 
did that look like? 

And when the Inspector came I told him all that was in my mind, my 
fears for Wallie, my suspicions about Howard. He listened attentively, biting 
hard on the end of a toothpick and silent for some time after I had finished. 

“It’s ingenious,” he said at last. “It’s even possible. Funny thing Miss Judy 
would think of that, isn’t it, and the rest of us would miss it? Sure he might 
have recognized this fellow if he was there, especially if he knew him. There’s 
more to recognition than features There’s the outline and the clothes and 
the way a person moves And here’s a thing that struck me at the trial. If he 
was inventing that man, why put him m evening clothes? It was plausible 
enough up to that minute. Then the jury just sat back and yawned Now, 
Mr Somers had white hair, I think, and he wore it fairly long?” 

“Yes.” 


“Queer case, isn’t it?” he said “Unless Blake invented the evening coat to 
fit the black fibers on that log Well, let’s get to this other matter.” 

When he left it was to go to the garage and secure a description of Wallie’s 
car, and I believe it was almost morning before he got to his bed again. He 
had started the entire machinery of the city and county on the search by 
that time, and the only reason he did not extend that search over the country 
was because he felt certain, as he confessed later, that Wallie was dead by 
his own hand, and not too far away. 

That was on Tuesday, and on Wednesday morning the papers were filled 
with his disappearance “Young Millionaire Missing” “Police Hunting Wal- 
ter Somers ” 


And on Thursday afternoon, the last day of June, we had some news. 

Wallie s car had been found on the Warrenville road, not far from the 
end of the street car line, and about two miles nearer the city than the 
Hawkins farm Some boy scouts, out for a hike, had selected for lunch a 
gully with a small stream flowing through it, and a half dozen had wandered 
up tins ravine for a half mile or so 


The car had been driven over the hill, and was upside dowm and badly 
demolished A local deputy constable had notified the police and kept the 
boys away They had been anxious to turn it over. 

men Inspector Hamson arrived on the scene with Simmons and four or 
?' c ° thers ' the ground had not been disturbed They found no footprints, 
owever, save the smaller and unmistakable ones of the boys, and they were 

n. Tf d if 6 conclusio ° either that the car had been empty when it started 
hill S 10Uraey ’ 0r that Wallie had been thrown out somewhere on the 
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Blit they found no Walhe. and nothing further to help them. 

1 he Inspector, reporting tlie matter, had his own opinion of it. 

a vptt 1 1 r3tCl} g0t nd ,° f tIlat car " hG said " Jt have lam there for 
^ 10sc youngsters hadn't happened on it.” 

crc was 110 sf § n of thc ^ohcr, and although inside it— it was a roadster, 
rn one seat and a rumble-there were certain scratches, and a leather seat 

. S 1031 r iorn in onc place, these were probably the result of the terrific 
impact after it had shot down the hill. 

There was however an unexpected result to the discovery and description 
o ic car m the press. A woman named Wiggins came forward to say that 
sue had seen such a ear as she was leaving the street car at the end of the 
me at something before nine on the evening of Wednesday, June the twenty- 
second. She fixed the date absolutely, as she had gone to town to see her 
daughter off on a tram, also she remembered the car distinctly, because it 
had almost run o\ er her. 

And she stated positively that there had been two men m it at the fame. 
The Inspector was very sober when he told me that. 

It looks now,” he said, “as though somebody knew that Walter Somers 
meant to go on the stand that next day and tell all he knew. And that he 
was-prev ented.” 


“Murdered is what you mean, isn't it?” 

He cleared his throat 

‘It’s possible It’s very possible. And I suppose Walter could swim and 
Amos couldn’t!” 


Which was what he left me with, to make of it what I might. 

Those few days had told tembly on Joseph The maids reported that he 
walked the floor at night until they were almost crazy, and for the first fame 
m my service he was forgetful and absent. I was startled one day to have 
him pour ice water into my soup, and his hands were so uncertain that he 
broke a piece of my mother’s Lowestoft china, a thing he had not done m all 
his years of dusting and washing it. On the plea that he knew Walhe’s habits 
I loaned him my car, and he took his afternoons and joined the search. That 
he went to the club I know, but I have no other knowledge of his movements 
save one. 


Dick had taken Judy out to the road above the gully, and they were sur- 
prised to find my car there. When they got to the edge they saw Joseph 
below, he was sitting on a rock, his head on his breast, and when they called 
to him he jumped and then came toiling up the slope 

“What on earth are you doing?” Judy demanded. 

He looked down sheepishly at his muddy clothes. 

"I was looking for the revolver. Mr Walter never killed himself. Miss ” 

“Joseph,” said Judy impulsively, “why don’t you tell what you know? You 
know something.” 

“What little I know is Mr Walter’s secret. Miss ” And that was all he 
would say. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

That night Joseph was shot Not hilled, but painfully miured. The bullet 
struck his collai bone and broke it, near the shoulder. But fired from only 
five or six feet the impact was terrific, and at first I thought that he was dead. 

The two children had come m about eight-thirty, and Judy was very low. 
The appeal was still pending, and unless we secured a new trial Jim would 
go to the chair early m September. There was strong pressure being brought 
against a re-tnal. 

“James Blake has had every opportunity to prove his innocence, and has 
failed A jury of thoughtful men and women found him guilty and sen- 
tenced him to death as the penalty of at least one crime. There is no question 
but that an acquittal would have found him at once accused of at least one 
other murder, and possibly two. 

“There is however more at issue than this. In the past the murderer with 
wealth at his command has found it possible to evade punishment for almost 
indefinite periods, with the result that the sacredness of human life — ” 

It is not surprising then that our group of three was silent that night. 
Judy I remember had gone back to the night of Sarah’s death, as though 
she was desperately attempting to prove something to herself. 

“Why wasn’t it Wallie after all?” she said “He was m dinner clothes that 
night Suppose he broke into the house here that night? Why hadn’t he 
stunned Sarah with that piece of rvood, and then come here to get whatever 
it was, the records or the will? She may have lam unconscious for those three 
hours Then later on he could have gone back to her.” 

Well, that too was possible, although Dick thought the question of time 
entered into it 

“He’d have had to work pretty fast,” he said. “It takes time to get old 
putty out of a window When I was a housebreaker — •” 

“He didn’t finish He broke the pane ’ 

I recall that they wrangled about it, and that finally they decided to go 
out and experiment a bit Dick’s idea I thmk was to get Judy’s mind away 
from Jim s tragic situation, and as I needed the same thing myself rather 
badly, I trailed along It was a steaming July night, for it had rained during 
the day. Somewhere m the grounds next door the ex-bootlegger’s children 
u ere exploding a few premature firecrackers, and on the street a steady pro- 
cession of cars ivas passing, the riders not so much seeking a breeze as pro- 
ducing one 

Vv e went out by the pantry and kitchen Joseph was reading the paper m 

ic pantry, and I remember that as we passed through the pantry Judy 
asked him the time * 
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‘Ten o'clock, Miss ” 

Aren t 5011 hot m here, Joseph?' I asked. All tlie windows were down 
and the shades drawn. 

“It’s safer like this, madam.” 

I remember too that when we went outside, Dick carrying a flashlight, the 
dogs went with us, and that Jock saw a rabbit or something of the sort in the 
shrubbery by the garage and made a dash for it. I whistled him back, and 
lie came reluctantly. 

We made our way slowly about, Dick turning the flash alternately on the 
trees, one or two of which grow 7 close to the house, and onto windows and 
doors. At last we reached the back drawing room door and Dick turned the 
light full on it. 

Now for the knife,” he said “Dum you, I'll learn you, Miss Judy.” 

“Knife? What knife?” 

“I gave you a pocket knife, oh love of my life. What the hell did you do 
with it? I put it on the desk for you.” 

Judy maintained that he had done nothing of the sort, and after a momen- 
tary squabble Dick went back by the kitchen to get it. As I have said some- 
where, it is exactly fifty feet around the comer from this door to the kitchen 
porch, and as he -was running he made it very quickly It could not have been 
more than three minutes from the fame he left us until he rejoined us 

Jock, I recall, was restless, and Judy was obliged to hold him. She was 
slightly querulous In his excitement Dick had carried the flashlight with him, 
and she grumbled. 

“He might have left us with the light, anyhow I feel creepy ” 

And indeed she did, for when Dick unexpectedly turned the comer, having 
left the house by the front door and emerging from behind us, she jumped 
and screamed. 

As I sit here, recalling that night, I am again obsessed with that peculiar 
fatality which seemed to attend all our actions during those months of terror. 
Here again was an instance of it. Dick goes into the house by the kitchen 
door and departs by the front door, leaving both wide open, and as a result 
we have not only another enme, but no clue whatever to the identity of its 
perpetrator. And m that night's tragedy lay the whole story A matter of 
deadly reasoning; deadly inevitable, and as coldly and recklessly carried out 

Dick came back, as I say, and began working with the knife on the hard 
putty around one of the panes 

"It's hard,” he said. “Look at this Like cement No, lady love, Walhe 
hadn’t time to meet Sarah and knock her senseless, get here, dig out as much 
of this as he did dig, and then be seen on the stairs apparently on his way 
out, when he was seen All those little things took time ” 

They wrangled about it, Judy sticking to her point. Walhe had taken the 
pencil up the ladder with him, because he had dropped something of his 
own down the shaft Later on having to dispose of the body, he used the 
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same ladder to reach the top of the sewer. That was why she had wanted 
to look at it. There was red clay around the sewer. 

But we were not there more than fifteen minutes in all, perhaps less. And 
next door the firecrackers were popping, and the cars on the street were back- 
firing after coasting down the hill What was one report more or less to us, 
as we stood there? When we started back toward the kitchen Judy and Dick 
lagged behmd me, like the lovers they were, and as I was leading Jock by 
the collar, it so happened that I was still in this stooped position when I 
reached the pantry door. 

Joseph was still there, m his chair. But he did not rise when I entered, 
and I released the dog and straightened up, rather surprised. I saw then that 
a thm stream of blood was slowly spreading over his shirt front, and as I 
stared at him his body relaxed and slid out of the chair and onto the floor. 

His eyes were open, and he seemed to be looking at me. It was as though 
we gazed at each other, Joseph and I, and as though he said: “You see what 
happened to me It is incredible, but here I am.” 

He was not conscious. Just when that look of shocked surprise left him I 
do not know. One moment it was there, the next it was as though a hand 
had been passed over his face and left it smooth. I dropped down on my 
knees beside him, stricken with gnef I caught his hand, which had served 

me for so many years. Strange, in a 11 that time, how seldom I had touched 
ms hand. 


I felt a deep remorse, an overwhelming pity. There, under the light stall 
shone beneath his thm iron-gray hair the scar from that mysterious attack 
ich might have killed him I put my hand up and touched it, and with 
mat 1 remember that I began to cry. 

that some tame in those shocked first seconds I heard the 

htchen norchn \ aT T ° K regIstered on my dazed brain. On the 

shirt front ? °a J l dy W£re SbU taUang ’ and fte red s P°t 0“ Joseph’s 
shirt front spread a little, but very little. 

f Sot up and went into the kitchen. 

“Not^ well? 3 Ynn n° U g ° ar ? Un ? by ^ ront door? Joseph is— not well ” 

“Wo Si d ° n 11 mean ^ he s b een drinking?” 

iNo. Please do what I tell you ” 

of I a I ny t v«, e tor. a ^e V e e ve? aCk t0 ^ ^ was n0 Nation there 

glasses beside it AnnnnniYl on the table, and Joseph’s reading 

I had noticed ktelv £ h® !£ a° PP ? readmg ’ and Perhaps had dozed, 
that of a veryold AiLIIt ° ften ’ a sort ° f half-sleep, like 

late fifties ^ Joseph was not that He was perhaps m his 

Of a weapon there was no sign whatever. 

hcardftcToktait tat we bldV^d ^ bme 1 knew that we had probably 

I knew that Jo* hafnoV ^Len a ihbif ° S '° nS “ 

and even to an extent I was aKlp +n ’ S0me thing infinitely more sinister, 

W3S aWe t0 recons tnict the crime, Dick had left open 
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the door to the kitchen, and Joseph had not closed it, or certainly not locked 
it 


There had been ten minutes after Dick had passed through the pantry, 
and a shot required but a second of time. I think it was then that I remem- 
bered the slamming door, and I realized that while I stared at Joseph the 
murderer was still m the house, working his way forward. 

The sharp ringing of the door bell over my head at that moment sent a 
chill over me. But it was only Dick and Judy, to report that the front door 
had been closed, although Dick had recklessly left it open, and to stare at me 
with cunous eyes. 

“Look here,” Judy said “Something’s happened to Joseph, hasn’t it?” 

“He’s hurt.” 

“Who hurt him?” 

“I don’t know,” I said, and then I broke down and began to cry again. 
That shocked them profoundly I remember Judy pushing me into the library 
and Dick running back. Then I believe I fainted, for I recall very little until 
the police were m the house, and Doctor Simonds was bending over me 

They took Joseph to the hospital that night, and they extracted the bullet 
He was not badly hurt, but was suffering considerable pam 

“He’s strong,” Doctor Simonds told me, “and he has kept himself m good 
condition He’s not flabby like most butlers. But he’s had a shock, more of a 
shock than he cares to tell about.” 

“He won’t say who did it?” . 

“No He says he doesn’t know. But as he was shot from in front at pretty 

close range, that’s unlikely. Unless he was asleep. 

In spite of myself I could not get Walhe out of my mind after I had learned 
that. Wallie with his revolver, and that odd statement of Joseph s that he 


did not know who shot him , , , 

Inspector Hamson was very noncommittal One cunous thing he had found 
that night, ranging over that first floor while Doctor Simonds worked l over 
Joseph m the pantry This was that the criminal, whoever it was, had paused 
long enough m the library to take a glass of sherry! . 

A decanter had been brought m earlier m the evening with biscuits 
but none of us had touched it. Yet sherry had been poured and apparendy 
drunk. A little had even been spilled on the top of my old desk, and as it y 
for some time the desk bears the stain to this day. 

“But it’s incredible,” I said. , , f , , „„„„ „ 

“Not incredible probably if we know the answer, but it certainly argues 

degree of recklessness that’s unusual, to say the least If Jock saw 
w,th the gun near the garage, and you heard the front door slam . looks 
as though he simply walked in the back and out the front of the house 
“Stopping m the library for a little wine,” I said bitterly. 

“Precisely Stopping m the library for a little wine 

Tli ere was no weapon anywhere. True, Joseph’s own revoher was m the 
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pantry drawer where he kept it, but it had not been fired and the chambers 
were clean and new. 

Dick had gone with the ambulance, and as Robert was not about I sent 
Judy home m a taxicab soon after. It was not until she had gone that the 
Inspector ceased his ranging over the lower floor and coming into the library' 
planted himself m front of me. 

“I'm going to ask you a few plain questions, Miss Bell, and I want plain 
answers First, tell me again about young Carter going back into the house." 

“He ran back for a knife. Fve told you — " 

“Yes. Whose idea was tins ‘experiment/ as you call it?" 

“I think it was his. I really don’t thmk it was Judy’s. He and Judy had 
both been talking about it." 


“But Miss Judy left the knife m the house? Are you sure of that?" 

He accused her of it. Half jokingly, of course." 

That s different. Now let’s go over this. He ran m by the kitchen, through 
the house and into the library, and then out by the front door?" 

“Yes.” 


“Why the front door?" 

“I daresay it was nearer." 

He paced the floor for a moment, and the toothpick between his strong 

white teeth had an aggressive tilt. I began to feel uneasy, without knowing 
quite why. b 

h r d0 J° u J ;now y° un g Carter? mat do you know about him?” 
ne tired at me suddenly. 

‘Nothing at all, really, except that he is rather a dear boy and-Judy th i nk. 


so 


“Where does he come from? Who are lus people?” 
is an orphan.”^ 6 iem ° teSt ldea ‘ 1 ma S me he ls practically alone. I know he 

“He’s poor, I take it?" 

Poor and very proud, Inspector." 

boy w U ,a h 4 h * b f ‘ aie devd W a good-looking 
understand me Miss Bell 1°^ cvemvhere, and no questions asked? Now 
but I am sa™ E that he hh T* Carter fired tha t shot tonight; 
going to tefl you someftm , tC * ‘ cWe to ** shot. And I’m 
in the front drive » * He had 3 revolver m ^at Ford of his, parked 

: N" a S*f m ' bu ‘ he Mted f hand against my protest, 
bit of respect for your discretion I\v °\ !?, UC ’ flla t’s all, and I have a good 

“ mto 

pn? I demanded angrily. “Just 
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because he has an automatic, and I happen to know that he has earned one 
m his car ever since this trouble began, it is ridiculous to suspect him.” 

'‘I told you I was only thinking out loud,” he said, blandly, and soon after 
that he went away. 

It was the next day that Dick was sent for and interrogated, and Judy 
came around to see me with black shadows under her eyes and a look of 
despair m them. 

“They suspect him,” she said. “They've got something against him now, 
and they may get more. Listen. What became of that knife Dick had last 
night?” 

“I haven't seen it since It may be on my desk downstairs.” 

“It isn't,” she wailed. “They've got it, and it was Walhe's. Dick found it 
m his room the night he and Joseph searched it, and brought it away. It had 
the point missing from one blade ” 

“Do be rational, Judy. What has that got to do with it?” 

“I'm as rational as you are That knife had the point broken off a blade, 
and if that point fits the piece the Inspector has, the piece he found on the 
step after Sarah was killed, what will they think?” 

“Did Joseph see him take the knife?” 

“No. He just slid it into his pocket You see we have always been sure 
that it was Wallie on the stairs that night, and Dick thought the knife might 
prove it He showed it to me, and I thought so too." 

“You can tell them that, Judy.” 

“And would they believe me? They would not. How do they know I’m 
not mixed up m the whole rotten mess? How do they know Sarah didn’t 
wnte me about the will? I came down that day, didn’t I? And I telephoned 
Dick that night How do they know I didn’t tell him Sarah was out with that 
copy of the will m her pocketbook? I stood to lose a lot by that will, and so 
did Dick if he married me ” 

“You’re crazy, Judy!” 

“Am I? Uncle Jim saw that man on the hillside, didn’t he? Saw him and 
recognized him. Who’s he protecting? Can’t they easily think he s being no- 
ble and protecting Dick for me?” 

“And— Joseph?” 

“They’d find a reason for Joseph, if they wanted one ” 

“Still I daresay that even m their wildest moments, Judy, they would not 
accuse Dick of knocking himself unconscious on the hill, or of trying to bram 
you m the garage ” 

She laughed a little, m spite of herself, and she went away somewhat 
comforted But I myself was not so sure 

They released Dick, however, after that interrogation, and things seem to 
go on much as before But I have reason to think that he was more or less 
under observation from that time on. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 


Yet things were moving rapidly to the denouement, although none of us 
suspected it It was the next day that Inspector Harrison found, on the hill- 
side below the garage and leading up to it, those footprints of which he was 
to say nothing until his case was completed. I saw him from a rear upper 
window, tramping about with Simmons at his heels, and every now and then 
he would stoop and plant a stick m the ground. Toothpicks, maybe, although 
they would be a tnfle small. 


But this was the next day. That night he left a policeman on guard m 
the house, and the next morning one appeared to patrol the grounds. That 
continued to the end. 

I think it was the next day, or the day following, that Lily Sanderson 
called up to say that Mrs Bassett was dead. 

“She simply slept away,” she said. “One of the boarders here thinks she 

got hold of the morphia and took an overdose, but if she did who can blame 
her? 

She seemed very sad and desolate. I told her to come m some time, and 
ften what with one thing and another I am afraid I forgot them both, Lily 

sett msw M r° ft m th3t meretnc,ous bedl0 °m of hers, and Mrs. Ba^ 

upon to bear ’ ^ mOTe 411311 m ° St IlUman beings are ralled 

T n n0t W f I dunng tbat da y or two following the shooting of Tosenh 
onfstmml What Wlth A ab out Wallie Se 

the" da ™nd ? H PS< ; a° Ct0 [ Slm ° ndS ordered me t0 bed on, I think, 
me second day, and Judy stayed with me as much as possible 

that te“«“ n S e a w Ut Dl °hf 11 f , ear£ul for blm ' She deemed to think 
her desperation she was , tlat very < l met was ominous, and m 

throw the" § ab ° Ut f0t SOme one ’ °no, on whom to 

doctor had gone “ ^ Wednesda y> sbe said to me suddenly, after the 

< * don’t like that man.” 

‘Why not, Judy?” 

He s oily, and he’s always around!” 

Only when lie’s sent for.” 

Is he?” She looked at me queerlv “Do 

nVns"heM S°d US -rf e n ’ gbt Josepb was ** *° 

u as he? I didn t know that” 

ic was I picked him off the street Dick 
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and I ran down to the gate to see if I could find a policeman. He was passing 
by in Ins car then.” 

‘Well, that was fortunate, wasn’t it?” 

“That depends,” she said slowly “Look back a little, Elizabeth Jane. He 
takes care of father when he is sick here, and he knows about the will, he 
knows us all, and all about us. And when you think about it, he’s always 
around, isn’t he? Somebody throws Joseph down the back stairs, and where 
is Doctor Simonds? He’s apparently waiting m his office to be called. I get 
hurt m the garage, and he’s at home sitting by the telephone! Joseph gets 
shot and he’s passing by the house.” 

“Really, Judy!” 

“I’m going to get nd of this if it kills me. Uncle Jim gets sick, and who is m 
and out of his house day and night? Simonds It’s like that nursery rhyme 
about the warm cot, only the answer isn’t mother It s Doctor Simonds He 
could get into the garage and put that oil on the carpet of the car, and so 
bring Uncle Jim into it And he’s got a car of his own and drives like the 

de\ul 

“How do we know he didn’t go to New York that night and see father? 
And he’s tall and rather thm, and he’s got evening clothes and wears them. 
What I’d like to know,” she went on, her voice raised and her color high, 
“is where Doctor Simonds comes m m all this We’ve been taking Ins word 
right along, but how do we know he isn’t lying? 

“A reputable doctor — ■” I began ~ , T 

“Oh, I’m sick of reputable doctors and reputable lawyers I don t trust any 

one any more How do we know those two didn t get together, r. ai e an 
Doctor Simonds, and cook this thing up with Walhe? Doctor Simonds dopes 
father, and Mr. Waite draws the will And Sarah’s suspicious She puts on 

the record that father was queer that day ” , , , 

“And so your Uncle Jim saw him that night on the hillside after he 

killed poor Sarah, and is willing to be tried for his h e o pro ec 1 
be silly. Are you intimating also that Doctor Simonds did away with Walhe 

“y not?” she sard more calmly. "Walhe was commg out with the whole 

story on the stand, so he had to be got out of the way Andf fn W 
something, or suspected somebody, so he was shot And don t forget this 

He meant to kill Joseph That was the big idea , „ 

“I don’t believe it Doctor Simonds has attended me for years and 

She made an impatient gesture f . 

“Why is it,” she demanded, “that all women over a certain age have a soft 

spot for their doctors? Doctors are human I’m asking you t0 th * n ^ tC 
be sentimental Walhe knows the question will come up of undue mfluen c, 
or of father not being capable of making a will. So xv 13 0 1 ™ 

Simonds writes him a note, that father is perfectly capa e ° , 

And whose word have we that the two were as reconciled during that sickness 
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as Wallie pretends? Doctor Simonds again! You nc\er heard Sarah say so, 

did you?” „ 

“She never talked And she didn’t like Walhc. 

“Then again, come down to tlie night Joseph was shot. Who could walk 
into this house without suspicion? Suppose we'd happened in before he got 
Joseph? Would we have suspected him of anything? No! He’d have said he 
saw the door open and dropped m, or that he wanted to use the telephone, 
and you'd have given him a glass of the sherry lie likes so much and thought 
nothing of it.” 

“Why would he have come m the back door?” 

“How do we know he came m the back door? Why didn’t he come in the 
front, take a glass of wine, and then wander back. Maybe he liadn t planned 
to kill Joseph just then, but there was the chance, and he took it.” 

I think that was on Wednesday, and Joseph had been shot on Sunday 
night 

It is hardly surprising that I could not sleep that night, although every- 
thing was safe enough now that enme had at last entered my very house. 
From the night of the shooting an officer had patrolled the grounds in the 
daytime, keeping out the curious crowds which would otherwise ha\ e over- 
run us, and another one had stayed downstairs m the house at night. 

The maids left him a night supper m the pantry, and a coffee pot on the 
range About two in the morning there would steal through the house the 
aroma of boiling coffee, and although I had begun to suffer from a chronic 
insomnia, that homely and domestic odor acted on me like a narcotic. Down- 
stairs was the law, armed and substantial, and awake. I would go to sleep 
then 

But that night I did not I lay m my hot bed and listened to the far-off 
movements below, and that theory of Judy’s grew until it became a night- 
mare At last I got up, put on a dressing gown and slippers, and went down 
the stairs. 


The pantry looked very comfortable, bright with lights and with that solid 
square blue figure drawn up to the table before the cold roast beef, the salad, 
the bread and cheese and coffee which were to stay it unbl morning. 

But the officer was taking no chances m that pantry The shades were 

closely drawn, and a chair was placed against the swinging door into the 
kitchen. 

I must have moved very silently, for when I spoke he leaped to his feet 

an w lr ed on me, none the less impressive because the only weapon m his 
liand was a silver fork 


‘Tve come for some coffee,” I said. 

_ , C0I Ii e ™ a ’ am Come m ” he said heartily. And I gathered from the 
zeal wdh which he served me that he too had found the night long and not 


So we sat there, the two of 
mustard for the cold beef and 


us, compamonably supping He recommended 
so I took mustard, which I happen to despise 
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All the time he carried on a running fire of conversation, like a man who is 
relieved to hear the sound of any voice, even his own. And when my com- 
plaisance regarding the mustard brought tears to my eyes, he even leaned 
over and patted my arm. 

You get that coffee down, ma'am/' he said, “and you'll feel better. I guess 
you've been through plenty." 

Here, however, he delicately decided to change the subject. 

“What's happened to the red-haired girl who was here the night of the— 
the night you sent for us? I haven’t seen her since.” 

“That was my niece, Judy Somers She does not live here. But she is not 
red-haired." 

“I don’t mean Miss Somers. This girl was red-headed, all right. She was 
running up the drive just ahead of me. When she heard me, she stopped." 

I sat perfectly still Fortunately he was busy with his coffee, into which he 
was putting lump after lump of sugar. I managed to steady my voice. 

“A red-haired girl?" I said slowly. “Did she speak to you?" 

“I’ll say she did Caught me by the arm and wanted to know what was 
wrong in the house I said* ‘What business is that of yours?' and she said 
she worked here. She had a nght to know. The rest had gone on, and I was 
m a hurry myself, but she hung onto me, and I saw that she looked sort 
of sick ‘Somebody been hurt,' I said, and with that she let me go ” 

“You didn’t see her again?” 

He looked at me and smiled. 

“I've been watching for her here. She was a nght good-looking girl But I 
haven't seen her You know who it is, I suppose?" 

“Yes. But she is not m my employ any longer." 

I thought he looked disappointed, but certainly not suspicious He had 
however little more to tell. The precinct men had arrived before. He had 
come from headquarters m the side car of a motorcycle which had dropped 
him at the street, so that he was afoot when he overtook her. 

I slept not at all that night. I was remembenng a conversation I had had 
with the Inspector the morning after Joseph was shot, and following that 
examination he had made of the hillside 

“Just what do you know about Joseph, Miss Bell? His pnvate life, I mean.” 

“I don't believe he had any." 

“He'd never seemed m any fear, had he? For himself, I mean?” 

“Not that I know of.” 

“Never took any precautions, I suppose? Didn’t act like a man with any- 
thing hanging over him?” 

“Not at all He had looked very tired lately, and I had asked him if he 
wanted to go away I have never seen him show any fear, except that last 
night as we went through the pantry he had the windows all closed I spoke 
about it, and he said it was ‘safer.’ Or he felt safer ” 

“What about women? I suppose you wouldn't know about that?' 

“I am sure there was nothing of the sort ” 
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“Well, I’m not. I'll come to that later But there arc some tilings about 
tins shooting that make it just a little different from the others. In the first 
place, the method’s different. There’s no attempt to camouflage the crime, 
and no attempt at even ordinary care against detection. In the others care 
was taken. I’ll go further and say that I’ve never seen a case where such 
steps were taken, during and later, to cover every possible trail. 

“But look at this. You’re around the corner, only fiftv feet away. You’ve 
got a dog, two dogs. Except for the fact that you held the terrier that night 
he’d have made a row that would have awakened the neighborhood. The 
house is fully lighted Joseph is awake, or was until a moment or so before 
the shot. If he was asleep the criminal can’t know it The shades arc drawn 
“Then again, why shoot him m the house? He must have been in and out. 
He goes to the garage sometimes, he is not always shut up at night. Since 
Walter’s disappearance he’s been out at all hours and m all sorts of places 
“But he’s shot right here, m a bright light. The ps} etiology’s different, 
that’s all Look at this I’ve just shot Joseph back there I’ve got the revolver 
m my pocket, and so far I’ve got away with it. I’ve been watching the place, 
so I know you three are outside and may come m at any moment. The front 
door is open, the hall is brightly lighted. You may come m that way, walk 
right m on me. What’s my normal procedure?” 

“I should think you’d get out as fast as possible ” 

Absolutely But I don’t I saunter into that library, m a full light, pour 
myself a glass of sherry, put down the glass and then take my departure. 
And if you didn t use cut glass sherry glasses I’d leave a decent fingerprint 
instead of what we have It’s too reckless to be normal! Unless it’s a woman ” 
At four o clock that morning, unwilling to disturb the Inspector until later, 

I called Dick and asked him what he thought of it. He was drowsy and only 
half awake 


“She was running up the drive, toward the house,” I said. “And she didn’t 
Know what had happened. She asked the officer.” 

^ * c ° u * d hear “him yawning over the telephone, 
orry, he said The old bean isn’t working very well Probably she knew 
V 0t T mo ? than sll i e was admitting Maybe she was running out, and when 
know 1 y ° Ur P ° llCeman slie reversed the process It’s an old dodge, you 

If that rL?i e ^ de S ” y ti,e telephone on my knee, and tned to think. 
Joseph Itwo„wn 0th T ° f Dl ° k ’ S WaS correc4 > 411611 Mary Martin had shot 

s r 0 : o d h r ekeen eas i enough she ^ ^ an d the habits 

late m the™n£' f ” a,ds r6tlre<i early, that Joseph sat reading until 
grounds she hi .w A? 3 ? scen J udy and Dlck and myself go out into the 
She had’ only to entp 3 y, 5, 'T? ?°° r outside o£ 4116 pantry was unoccupied 
to escape by fl " kl4chen ’ &e her sho4 ’ S° forward, in order 

But she had not escaped In the ten, perhaps fifteen minutes between my 
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finding Joseph and the arrival of the police, she had had plenty of time, 
but she had not gone 

Had she been upstairs during that interval, on some mysterious errand 
of her own? In Sarah's room, perhaps, or Joseph's, and then later on m the 
upper hall, peering over the banister and watching that influx of blue coats 
and muscular bodies, still later on stealing down the stairs, step by step 
Sounds from the pantry, men talking, and Mary looking over her shoulder. 
Then the still open front door, a run for freedom, and the sound of a motor- 
cycle stopping and escape cut off. 

Had she turned m a panic, and started back toward the house? Or had 
she already planned the maneuver m case of necessity? To believe that last 
was to believe her old m crime, infinitely cunning and desperate. 

I had worked myself into a condition bordering on hysteria by seven m the 
morning, when I called up Inspector Harrison, but his very voice quieted me 
He was angry enough, however, when I had told him the story. 

“The damned blockhead!” he exploded, referring to the policeman “I’ll 
break him for this.” 

“He didn't know. She said she worked here.” 

“She did, did she? She’s a quick thinker. But what was she doing there?” 

“You don't think she shot Joseph?” 

“Well, I don't think she's the temperament to shoot Joseph and then go 
m and take a glass of wine No.” 

I felt relieved I was not fond of Mary, but the picture I had drawn for 
myself during the night had revolted me. 

“Then I'm glad I talked to you. And by the way, Mrs. Bassett is dead.” 

I told him of Lily Sanderson’s message, and he was silent for so long when 
I had finished that I thought we might have been disconnected. 

“Hello,” I said. “Central, I've — ” 

“I'm still here, Miss Bell I'm sitting on a chair thinking what a damned 
fool I've been I don’t belong on the force. I ought to be a paperhanger!” 

And with that he hung up the receiver. 


CHAPTER XXX 

We know now of that frantic rush he made, within ten minutes of my call- 
ing, to the Halkett Street house, and of that frenzied search he made later 
on that day, along the highways and particularly the byways of the Warren- 
ville road. Some time after midnight he found what he was after, and not too 
late. 

That had been m his mind all that day, the fear that he would be too 
late And in the meantime he had set his guards. There was to be no escape 
this time, not even by death 
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Even then he did not know the story, of course. But he knew the criminal 
and his incredible cunning Let all go on as usual. Confide in no one. Disarm 
him, throw him off the track, and then mto that fancied security of his 
thrust the long arm of the law. That was his method, he has said since, and 
that it answered is shown by the fact that for ten days apparently nothing 
happened. 

Ten hot July days, with Godfrey working on the appeal; with Jim growing 
weak from heat and strain, with Joseph m the hospital, receiving our visits 
with great dignity, but refusing to alter his original story that he had been 
asleep and had not seen his assailant, with no word whatever of Wallic, or of 
Mary Martin; with the flowers on Mrs. Bassett's grave shriveled in the sun, 
and the policemen still on duty m my house and grounds, and with Katherine 
still m the house on Pine Street, stubbornly refusing to accept that repudia- 
tion of her which she considered Howard’s second will to be. 

Some time m that ten days I made a list of possible and impossible sus- 
pects, with a notation following, and as it is before me now I reproduce it. 
It shows better than I can tell it the utter confusion of my mind. 

This is my list. 


Godfrey Lowell 

Inspector Harrison 

Doctor Simonds 

Mr. Waite 

Wallie 

Dick Carter 

Jim 

Abner 

Amos 

Joseph 

Robert 


( Unlikely ) 

(Why?) 

(Possible) 

(Possible but unlikely) 
(Improbable, and why ? ) 
(Possible but incredible) 
(Possible but unlikely) 
(No) 

(Dead) 

(Himself shot ) 

(Unlikely No reason) 


In such fashion did I fill m those ten interminable days There were ap- 
paientiy no new developments, and the Inspector obstinately absented him- 
self. Judy had grown thin to the point of emaciation, and still by night our 
guard ranged the lower floor and by day patrolled the grounds 

and r»rpr> sevent< r ent h day °f July, Katherine made her resolution 

nd precipitated the ensis It came that night 

hoMof C0 T 1 j 0me l r0m fte hospital 11131 1 remember He took 

kitchen S “wv mUCh as “ sua1 ’ totlenn g the silver drawer to the 

his he could do U iVu^ T mUC1 shattered, and with that bandaged arm of 

^rand d he d0 aS“^r ged * *» a 

tha S nmrbcemft,!f 1Sen r W0I ?u n ’ KaUlenne Pe *aps I have done her less 
ened than she tinted ^ ?“ WaS stamge durln 8 that time, more fnght- 
hetself “ S t0 kn ° W ’ and * e result that she withdrew 
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I think from the time Jim took the stand at the trial, maybe even before 
it, she knew that he was protecting somebody. 

“You say that you saw his white shirt front? What do you mean by that?” 

“Just what I say. A white shirt front ” 

“He wore no vest?” 

“I can't say. I had only an impression of evening clothes. He might have 
worn a dinner jacket.” 

“But you are sure of the cap?” 

“No. I think it was a cap.” 

“Yet he came, according to your story, so close to you that he knocked this 
stick out of your hand. You could see a cap and a white shirt front, but 
you could not see anything more?” 

And it was then that Jim hesitated. He was under oath, and an oath 
is a solemn matter. Then he glanced toward Katherine, and sat up a little 
m his chair. 

“That is all I saw. I was on the ground. His face was turned down the 
hill” 

Whom would he protect with his life but Howard? Howard with his heavy 
white hair, his invariable dinner dress m the evenings, and something to be 
kept hidden at any cost. Small wonder that Katherine thought of Margaret, 
or that she reverted to the will as the key to the mystery. 

And so, very close to the end now, I go to the scene that afternoon, when 
at Katherine's request I accompanied her to Mr Waite's office 

She had made the appointment and we were admitted at once. I was 
rather shocked by the change m Mr Waite. He looked worn and not too 
well, and I thought there was a certain apprehension m his eyes when he 
greeted us. 

He rose, but did not come forward. 

“I am lame again,” he explained, indicating a cane which stood beside 
him. “The old trouble. Well, I can only say that I am shocked and grieved, 
Mrs. Somers Of course the appeal — ” 

“An appeal will do no good,” said Katherine somberly. 

“Still, new facts may come up The case is of course not closed until — ” 

“Until they have killed an innocent man,” Katherine finished for him. 
“And that is what they will do, Mr Waite, unless the truth can be brought 
out” 

He stirred uneasily m his chair. 

“The truth? ’What is the truth? I am as much m the dark as you are ” 
And seeing her face, he bent toward her across the desk “I know what you 
mean, Mrs Somers, and— I can understand Nevertheless, I tell you that as 
surely as I sit here m this chair, Mr. Somers outlined the provisions of that 
will and signed it when I had prepared it He was as rational as I am now 
He discussed his family and his affairs He even recognized that the will 
would be a blow to you, and said that he meant to leave an explanatory 
letter with it Just why he did not do so I don’t understand 
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He was not acting. He was telling us facts, and I think Katherine saw it 
as well as I did. She sat stiffly upright, but the antagonism was gone from her 


“He did not explain the fund of fifty thousand dollars?" 

“He did, and he did not. The son was to administer it for some purpose 
He simply said that Walter would understand. He was of course still very 
weak, and he was not a talkative man, I understand To be frank, I was m 
pam that first day, and not much better the second. I don’t recall many 
details, although of course I have tried to since. A will is a routine matter. 
“He did not appear to have been drugged?" 

“Absolutely not." 

“And Sarah was there? Sarah Gittmgs?" _ w 

“She left the room, but she came m once and gave him some medicine. 
But Katherine was stubborn Here were the facts, and she sbll refused 
to accept them. Mr. Waite saw that, and stiffened m his chair. 

“The will was genuine, Mrs Somers," lie said. “If you have any doubt of 
it, I will go to the hotel with you, and we will repeat my own actions of 
those two days. I will show you that on the first day I was taken to Mr. 
Somers’ room by the hotel manager lnmself, and that the floor clerk saw us 
and remembers this. I will show you that Walter Somers received me at the 
door and took me m, and that on both days Florence Gunther was with me. 
The floor clerk saw her there also ’’ 


“That is what she says I know that, Mr. Waite." 

He made an angry gesture 

“But she may be lying? I wonder if you realize what you are saying? If I 
had forged that will— and it seems to me that this is what you imply— why 
should I have gone there at all? Good God, madam, what had I to gam by 
such a criminal proceeding? It’s nonsense, insane outrageous nonsense " 
Katherine, however, seemed hardly to hear him. Certainly Ins words had 
no effect on her She looked up from that careful inspection of her gloves 
“You would be willing to go to the hotel?" 

Of course I’ll go to the hotel. Do you think I am afraid to go?" 

She stood up, and for the first time it apparently occurred to her that he 
was angry, white with anger. She looked at him with that famt childlike ex- 
pression which so altered her face. 

I m sorry It s only that I don’t understand. You see, there was no reason, 
no reason at all. Not if Margaret Somers was dead." 

He was polite but still somewhat ruffled when we started out None of us, 
am sure, had any idea that any denouement was imminent I remember 
lat ir Waite delayed a moment or two to sign some letters, and that he 
g™nted as he got up and reached for his sbek 

“I’ve lost four teeth and two tonsils to cure this tiling,” he grumbled, “and 
I m just where I started ” 

And so we reached the hotel, Katherine silent and absorbed, Mr. Waite 
limping, and I trailing along and feeling absurd and m the way. 
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We were fortunate in one thing* the rooms Howard had occupied were 
empty. Unluckily the manager was out, but the floor clerk. Miss Todd, was 
at her desk. She greeted us with the decorous gravity the occasion seemed 
to demand, and bowed to Mr. Waite. 

“You remember me?” he asked her. 

“Oh, perfectly, Mr. Waite.” 

“And that I came here on two succeeding days?” 

“Yes, indeed. Mr Hendnckson brought you up the first day.” And she 
added glibly. “The first day you had the young lady with you. The second 
day she came again, and the hotel notary came up later. I remember it all 
very clearly. Miss Gunther sat down there on that chair until you called her 

* 77 

in. 

“And why?” said Katherine suddenly, “did she wait m the hall? There was 
a sitting room.” 

Miss Todd looked slightly surprised. 

“That’s so,” she said. “That’s queer, isn’t it? Do you remember why, Mr. 
Waite?” 

Mr. Waite however did not remember He had seen no sitting room. He 
had been ushered directly from the hall into the bedroom. 

“I suppose the nurse was m there,” he said impatiently. “If you will open 
the rooms, Miss Todd — ” 

Miss Todd was very curious, and I think rather thrilled. She led the way 
bnskly to the sitting room of the suite, unlocked the door and threw open a 
window or two, but if she had hoped to be asked to remain she was disap- 
pointed. 

“In which room was Mr Somers?” 

“In there. I’ll light the lights.” 

“Thanks. If you’ll close the door as you go out — •” 

Some of Mr Waite’s irritation had returned He limped into the bed- 
room Miss Todd had indicated and stood surveying it. 

“I imagine your questions are answered, Mrs. Somers,” he said crisply 
“Here is the room. You have learned that I came here as I said. If you believe 
that I came for any other purpose than to draw up a will, I will remind you 
that I had not spoken ten words to Mr Somers m my life until that day. 

I came because I was sent for, and for that reason only.” 

Kathenne moistened her dry lips. 

“And my husband was m bed?” 

“In this bed I sat down beside him, and I saw that he looked very ill It 
was a dark day, but the lamp was on I sat down here, as the lamp was on 
this side of the bed then I see they have moved it ” 

There was a cunous look m Katherine’s face. 

“I wonder,” she said tensely, “if you mmd doing again ]ust what you did 
then? Can you remember? Try to remember, Mr. Waite! Everything Every 
little thing ” 

I could see that her suppressed excitement had its effect on him He 
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glanced at her, and Ins voice was not so cold. He walked to the hall door and 

° P “Let me see,” he said “Yes. Walter Somers was outside the door, in the 
hall He opened the door and said ‘Father, Mr. Waite is here. I hen lie 


stepped back and I came in alone. I think he closed the door behind ine. 
Yes, he closed tire door. 

“I said. ‘Well, Mr. Somers, I’m sorry to see you laid up. He said some- 
thing about his condition; that he was better, or getting better, and I put 
down my hat and gloves and got out some paper and my fountain pen. After 
that it was strictly business. He had the will pretty well thought out, and I 
suppose I was there only a half hour.” 

“And that is all?” 

“All I can recall ” 

“He seemed perfectly normal. But he was nervous. I had propped my stick 
against the table, and once it slipped and fell. I remember that he jumped 
as though I had hit him. I picked it up and hung it on the doorknob, and— 
that’s funnyl That’s damned queer.” 

He was staring at the wall beside the bed. 

“They’ve taken away the door,” he said 
“What door?” 

“There was a door there by my right hand. It’s on the other side of the 
bed now.” 

We all stood there, stupidly staring at the door. None of us, I fancy, had 
the remotest idea of its significance at that moment. It was Katherine who 
realized it first 

“Are you certain you were m this room, Mr. Waite?” 

“I don’t know They all look alike Of course they are always changing 
these places about.” 

And I think to Katherine must go the credit of that discovery, although 
Inspector Hamson had known it for at least a week She was very calm, very 
quiet, as she went into the hall and called Miss Todd again. 

“You are certain that tins was my husband’s bedroom?” 

“Oh, yes, indeed, Mrs Somers.” 

“And it has not been altered since? No changes have been made?” 

Only the new curtains at the windows ” 

“Thank you ” 

Miss Todd retired, her sharp eyes giving us a final survey as she closed the 
oor. Not until she was gone did Katherine move, and then it was to cross 

the sitting room and glance into the bedroom there Then she called to us, 
quietly enough 

“I thmk this is where you came, Mr. Waite,” she said. “To Walter’s bed- 
room, where an accomplice of Walter’s impersonated his father and drew that 


will 1 


TU herC a nng ° f tnum P h m ller voice “I knew it,” 
she said I knew it My poor Howard!” 
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CHAPTER XXXI 


Or the plot which lay behind that discovery we had no knowledge It was 
enough at the moment that there had been a conspiracy. 

But later on m the day, the initial shock over, our ideas began to crystallize. 
Who had been the man m the bed? What relation did he bear to the mur- 
ders? Was he himself the murderer? 

None of us, however, gathered m my library that night, believed what 
was the fact, that the amazing denouement was even then m preparation, 
and that it was a matter of only a few hours until all our questions were to be 
answered. 

We were silent but more cheerful than we had been for days on end 
There was hope now for Jim, and Katherine's relief was "written m her face 
Jim would be saved and Howard was once again hers to mourn The frozen 
look had left her 

Judy too looked better than she had looked for weeks 

She had come m with her eyes bright and her color high, to show me a 
very nice but extremely small diamond on her engagement finger. 

“Isn't it beautiful?” she said 

“It is indeed beautiful,” I told her gravely. For it seemed so to me, that 
symbol of Dick’s pride and his essential honesty And I was proud of Judy, 
that she wore tliat bit of stone as a queen might wear a crown 

But talking got us nowhere that night. Again and again we went back to 
the scene m that hotel bedroom, with no result It was Judy, with Dick’s 
arm around her and Katherine accepting that as she had accepted the nng, 
who put forth the theory that the fifty thousand dollar clause which had 
been put in the will was to be the payment to this unknown for his services 

And it was Dick who followed that scene to its logical conclusion, and 
who said that a man who could put on a wig and look enough like Howard 
to deceive Mr, Waite under those circumstances, could easily have fooled 
Jim at night on the hillside. 

Nevertheless, we were as far from the identity of this man as ever. 

It was a broiling July night. At ten o’clock Joseph, m his traveling clothes, 
brought in some lemonade-he was leaving at eleven that night for a short 
holiday— and I remember that he had hardly gone out when Judy drew up a 
window shade for air, and suddenly drew back from the window. 

“There’s a man out there!” she said “Just outside the window!” 

Dick ran out at once He was gone for some time, and when he came back 
it was to report that nobody was m sight, but that it was about to storm 
and that they’d better be on their way I thought he looked rather odd, but 
we were all on edge that night and so I said nothing 
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I was uneasy after they had gone I wandered back to the panlrv, where 
Robert was talking with the policeman and waiting for Joseph to come down, 
and while Robert stayed m the pantry the officer made a round of the house, 
inside and out He found nothing, however, and as the storm broke soon 
after that, Joseph departed to the car by way of the kitchen porch m such a 
downpour as I have seldom seen 

I did not go up to bed, although it was cle\ cn o’clock I had a strange 
feeling of uneasiness, as though something was about to happen, or had 
happened And at a little after eleven Jock sat up m the hall and ga\e tongue 
to a really dreadful howl 

I do not even now pretend to explain that wail, or that when 1 went into 
the hall both dogs were standing with their neck ruffs on end, staring into 
the dark drawing room 

I had a picture of that, of the incredulous terror m their attitudes; then 
they turned and bolted into the library, and I am not ashamed to admit 
that I followed them, and slammed and locked the door 
No, I have no explanation When a short time later Inspector Harrison 
arrived and rang the door hell, he found me locked m the library, and it 
was all he could do to make me open the door 

He was soaking wet, and he looked very weary. He looked dejected, too, 
although I did not understand that until later on 

“I’m late,” he said, “but we've had to cut open a safe deposit box m a 
bank, and it took some time and some red tape Then I bad another little 
job— I'm not proud of that I'm coming to it pretty soon, but Fm not proud 
of it. Still, maybe it’s all for the best It will save Walter Somers a lot of 
trouble ” 


“Walter? He is alive?” 

He is I've been doing a little nursing now and then, m odd moments 1 
But he s alive He’s going to live He’s conscious, too, since 3 r esterday And 
now that you ve turned up the story of the will— Waite told me— I hope the 
family won t prosecute He tried to do the right thing, and it damn near cost 
him his life ” 


He sat back and bit savagely on the end of a rather soggy toothpick 
Yes,” he said, “I've bungled this thing When I did get on the right 
track it was pretty late It was the shooting of Joseph Holmes that started 

^ ^ the way But I lost a lot of time, one way and another, and— 
well, 1 11 say this, our killer will never kill again ” 

You've got him? The murderer?” 

Yes,” he said “Yes— and no ” 


I sat bolt upright m my excitement 
\Vho was it, Inspector? Surely I have a right to know ” 

!° ^ 00 ce< ^ at me an< 3 smiled quizzically “But no! 

uc, Weil lead U P t0 and then there'll be no shock ” 

Shock! Then I know him?” 


“You do indeed,” he said gravely “That’s why I want to tell 


you the story 


nn t 


first, so you’ll understand. We’ll call it a sort of psychological preparation 
And I’m going to tell the story without telling you his name We’ll call him 
James C. Norton, because that’s the name he used when he rented the safe 
deposit box Norton. And up to a quarter to three o’clock today we hadn’t 
a hope of landing him We knew he was guilty, guilty as hell We’ve watched 
him and followed him, but we hadn’t a thing. Then today he went to the 
Commercial Bank— he had to— and he gave the show away. 

“Mind you, he knew he was being watched, or he suspected it. He didn’t 
know I’d found Walter, however. He had half killed Walter and tied him 
up in an abandoned farmhouse, and for a while he went back there now 
and then It wasn’t to his interest that Walter die But later on it was to his 
interest that Walter Somers die He left him where I found him, left him to 
die I want you to remember that. 

“Things were getting pretty hot for him, and with Walter dead the story 
wasn't likely to come out. And I’ll say for him, that he held on to the last 
minute He knew we had nothing on him As a matter of fact we didn’t, until 
about seven o’clock tonight 

“I want to give you a picture of this man. Miss Bell We knew that he was 
at least moderately tall and stronger than the average After I learned the 
story of that little comedy at the Imperial we knew he could act, and that 
he was a bit of a forger. Also we knew he was quick and catlike on his feet 

“But we knew some other things 

“This man had no heart, had no bowels of compassion He had instead 
a lust for money and an infinite capacity for wickedness Also he had cunning, 
a cunning so devilish that he had not only covered up his tracks, he had de- 
liberately thrown suspicion on another man by the manufacture of false 
evidence 

“Such, for instance, was the oil m Jim Blake’s car, the use of Jim Blake’s 
name m that deadly visit to New York, and the clothing, expressly arranged 
to give the impression to the man Parrott that it was Blake, and there was 
the telephone message using Blake’s name And I say here and now that 
this man would have let Jim Blake go to the chair with less scruple than 

1 break this toothpick 

“Thaf s the picture of this assassin I want you to remember it 

“Now I’m going to somebody else I don’t need to give you a picture of 
her But she seemed to be m this thing up to the neck She was, and my hat’s 

02 to her. Her name is Mary Martin ” 

“Mary! What has she done, but damage?” 

He smiled again 

“She did her bit, when the truth began to drift m on her. She tried to save 
Howard Somers, but this— this Norton was too smart for her She helped to 
find Walter And on the night she was seen here m the drive she was running 
because she knew something She knew there was going to be another murder, 
or an attempt at it.” 

“She knew Joseph was to be killed!” 
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“She was afraid it would be tried We’re coming to that But she was in a 
bad way herself, she suspected what had happened to Walter She was almost 
crazy that girl. So she relaxed her vigilance and-you find Joseph shot. 

“Wat possible interest had Mary Martin m Walter Somers, Inspector? ’ I 

ashed, bewildered 

“She has a very real interest She had married him last fall. 

He gave me a moment to comprehend that, and then went on more 

briskly. 

“Now let’s go back Let’s go back to last summer, to the end of July 
“Walter Somers was m town, and one day lie got a note to go to a house 
on Halkett Street He went, and he met there this man I’m calling Norton, 
and a woman named Bassett The Bassett woman claimed to have been a 
maid m Margaret Somers’ employ m Biarritz, and that Margaret Somers had 
there given birth to a child ” 

“Howard Somers’ child?” I asked sharply 

“No. I believe that was the plot at first, it was all a plot anyhow There 
was no such child This girl they were passing off was the Bassett woman’s 
own daughter by an earlier marriage The Bassett woman had remarried The 
girl’s name was Mary Martin ” 

“Maryl And she believed it?” 

“I think she did believe it for a time She wanted to believe it That’s 
natural But when the plot failed Mrs. Bassett told her the truth. The im- 
mediate result, however, was that Walter sent for his father, and his father 
came here. 

“Howard Somers denied the story in toto. He had had no second child 
by Margaret, and she had borne no child m Europe. The whole story was a 
he. But he worked himself into a heart attack over it, and that was the start 
of the trouble 

Norton’s little plan had failed. But this sickness gave him a new idea 
Queer how one criminal thought leads to another He went to W alter with 
the scheme about the will, and Walter almost kicked him out. But Walter was 
m debt, and there was the idea It got to ‘eating him,’ as he put it Then, 
too, he was already interested m the girl. The girl was straight She’d believed 
that story As a matter of fact, when her mother told her the truth she tried 
to see Howard Somers at the Imperial, but they would not let her m. 

And there s this to say m Walter’s defense, he felt that he had been 
adly treated, that a half of the estate should have been his Later on, when 
his father was dead, he went on to New York to tell the whole story. But 
tiey alienated him there, and we have to remember that he wasn’t sure Ins 

father had been murdered Mary Martin suspected it, and told him so over 
the long distance telephone 

n thlS f0r him * He went t0 this Norton and Norton denied it 

but he laid Norton out cold on general principles, and Norton hated him 
from that moment That’s what I mean when I say Walter Somers has paid 

[ 190] 



his price. His wife was desperalely m love with him, but she loathed the 
whole imposture She threatened again and again to uncover it. 

"Now about this conspiracy to draw up a fake will It wasn’t Walter Somers’ 
idea, although he helped to put it through, and the cleverness with which 
that will was put among his father’s papers was not his idea either. It was 
simple enough, at that Mr Somers did not alter his mind or his will dunng 
that illness, but he did pay some notes of Walter’s In some ways he was 
a hard man, and he made Walter bring him the canceled notes 

"He meant to keep them But Walter was afraid Mrs Somers would find 
them m case his father died, so he had him endorse the envelope to be 
returned to him— to Walter— m that case 

"He told all this to Norton, and that was the start of the whole business 
Norton suggested that a spurious will could be placed m that envelope and 
substituted for the notes, and that’s what happened Howard Somers him- 
self carried back to New York and placed among his private papers that bogus 
will, endorsed m his own hand 'to be given to my son Walter m the event 
of my death ’ It was neat, when you think of it ” 

"Neat, but wicked. Inspector!” 

"Wrong, yes Still, you must remember that no murder was contemplated 
Fraud, yes, although Walter felt justifiable fraud, in a way But murder, 
never 

"So the comedy was staged, with the fifty thousand dollars to be tins Nor- 
ton’s share, his pay for that imposture, for the study he had made of Howard 
Somers’ signature, and for that bit of comedy where he lay m a bed m a low 
light, on a day selected because it was dark and gray, and feebly signed that 
spurious document. 

"I haven’t been able to leam everything from Walter yet, but m that bit 
of comedy— and God knows it’s the only comedy there is— the Bassett 
woman m a nurse’s uniform played Sarah Gittmgs Walter had prepared 
for that by having her give massage treatments to Ins father And Norton 
was Mr. Somers. I imagine that Norton was the man with the box of flowers 
the floor clerk remembered He had long gray hair, she said, and so Norton 
probably wore into the hotel that day the wig made to resemble Howard 
Somers’ hair 

"That flower box had flowers in it But it had some other things, make-up 
and silk pyjamas, a dressing gown, a few bottles and toilet articles to dress the 
room That’s a guess, but it’s pretty accurate 

"It was Walter’s room, anyhow But they locked off the door to the sitting 
room, and Walter told Sarah Gittmgs he was having some friends there for 
cocktails, and to 'stay out ’ 

“Yes, it looked like a waterproof scheme. The hotel manager himself 
brings Waite up, and Walter meets him m the hall Nobody thinks about 
that door Tire notary comes up on the second day and witnesses the signa- 
tures Florence Gunther is brought m from the hall When it is over the 
players go away, one at a time, by the sen ice staircase 
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“Only one tiling slipped It was Sarali Gitbngs* custom to go out for a 
breath of air, and Walter took her place. But the two gray days with ram 
that were the best for their purposes, the twelfth and thirteenth of August, 
were bad days for her She did not go out She read a novel aloud to Mr 

Somers instead, and put that on her record. 

“Now let’s go on to this last spring, when Sarah met Florence Gunther 
She may have remembered seeing her at the Impend, sitting m the hall, or it 
may have been pure accident It’s enough for us that they met, that Sarah 
told her she was with you, and as your connection with the Somers family 
is well known, that Florence finally mentioned tire will 

“Sarah Gittings was incredulous, and after learning the date of the will, 
she went home and examined her records She saw then that no such will 
could have been drawn on those days, and she began to try to reach Mr. 
Blake She also finally induced Florence to abstract that copy from the safe, 
and on Monday the eighteenth of April she arranged to meet Mr. Blake at 
the Halkett Street house 

“She had already secreted the records m the wood cellar, but that evening 
she moved them to the cabinet She had learned tire terms of the will that 
day, and she knew well enough that there had been fraud. Also she knew 
about that secret compartment m tire cabinet When she took the will from 
Florence that afternoon she gave her the clock dial directions 

“But she felt safe enough She had no thought of danger that night, when 
she left this house 

“Now, I’m going to reconstruct that night of the eighteenth of April And 
you must remember that Walter Somers is still very weak, and that he him- 
self can only guess at a part of it 


CHAPTER XXXII 


At rivn minutes past seven Sarah Gittings left this house, taking tire dogs 
with her She had the will for safekeeping probably inside her shoe— there 
had been some purse-snatclrmg m tins neighborhood— and she earned m 
her bag the key to her front door, but she was excited that night, and she 
forgot to lock her bedroom door 

She w ent out tire door, and m the dnve she found W alter Somers waiting 
for her He knew that she frequently took the dogs out at that hour, and this 
nig it le new something else He knew through Norton, who had his own 
va> of learning things, that she had met Florence that afternoon and re- 
ceived a longish legal envelope from her 

“It looked as though the fat was in the fire v 

..'A® l' c ’; ad f' ked t0 ,lcr > Walter saw that the game was all up He 
tl,rC " up lm !wnds and to!d 1>« he'd go to his father the next day and tell 


him the whole story But he begged her not to tell Jim Blake If his stepmother 
ever heard this story he was through. She agreed to this 
“But she would not give him the copy of the will Said she’d left it m the 
house. And he didn’t trust her She had never liked him He didn’t even 
believe her. 

“But she showed him her hand bag, and the will was not m it 
“ Til give it back to you after you've seen your father,’ she told him, and 
she left him standing there m the drive 

“He says, and I believe him, that he never saw her alive again 
“I'm not defending Walter for trying to get into the house and to get the 
will He did get m, although he broke the point of his knife m doing so 
While he was working at the putty of the door back there he says he heard her 
whistling and calling for Jock, who appeared to have wandered off She was, 
he thought, m or near the Lanmer lot, and later on, when his errand had 
been fruitless and Joseph had helped him to escape from the house, he 
thinks that he still heard her 

“I imagine he is right about that The dog had run off, and she hunted 
him Then, instead of going on to the house on Halkett Street, she may 
have been coming back here to telephone and call off that meeting In any 
event, perhaps because she was bred with the climbing she had done, on the 
way back she seems to have sat down on that log to rest 

"And that was where Norton found her, at or about the very time the 
officer had arrived and the house was being searched He probably heard the 
dogs, and so located her He struck her down from behind, so that she never 
saw him, and he thought she was dead Later on, at ten o’clock, he went 
back to look and she was sbll living, although unconscious Then he finished 
the job With a knife this time, a knife with a blade approximately four 
and a half inches long 

"Something scared him about that time, and he ran He didn’t see Blake 
on the hill, coming back after waibng at the Halkett Street house for her 
until twenty minutes to ten He didn’t see Blake, but Blake saw him And 
now remember this He-Norton-sbll had that wig like Howard Somers’ own 
hair, and he was going back to see if that job needed finishing Also very 
likely he hadn’t got the will that first time I believe he put that wig on his 
head before he went back to the lot 

“He didn’t know what had happened m the interval She might have been 
found, there might be a policeman there So he put on that disguise of his, 
and he fooled Jim Blake, evening clothes, longish white hair and so on It isn’t 
hard, when the story began to come out, to see who Jim Blake thought he 
saw that night 

“It put him to bed, and it damned near sent him to the chair ” 

“Then this Norton, or whoever he is, killed her for the will?” 

“Partly Partly, too, because, although Walter Somers was sick of the whole 
thing, Norton was determined that it go on It was that determination, that 
the v ill stand, that was behind all the other murders 
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'If Florence had kept quiet, she might have lived He may have thought 
she would. She’d taken that will from the safe, and she might keep quiet 
about it But she tried to see you, and that was fatal. Also, there was some- 
thing else which marked her for death. Sarah had told Walter about her 
records for those two days, and when repeated searchings of this house chdn t 
turn them up, tins Norton concluded that Florence had them. 

“Under the pretext of bringing her here to you, he lured her into a car. 
“He killed her and searched her, and then he went to the Halkctt Street 
house that night and examined her room. He made the Bassett woman help 
him It was Mrs Bassett the Sanderson woman heard crying. 

“But I want to go back to Walter. Joseph helped him out of the house that 
night, and he got away down the lull behind the garage, dressed and came 
back here You were expecting him, but he had to come back anyhow. 
He had dropped his fountain pen into the air shaft, and it bore bis initials. 

“He got it, as we know. He was uneasy when Sarah didn’t come back, but 
that’s all He was afraid she’d left the dogs somewhere and gone on to New 
York That scared him, he wanted to do his own confessing, and when lie 
went out and heard the dogs m the lot next door he thought she had tied 
them there He was pretty well upset, but be went back to the club and 
played bridge 

“That is Walter’s story, and I know that it is true m all the salient points 
When Sarah was still missing the next day he was worried, especially when 
you found she was not m New York 

“But he still didn’t believe she was dead, and he never thought of Norton 

“When her body was found, however, he went almost crazy. He went to 
Norton and Norton was shocked and grieved. Walter just didn’t understand 
it, that’s all And when the sword-stick disappeared he began to suspect Jim 
Blake 


Only why would Blake kill her? Had she shown him that will and let him 
believe it was genuine? And had Blake done it, m a passion of anger or to 
secure the will? It was the only answ'er he had, and we have to admit that a 
good many people thought the same way. 

The only person who didn’t was Mary Martin, and she suspected Nor- 
ton from the start She d loathed the scheme from the moment she learned 
about it, the will and all of it 

But Florence Gunther’s death showed Walter where he stood I’m not 
defending him for keeping silent, but it’s easy to see how he argued He 
could not bnng the two women back, and how could he prove that Norton 
had killed them? Norton was still protesting his innocence, calling on high 
heaven to show that his hands were clean 

“Then you burned the carpet from the car, and Walter was all at sea. He 
Qian t know where he was 


But Mary knew, and Norton knew she knew, or suspected She wasn’t safe 

nn/Mf S ° we . have , her takln § Joseph’s revolver and keeping it by her, 
d later on we have her going to New York to the Somers’ apartment 
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She went out on the Brooklyn Bridge that night and threw the gun into 
the river She felt safe, after some pretty awful weeks ” 

“But why go to the Somers’ apartment?” I asked, bewildered 
“Because she saw this She is quicker than Walter, and she believed what 
he still didn’t want to accept, that Norton was the killer. She saw Norton 
still holding on, searching Florence’s room after her death for the records, 
searching this house over and over. And by the way, there’s your ghost! It 
may be helpful with your servants! 

“She saw too that Mr. Somers would have to go next, before the story 
of that bogus will was uncovered, and that with Mr Somers dead Jim Blake 
would go to the chair Either that or Wallie would have to tell his story, 
and even then that mightn’t save Blake Blake mightn’t have known that the 
will was not genuine ” 

“Inspector,” I said gravely, “I want to know who Norton is I must know 
TIiis is— well, it’s cruel ” 

“I think it’s kindness,” he said “I want you to realize this man first, as he 
is The craft of him, using Jim Blake’s name to get to Howard Somers, and 
even dressing like him; telling Mr Somers the proofs of Jim’s guilt, and 
promising for a thousand dollars to keep certain things to himself, getting 
Mr Somers into Ins study to write that check, and putting poison into the 
highball while he is m that study ” 

“And that is what he did?” 

“That is what he did And I don’t mmd saying that it was that check, 
which we found m his box, which completed the case against him He couldn’t 
bring himself to destroy that check ” 

He looked at his watch 

“Now— I’ll hurry over tins— I’m going to Walter Somers again His father’s 
death drove him frantic Again he had no proof, but Mary Martin was certain 
She had broken the glass and raised the windows— there’s an odor to cyanide— 
and she felt pretty sure it was murder And if murder came out, the whole 
story came out You can see why she tried to prevent that 

“She called Walter on the long distance phone and told him, and he about 
went crazy But a confession then was a very grave matter, here were three 
deaths as a result of that conspiracy, and one of them his own father 

“He compromised with himself. He would see that Jim Blake got off, but 
if he was acquitted he would let things ride 

“But the verdict was a foregone conclusion He had to come clean to save 
Jim, and Norton had to confess For he knew now that Norton had got the 
records He had been over this house and he knew the cabinet When the 
clock dial cipher was read m court all Norton had to do was to come here 
and get them. 

“When Walter left the club, that night before the day when he was to go 
on the stand, he had m his pocket a full confession of the murders He 
had taken it with him to force the murderer to sign it He had determined 
to get that signature, at the point of a gun if necessary But he hoped to get 
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it, by letting Norton have a chance to escape It looked reasonable to him, 
if Walter went on the stand the next day it was all over anyhow. As to the 

will, I mean 

“But I ought to say this. He and Norton were definitely out. 1 here had 
been furious trouble between them, and of course there was the time when 
Walter had knocked Norton cold. Walter hated the very sight of the other 


man, and he knew it 

‘Walter picked him up m his car, and they drove out of town, Walter 
talking, the other man listening Walter was going on the stand the next day, 
to tell all he knew. He was wary enough, he had his revolver But Norton, 
too, was prepared for trouble that night. He was too quick for Walter 
“He knocked him out and nearly killed him, and then he took him to an 
abandoned farmhouse out on the Warrenville road and left him there, tied 
But it wasn't to his advantage that Walter die He drove the car over the hill 
where we found it, and he carried off Walter’s revolver and locked him up 
But he went back now and then, although Walter was m pretty poor shape 
when I found him 

“With Walter dead, Mary would tell the story, and he was through. He 
went back now and then, looked after him a bit Not much Just enough to 
keep him alive But he had not been there for three days when we found him, 
and he was mighty close to death 

“Of course it’s easy to say this now, but the case against Blake never had 
satisfied me You know that I gave you my reasons before. All along there 
have been some things that didn’t quite fit Why would Jim Blake invent a 
man m evening dress 7 Well, the answer to that is easy He was not inventing 
it. He saw a man m evening dress But he said this man’s face was turned 
down the hill Now that’s not possible A man doesn’t run rapidly along a 
bushy hillside m the dark without looking where he is going 

So I decided that tins man, conceding that Mr Blake saw a man, was 
some one he knew and wouldn’t mention And after Howard Somers’ death, 
I began to wonder if it wasn’t Somers 


But that didn t get me very far, and to add to the confusion, Joseph is 
shot Jim Blake is in jail, Mr Somers is dead and Walter’s missing And still 
Joseph gets shot! 1 11 admit that I thought it possible at the time that Walter 
lad done it There was some underneath story, and Joseph either suspected 
or knew something It was pretty clear to me that Joseph had had to help 
Walter get out of the house the night he broke m 

“And I had had a theory that Walter knew a good bit about that attack 
on him at the top of the back stairs 

“Then there were some queer things about the shooting Joseph was 
si ing m tie pantry with the shades drawn, ‘because it was safer,’ but he 
tcllssome cock and bull story about dropping off to sleep, and that with the 
kitchen door standing wide openl 

v JV 00 ^ t0 f e> and as 1 sa y 1 thought of Walter Somers He had 
‘ revolver when he left, and of course at that time I didn’t know the 
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rest of the story. So it was for Walter's footprints that I looked the next 
morning, around the grounds and down the hill But I didn't find them I 
found something that I couldn’t make out 

“It looked to me as though a woman had climbed that hill the night before, 
and gone back the same way You’ll remember that it had been rammg, 
and the ground was soft Certainly a woman had come up that hillside, 
walked past the garage and through the shrubbery toward the kitchen door 
And she had gone back the same way, except that she went out the front 
door and around back along the opposite side of the house from where the 
three of you were 

“But here was the queer thing It was a heavy-ish woman, moving slowly, 
and she walked on the outsides of her feet I'd seen prints like that before 
“Well, I had two choices, and I took the wrong one Young Carter had 
been m the house at the time the shot was fired, or close to it, he had a 
revolver m his car, and he had a knife with the point gone, and that broken 
blade fitted the bit I'd picked up on the steps back there And there were 
other things He had an interest m that will and he was young and strong 
I don’t mind saying that I gave him considerable thought 
“It was you yourself who put me on the right track If it hadn't been for 
that message of yours about the Bassett woman I believe this murderer, this 
cold and crafty assassin, would be free tonight, and not where he is 

“But we had to move slowly We had no proof, we had the story and the 
motive, but what else? Not a fingerprint, or a track or a weapon! Nothing 
to hang tire case on, and he knew it We went through his belongings with a 
fine tooth comb, and found nothing We could jail him for forging that will, 
but we wanted him for four murders 1 ” 

“Four?” 

“Amos was murdered,” he said “He was shoved into the river and he 
couldn’t swim Because he couldn't swim,” he amended that “Four murders 
and three murderous assaults, and we had nothing 

“Nothing that we could lay our hands on, anyhow But it came to me one 
day, sitting by Walter’s bed, that if this man would do all he had done for 
fifty thousand dollars, he'd be likely to have kept that check for a thou- 
sand, that if he had, we had him 

“We watched him after that, day and night And at last he slipped up 
He slipped up today He went today to the Commercial Bank to draw some 
money He had an account there m the name of Norton And he had a box 
there, too 

“We had the bank open that box tonight, and we found that check there, 
the check, and the duplicate copy of the will Sarah Gittings earned hidden 
the night she was killed 

“So we got him We'd had his house surrounded, and he hadn’t a chance 
He walked out of that house tonight m a dnvmg storm, and got into a car, 
the same car he had been using all along, the car he used to visit Howard 
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Somers and the car in which he had carried Florence Gunther to her death, 
under pretext of bringing her here to you. 

“But he was too quick for us, Miss Bell. That’s why I say I bungled the 
]ob He had some cyanide ready. He looked at the car, saw the men m and 
around it, said, “Well, gentlemen, I see I am not to have my holiday — ” 

“Holiday! You’re not telling me — ” 

“Quietly, Miss Belli Why should you be grieved or shocked? What pity 
have you for this monster, whose very wife crawled out of her deathbed to 
end his wickedness?” 

“He is dead?” 

“Yes,” he said, “Joseph Holmes is dead.” 

And with that I believe that I fainted 
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CHAPTER I 


I am not a susceptible woman I am objective rather than subjective, and a 
fairly full experience of life has taught me that most of my impressions are 
from within out rather than the other way about For instance, obsession at 
one time a few years ago of a shadowy figure on my right, just beyond the 
field of vision, was later exposed as the result of a defect m my glasses. In 
the same way Maggie, my old servant, was during one entire summer haunted 
by church bells and considered it a personal summons to eternity until it was 
shown to be m her inner ear 

Yet the Benton house undeniably made me uncomfortable Perhaps it 
was because it had remained unchanged for so long The old horsehair chairs, 
with their shmy mahogany frames, showed by the slightly worn places m the 
carpet before them that they had not deviated an inch from their position 
for many years The carpets— carpets that reached to the very baseboards 
and gave under one’s feet with the yielding of heavy padding beneath— were 
bright under beds and wardrobes, while m the centers of the rooms they 
had faded into the softness of old tapestry 

Maggie, I remember, on our arrival moved a chair from the wall m the 
library, and immediately put it back again, with a glance to see if I had 
observed her 

“It’s nice and clean. Miss Agnes,” she said “A— I kind of feel that a little 
dirt would make it more homelike ” 

“I’m sure I don’t see why,” I replied, rather sharply, “I’ve lived m a tolerably 
clean house most of my life ” 

Maggie, however, was digging a heel into the padded carpet She had chosen 
a sunny place for the experiment, and a small cloud of dust rose like smoke 

“Germs!” she said “Just what I expected We’d better bring the vacuum 
cleaner out from the city, Miss Agnes Them carpets haven’t been lifted 
for years ” 

But I paid little attention to her To Maggie any particle of matter not 
otherwise classified is a germ, and the prospect of finding dust m that im- 
maculate house was sufficiently thrilling to tide over the strangeness of our 
first few hours m it 

Once a year I rent a house m the country When my nephew and niece 
were children, I did it to take them out of the city during school -vacations 
Later, when they grew up, it was to be near the country club But now, with 
the children married and new families coming along, we were more concerned 
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with dames than with clubs, and 1 inquired moic cirefulU abnut tlw neii;,.- 
borliood cows than about the neighborhood goH-lmU I h >d ic .'!> Uck-i 
the house at Benton Station because thcie was a most aHurmu p kIutc, * it it a 
brook running through it, and violets over the banks It seemed to me that 
no cow with a conscience could live m those surroundings and give tohckv 


milk. , r , 

Then, the house was cheap Unbelievably cheap I suspected < tv. uap, c 

at once, but it seemed to be in the best possible order Indeed, nc». plu nb 
mg had been putm, and extra bathrooms installed. As old Miss ICmilv Benton 
lived there alone, with only an old couple to look after her, it looked odd to 
see three bathrooms, two of them new, on the second floor. Big tubs and 
showers, although little old Miss Emily could have bathed m the vnshbovl 
and have had room to spare 

I faced the agent downstairs in the parlor, after I had gone over the house. 


Miss Emily Benton had not appeared and I took it she was aw as 

“Why all those bathrooms?’' I demanded “Docs she use them m rotation 7 ” 

He shrugged his shoulders 

“She wished to rent the house, Miss Blakiston The old-fashioned 
plumbing—” 

“But she is giving the house away,” I exclaimed “Those bathrooms have 
cost much more than she will get out of it You and I know that the price 
is absurd” 

He smiled at that. “If you wish to pay more, }ou maj, of course She is a 
fine woman, Miss Blakiston, but you can never measure a Benton with nnv 
yard-stick but their own. The truth is that she wants the house off her hands 
this summer I don't know why It's a good house, and she lias lived here all 
her life. But my instructions, I'll tell you frankly, are to rent it, if I have to 
give it away ” 


With which absurd sentence we went out the front door, and I saw the 
pasture, which decided me 

In view of the fact that I had taken the house for my grandnieces and 
nephews, it was annoying to find, by the end of June, that I should have to 
live m it by myself Willie's boy was having his teeth straightened, and must 
make daily visits to the dentist, and Jack went to California and took Ger- 
trude and the boys with him 

The first curious thing happened then. I wrote to the agent, saying that I 
would not use the house, but enclosing a check for its rental, as I had signed 
the lease To my surprise, I received m reply a note from Miss Emily herself, 
very carefully written on thm note paper. 

Although it was years since I had seen her, the exquisite neatness of the 
er, i s care ul paragraphing, its margins so accurate as to give the lmpres- 
10 ” j 3 S 11 e , a drawn a faint margin Ime with a lead pencil and then 
™ l! 656 Were 38 mdlCatlve Emily Benton as-well, as the letter 


well as I can explain it, the letter was impulsive, almost urgent Yet the 
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little old lady I remembered was neither of these things. “My dear Miss 
Blakiston,” she v* rote. “But I do hope you will use the house It was because 
I wanted to be certain that it would be occupied this summer that I asked 
so low a rent for it. 

“You may call it a whim if you like, but there are reasons why I wish the 
house to have a summer tenant It has, for one thing, never been empty since 
it was built It was my father's pride, and his father's before him, that the 
doors were never locked, even at night Of course I can not ask a tenant to 
continue this old custom, but I can ask you to reconsider your decision 
“Will 3 ou forgive me for sa> mg that you are so exactly the person I should 
like to see m the house that I feel I can not give you up? So strongly do I 
feel this that I would, if I dared, enclose your check and beg you to use 
the house rent free. Faithfully yours, Emily Benton " 

Gracefully worded and carefully written as the letter was, I seemed to 
feel behind it some stress of feeling, an excitement perhaps, totally out of 
proporbon to its contents Years before I had met Miss Emily, even then a 
frail little old lady, her small figure stiffly erect, her eyes cold, her whole 
bearing one of reserve. The Bentons, for all their open doors, were known 
m that part of the country as “proud ” I can remember, too, how when I was 
a young girl my mother had regarded the rare mvitabons to have tea and 
tiny cakes m the Benton parlor as commands, no less, and had taken the 
long carriage-nde from tire city with complacency. And now Miss Emily, last 
of the family, had begged me to take the house 

In the end, as has been shown, I agreed The glamor of the past had 
perhaps something to do with it. But I have come to a bme of life when, 
failing mbmate interests of my own, my neighbors' interests are mine by 
adoption To be frank, I came bepause I was curious Why, aside from a 
money considerabon, was the Benton house to be occupied by an alien house- 
hold? It was opposed to every tradibon of the family as I had heard of it 
I knew something of the family history’ the Reverend Thaddeus Benton, 
rector of Samt Bartholomew, who had forsaken the frame rectory near the 
church to build himself the substanbal home now being offered me. Miss 
Emily, his daughter, who must now, I computed, be nearly seventy, and a 
son whom I recalled faintly as hardly bearing out the Benton traditions of 
solidity and reebtude 

The Reverend Mr Benton, I recalled, had taken the stand that his house 
was his own, and having moved his family into it, had thereafter, save on 
great occasions, received the congregabon individually or en masse , in his 
study at the church A patriarchal old man, benevolent yet austere, who once, 
according to a story I had heard m my girlhood, had horsewhipped one of his 
vestrymen for trifling with the affeebons of a young married woman in the 
village! 

There was a gap of thirty years m my knowledge of the family I had 
indeed forgotten its very existence, when by the chance of a newspaper 
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advertisement I found myself involved vitally in its affairs, playing Provi- 
dence, indeed, and both fearing and bating my r61e 

Looking back, there are a number of tilings that appear rather curious 
Why, for instance, did Maggie, my old servant, develop such a dislike for 
the place? It had nothing to do with the house. She had not seen it when 
she first refused to go But her reluctance was evident from the beginning. 

“five ]ust got a feeling about it, Miss Agnes,” she said “I can’t explain it, 
any more than I can explain a cold in the head But it s there 
At first I was inclined to blame Maggie’s “feeling” on her knowledge that 
the house was cheap She knew it, as she has, I am sure, read all my letters 
for years. She has a distrust of a bargain. But later I came to beliei e that 
there was something more to Maggie’s distrust-as though perhaps a v a\ e of 
uneasiness, spreading from some unknown source, had engulfed her 

Indeed, looking back over the two months I spent m the Benton house, I 
am inclined to go even further If thoughts carry, as I am sure they do, then 
emotions carry Fear, hope, courage, despair— if the intention of anting a 
letter to an absent friend can spread itself halfway across the earth, so that 
as you write the friend writes also, and your letters cross, how much more 
should big emotions carry? I have had sweep over me such w r ai es of gladness, 
such gusts of despair, as have shaken me Yet with no cause for either They 
are gone m a moment Just for an instant, I have caught and made my own 
another’s ]oy or grief 

The only inexplicable part of this narrative is that Maggie, neither a psy- 
chic nor a sensitive tj pe, caught the terror, as I came to call it, before I did 
Perhaps it may be explainable by the fact that her mental processes are com- 
paratively simple, her mmd an empty slate that shows every mark made on 
it 

In a way, this is a study m fear 

Maggie’s resentment continued through my decision to use the house, 
through the packing, through the very moving itself It took the fonn of a 
sort of watchful waiting, although at the time we neither of us realized it, 
and of dislike of the house and its surroundings. It extended itself to the 
very garden, where she gathered flowers for the table with a ruthlessness 
that was almost vicious And, as July went on, and Miss Emily made her oc- 
casional visits, as tmy, as delicate as herself, I had a curious conclusion 
forced on me Miss Emily returned her antagonism I was slow to credit it 
at secret and even unacknowledged opposition could there be between 
m\ ownnght Maggie and tins little old aristocrat noth her frail hands and 
tne soft rustle of silk about her? 

In Miss Emily, it took the form of— how strange a word to use m connec- 
on v it 1 ier!— of furtive watchfulness I felt that Maggie’s entrance, with 
nothing more momentous than the tea-tray, set her upright m her chair, put 

T co, ffcJ 3 1Cr S j t V0ice > ar *d absorbed her She was still attentive to what 

M ~' . -| C or dissented But back of it all, with her eyes on me. she 

was watching Maggie 
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With Maggie the antagonism took no such subtle form It showed itself 
m the second best instead of the best china, and a tendency to weak tea, 
when Miss Emily took hers very strong And such was the effect of their 
mutual watchfulness and suspicion, such perhaps was the influence of the 
staid old house on me, after a time even that fact, of the strong tea, began 
to stake me as incongruous Miss Emily was so consistent, so consistently frail 
and dainty and so-well, unspotted seems to be the word-and so gentle, yet 
as time went on I began to feel that she hated Maggie with a real hatred 
And there was the strong teal 

Indeed, it was not quite normal, nor was I. For by that time-the middle 
of July it was before I figured out as much as I have set down m five minutes 
—by that time I was not certain about the house It was difficult to say just 
what I felt about the house W llhe, who came down over a Sunday early m 
the summer, possibly voiced it when he came down to his breakfast there, 

“How did you sleep?” I asked 

“Not very well.” He picked up his coffee-cup, and smiled over it rather 
sheepishly. “To tell the truth, I got to thinking about things— the furniture 
and all that,” he said vaguely. “How many people have sat in the chairs and 
seen themselves m the mirror and died m the bed, and so on ” 

Maggie, who was bringing in the toast, gave a sort of low moan, which 
she turned into a cough. 

“There have been twenty-three deaths in it m the last forty years, Mr 
Willie,” she volunteered “That’s according to the gardener And more than 
half died m that room of yours.” 

“Put down that toast before you drop it, Maggie,” I said “You’re shaking 
all over. And go out and shut the door ” 

“Very well,” she said with a meekness behind which she was both indig- 
nant and frightened “But there is one word I might mention before I go, 
and that is— cats!” 

“Cats!” said Willie, as she slammed the door 

“I think it is only one cat,” I observed mildly “It belongs to Miss Emily, 

I fancy. It manages to be m a lot of places nearly simultaneously, and Mag- 
gie swears it is a dozen ” 

Willie is not subtle He is a practical young man with a growing family, 
and a tendency the last year or two to flesh But he ate his breakfast 
thoughtfully 

“Don’t you think it’s rather isolated?” he asked finally. “Just you three 
women here?” I had taken Delia, the cook, along 

“We have a telephone,” I said, rather loftily “Although — ” I checked my- 
self Maggie, I felt sure, was listening m the pantry, and I intended to give her 
wild fancies no encouragement To utter a thing is, to Maggie, to give it life 
By the mere use of the spoken word it ceases to be supposition and becomes 
fact 

As a matter of fact, my uneasiness about the house resolved itself into an 
uneasiness about the telephone It seems less absurd now than it did then 
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But I remember what Willie said about it that morning on our way to the 

church , ,, „ 

“It rings at night, Willie,” I said “And when I go there is no one there 

“So do ah telephones,” he replied briskly “It’s their greatest weakness ” 
“Once or twice we have found the thing on the floor m the morning It 

couldn’t blow over or knock itself down ” 

“Probably the cat,” he said with the patient air of a man arguing with an 
unreasonable woman “Of course,” he added-we were passing the church- 
yard then, dominated by what the village called the Benton “mosolem”- 
“there’s a chance that those dead-and-gone Bentons resent anything as mod- 
em as a telephone It might be interesting to see what they would do to a 
victrola ” 

“I’m going to tell you something, Willie,” I said “I am afraid of the 
telephone ” 

He was completely incredulous I felt rather ridiculous, standing there m 
the sunlight of that summer Sabbath and making my confession But I did it 
“I am afraid of it,” I repeated “I’m desperately sure you will never under- 
stand Because I don’t I can hardly force myself to go to it I hate the very 
back comer of the hall where it stands, I — ” 

I saw his expression then, and I stopped, furious with myself Why had I 
said it? But more important still, why did I feel it? I had not put it into 
w'ords before, I had not expected to say it then But the moment I said it I 
knew it was true I had developed an idee fixe 

“I have to go downstairs at night and answer it,” I added, rather feebly 
“It’s on my nerves, I think ” 

“I should think it is,” he said, with a note of wonder m his voice “It 
doesn’t sound like you A telephone'” But )ust at the church door he stopped 
me, a hand on my arm 

Look here,” he said, “don’t you suppose it’s because you’re so dependent 
on the telephone? You know that if anything goes w 7 rong with it, you’re cut 
off, m a way And there’s another point— you get all your new's over it, good 
and bad ” He had difficulty, I think, m finding the words he wanted "It’s— 
it s vital, he said So you attach too much importance to it, and it gets 
to be an obsession ” 

\ cry likely, I assented The whole thing is idiotic, anyhow ” 

But— was it idiotic? 

I am endeavoring to set tilings down as they seemed to me at the time, 
not m the light of subsequent events For, if tins narrative has any interest 
at all, it is a psychological one I have said that it is a study m fear, but per- 
aps it w ould be more accurate to say that it is a study of the mental reaction 
v lth 1 !^ ° ^ e ^ CC ^ S 0n different minds, more or less remotely connected 

mwlvi a r aI} S1S im P ressi0n s m the church that morning are not 

chto Ti i SC ? Ueri j events 1S proved by the fact that under cover of that 
«atc, Julv 1 6th, I made the following entry 
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“Why do Maggie and Miss Benton distrust each other?” 

I realized it even then, although I did not consider it serious, as is evi- 
denced by the fact that I follow it with a recipe for fruit gelatin, copied 
from the newspaper 

It was a calm and sunny Sunday morning The church windows were wide 
open, and a butterfly came m and set the choir boys to giggling At the end 
of my pew a stained-glass window to Carlo Benton-the name came like an 
echo from the forgotten past-sent a shower of colored light over Willie, 
turned my blue silk to most unspmsterly hues, and threw a sort of summer 
radiance o'^ er Miss Emily herself, m the seat ahead 

She sat quite alone, impeccably neat, even to her profile She was so or- 
derly, so well balanced, one stitch of her hand-sewed organdy collar was so 
clearly identical with every other, her very seams, if you can understand it, 
ran so exactly where they should, that she set me to pulling myself straight 
I am rather casual as to seams 

After a fame I began to have a curious feeling about her Her head was 
tott ard the rector, standing m a sort of white nimbus of sunlight, but I felt 
that Miss Emily's entire attention was on our pew, immediately behind her 
I find I can not put it into words, unless it was that her back settled into more 
rigid lines I glanced along the pew. Willie's face wore a calm and slightly 
somnolent expression But Maggie, m her far end— she is very high church 
and always attends-Maggie’s eyes were glued almost fiercely to Miss Emily’s 
back. And ]ust then Miss Emily herself stirred, glanced up at the window, 
and turning slightly, returned Maggie’s glance with one almost as malevo- 
lent I have hesitated over that word It seems strong now, but at the time 
it was the one that came into my mmd 

When it was over, it was hard to believe that it had happened. And even 
now, with everything else clear, I do not pretend to explain Maggie’s atti- 
tude She knew, m some strange way. But she did not know that she knew- 
which sounds like nonsense and is as near as I can come to getting it down 
m words 

Willie left that night, the 16th, and we settled down to quiet days, and, 
for a time, to undisturbed nights But on the following Wednesday, by my 
]ournal, the telephone commenced to bother me again. Generally speaking, 
it rang rather early, between eleven o’clock and midnight. But on the follow- 
ing Saturday night I find I have recorded the hour as 2 a m 

In every instance the expenence was identical The telephone never rang 
the second fame When I went downstairs to answer it— I did not always go— 
there was the buzzing of the wire, and there was nothing else It was on the 
twenty-fourth that I had the telephone inspected and reported m normal 
condition, and it is possibly significant that for three days afterward my 
record shows not a single disturbance 

But I do not regard the strange calls over the telephone as so important as 
my attitude to them The plain truth is that my fear of the calls extended 
itself m a few days to cover the instrument, and more than that, to the part 
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of the house it stood m. Maggie never had this, nor did she recognize it m 
me Her fear was a perfectly simple although uncomfortable one, centering 
around the bedrooms where, m each bed, she nightly saw dead and gone 

Bentons laid out m all the decorum of the best lmen. 

On more than one evening she came to the library door, with an expression 
of mentally looking over her shoulder, and some such dialogue would follow 
“D’you mind if I turn down the bed now, Miss Agnes?” 

“It’s very early ” 

“S’almost eight.” When she is nervous she cuts verbal corners 
“You know perfectly well that I dislike having the beds disturbed until 
nine o’clock, Maggie ” 

“I’m going out ” 

“You said that last night, but you didn’t go ” 

Silence 

“Now, see here, Maggie, I want you to overcome this feeling of-” I hesi- 
tated— “of fear When you have really seen or heard something, it will be 
time enough to be nervous ” 

“Humph!” said Maggie on one of these occasions, and edged into the room 
It was growing dusk “It will be too late then, Miss Agnes And another thing. 
You’re a brave woman I don’t know as I’ve seen a braver But I notice you 
keep away from the telephone after dark ” 

The general outcome of these conversations was that, to avoid argument, 
I permitted the preparation of my room for the night at an earlier and yet 
earlier hour, until at last it was done the moment I was dressed for dinner 
It is clear to me now that two entirely different sorts of fear actuated us 
For by that time I had to acknowledge that there was fear m the house Even 
Delia, the cook, had absorbed some of Maggie’s terror, possibly traceable to 
some early impressions of death which connected themselves with a four-post 
bedstead 

Of the two sorts of fear, Delia’s and Maggie’s symptoms were subjective 
Mine, I still feel, were objective 

It was not long before the beginning of August, and during a lull m the 
telephone matter, that I began to suspect that the house was being visited 
at night 

There was nothing I could point to with any certainty as having been 
disturbed at first It was a matter of a book misplaced on the table, of my 
sewing-basket open when I always leave it closed, of a burnt match on the 
floor, whereas it is one of my orderly habits never to leave burnt matches 
around And at last the burnt match became a sort of clue, for I suspected 
that it had been used to light one of the candles that sat m holders of every 
sort, on the top of the library shelves 

1 u 1C A d f c T tting U P at ni § llt: and peering over the banisters, but without 
result And I was never sure as to articles that they had been moved I re- 
mamc m that doubting and suspicious halfway ground that is worse than 
ecrtamtv And there was the matter of motive I could not get away from that 
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What possible purpose could an intruder have, for instance, m opening my 
sewing-basket or mo\ mg the dictionary tw o inches on the center table? 

Yet the feeling persisted, and on the second of August I find tins entry 
m my journal 

Right-hand brass, eight inches, left-hand brass, seven inches, carved-wood 
—Italian— five and three quarters inches each, old glass on mantelpiece-seven 
inches. And below tins, dated the third Last night, between midnight and 
daylight, the candle in the glass holder on the right side of the mantel was 
burned down one and one-half inches. 

I should, no doubt, have set a watch on my nightly visitor after making 
this discovery— and one that was apparently connected with it— nothing less 
than Delia’s report that there were candle-droppings over the border of the 
library carpet But I have admitted that this is a study m fear, and a part of 
it is my own 

I v,as afraid I was afraid of the night visitor, but, more than that, I was 
afraid of the fear. It had become a real thing by that time, something that 
lurked in the lower back hall waiting to catch me by the throat, to stop my 
breath, to paraljze me so I could not escape I never went beyond that point 

Yet I am not a cowardly woman I have lived alone too long for that I have 
closed too many houses at night and gone upstairs m the dark to be afraid 
of darkness And even now I can not, looking back, admit that I was afraid 
of the darkness there, although I resorted to the weak expedient of leaving a 
short length of candle to burn itself out m the hall when I went up to bed 

I have seen one of Willie’s boys waken up at night screaming with a terror 
he could not describe Well, it was much like that with me, except that I was 
awake and horribly ashamed of myself 

On the fourth of August I find m my journal the single word “flour.” It 
recalls both my own cowardice at that time, and an experiment I made. 
The telephone had not bothered us for several nights, and I began to suspect 
a connection of this sort when the telephone rang, there was no night visitor, 
and vice versa I was not certain 

Delia was setting bread that night m the kitchen, and Maggie was reading 
a ghost story from the evening paper There was a fine sifting of flour over the 
table, and it gave me my idea When I went up to bed that night, I left a 
powdering of flour here and there on the lower floor, at the door into the 
library, a patch by the table, and— going back rather uneasily— one near the 
telephone 

I was up and downstairs before Maggie the next morning The patches 
showed trampling In the doorway they were almost obliterated, as by the 
trailing of a garment over them, but by the fireplace there were two prints 
quite distinct I knew when I saw them that I had expected the marks of 
Miss Emily’s tiny foot, although I had not admitted it before But these 
were not Miss Emily’s They were large, flat, substantial, and one showed 
a curious marking around the edge that— It was my own! The marking was 
the knitted side of my bedroom slipper I had, so far as I could tell, gone 
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downstairs, m the mglit, investigated the candles, possibly m daihmss, and 
gone back to bed again. 

The effect of the discovery on me was-wcll undermining In all the un- 
easiness of the past few weeks I had at least had full confidence in m>self 
And now that was gone I began to wonder liow much of the tilings that had 
troubled me were real, and how many I bad made for mjsclf. 

To tell the truth, by that time the tension was almost unbearable. My 
nerves were going, and there was no reason for it I kept telling mjsclf that 
In the mirror I looked white and anxious, and I had a sense of approaching 
trouble. I caught Maggie watching me, too, and on the seventh I find in m> 
]Oumal the words “Insanity is often only a formless terror ’’ 

On the Sunday morning following that I found three burnt matches in 
the library fireplace, and one of the candles in the brass holders was almost 
gone I sat most of tlie day m that room, wondering what would happen to 
me if I lost my mind I knew' that Maggie was watching me, and I made one 
of those absurd hypotheses to myself that we all do at times If any of the 
family came, I would know that she had sent for them, and that I w as really 
derangedl It had been a long day, with a steady summer ram that had not 
cooled the earth, but only set it steaming The air w as like hot vapor, and 
my hair clung to my moist forehead At about four o’clock Maggie started 
chasing a fly with a folded newspaper. She followed it about tlie lower floor 
from room to room, making little harsli noises in her throat when slie missed 
it The sound of the soft thud of the paper on walls and furniture seemed 
suddenly more than I could bear. 

“For heaven’s sake!” I cried “Stop that noise, Maggie ” I felt as though 
my eyes were starting from my head 

“It’s a fly,” she said doggedly, and aimed another blow at it “If I don’t 
lull it, we’ll have a million There, it’s on the mantel now I never—” 

I felt that if she raised the paper club once more I should scream So I 
got up quickly and caught her wrist. She was so astonished that she let the 
paper drop, and there we stood, staring at each other I can still see the way 
her mouth hung open 

Don tl I said And my voice sounded thick even to my ow n cars “Mag- 
gie— I can’t stand it'” 


“My God, Miss Agnes!” 

Her tone brought me up sharply I released her arm 

“I— I’m just nervous, Maggie,” I said, and sat down 
violently 


I was trembling 


I was sane I knew it then as I know it now But I was not rational Perhaps 
o most of us come now and then times when we realize that some act, 
or some loug it, is not balanced, as though, for a moment or an hour, the 
ntrol was gone from the brain Or-and I think this was the feeling I had- 

annll ITl oaier i; 0 f 1 ro1 was m Not the Agnes Blakiston I knew, but 

heeho m §neS a uston, perhaps, was exerting a temporary dominance, a 
Hectic, craven, and hateful control 
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That is the only outburst I recall Possibly Maggie may have others stored 
away She has a tenacious memory. Certainly it was my nearest approach to 
violence But it had the effect of making me set a watch on myself 

Possibly it was coincidence Probably, however, Maggie had communicated 
with Willie But two days later young Martin Sprague, Freda Sprague’s son, 
stopped his car m the drive and came m He is a nerve specialist, and very 
good, although I can remember when he came down m his night drawers to 
one of his mother’s dinner-parties 

“Thought I w r ould just run m and see you,” he said “Mother told me you 
were here By George, Miss Agnes, you look younger than ever ” 

“Who told you to come, Martie?” I asked 

“Told me? I don’t have to be told to visit an old friend.” 

Well, he asked himself to lunch, and looked over the house, and decided to 
ask Miss Emily if she would sell an old Japanese cabinet mlaid with mother 
of pearl that I would not have had as a gift And, m the end, I told him 
my trouble, of the fear that seemed to center around the telephone, and the 
sleepwalking 

He listened carefully 

“Ever get any bad news over the telephone?” he asked 
One way and another, I said I had had plenty of it He went over me 
thoroughly, and was inclined to find my experience with the flour rather 
amusing than otherwise “It's rather good, that,” he said “Setting a trap to 
catch yourself. You’d better have Maggie sleep m your room for a while 
Well, it’s all pretty plain. Miss Agnes. We bury some tilings as deep as possi- 
ble, especially if we don’t want to remember that they ever happened But 
the mind’s a queer thing It holds on pretty hard, and burying is not de- 
stroying Then we get bred or nervous-maybe just holding the tiling down 
and pretending it is not there makes us nervous— and up it pops, like the 
ghost of a buried body, and raises hell You don’t mind that, do you?” he 
added anxiously “It’s exactly what those things do raise ” 

“But,” I demanded irritably, “who nngs the telephone at night? I daresay 
you don’t contend that I go out at night and call the house, and then come 
back and answer the call, do you?” 

He looked at me with a maddening smile 
“Are you sure it really nngs?” he asked 

And so bad was my nervous condition by that time, so undermined was 
my self-confidence, that I was not certain! And this m face of the fact that it 
invariably roused Maggie as well as myself 

On the eleventh of August Miss Emily came to tea The date does not 
matter, but by following the chronology of my journal I find I can keep my 
narrative m proper sequence 

I had felt better that day So far as I could determine, I had not walked 
m my sleep again, and there was about Maggie an air of cheerfulness and 
relief which showed that my condition was more nearly normal than it had 
been for some time The fear of the telephone and of the back hall was 
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leaving me, too Perhaps Martin Sprague’s mattcr-of-fact explanation had 
helped me' But my own theory had always been the one I recorded at the 
beginning of this narrative-that I caught and-wcll, registered is a good word 
—that I registered an overwhelming fear from some unknown source 

I spied Miss Emily as she got out of the hack that day, a cool little figure 
clad m a tlnn black silk dress, with the sheerest possible white collar and 
cuffs Her small bonnet with its cr£pe veil was faced with white, and her 
carefully crimped gray hair showed a wavy border beneath it. Mr. Staley, 
the station hackman, helped her out of the surrey, and handed her the knit- 
ting-bag without which she was seldom seen It was two weeks since she had 
been there, and she came slowly up the walk, looking from side to side, at 
the perennial borders, then m full August bloom 
She smiled when she saw me m the doorway, and said, with the little 
anxious pucker between her eyes that was so childish, “Don’t you think peo- 
nies are better cut down at this time of year?” She took a folded handkerchief 
from her bag and dabbed at her face, where there was no sign of dust to 
mar its old freshness “It gives the lilies a better chance, my dear.” 

I led her into the house, and she produced a gay bit of knitting, a baby 
afghan, by the signs She smiled at me over it 

“I am always one baby behind,” she explained and fell to work rapidlv 
She had lovely hands, and I suspected them of being her one vanity 


** * 


Maggie was serving tea with her usual grudging reluctance, and I noticed 
then that when she was m the room Miss Emily said little or nothing I 
thought it probable that she did not approve of conversing before servants, 
and would have let it go at that, had I not, as I held out Miss Emily’s cup, 
caught her looking at Maggie I had a swift impression of antagonism again, 
of alertness and something more When Maggie went out, Miss Emily turned 
to me 

“She is very capable, I fancy ” 

“Very Entirely too capable” 

She looks sharp,’’ said Miss Emily It was a long time since I had heard 
the word so used, but it was very apt Maggie was indeed sharp But Miss 

Lmily launched into a general dissertation on servants, and Maggie’s sharp- 
ness was forgotten 1 

telephone 1 thl " k ’ Whe ” ** WaS ab ° Ut t0 S ° tlut 1 asked her *oul the 

coZfafte 0 r n a e h±: nqmted .r my ’ ”° 14 haS ■*"»» done very well. Of 
urse, atter a heavy snow m the winter, sometimes—” 

-tCuJ’fny^tt'tbrl'"™ 5 hCI SentCnCCS ^ 

“It rings at night ” 

“Rings?” 

■'I am called frequently and when I got to the phone, there is no one there ” 
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Some of my irritation doubtless got into my voice, for Miss Emily suddenly 
drew away and stared at me 
“But— that is very strange I—” 

She had gone pale. I saw that now And quite suddenly she dropped her 
knittmg-bag When I restored it to her, she was very calm and poised, but her 
color had not come back 

“It has always been very satisfactory,” she said “I don't know that it 
ever—” 

She considered, and began again “Why not just ignore it? If some one is 
playing a malicious trick on you, the only thing is to ignore it ” 

Her hands were shaking, although her voice was quiet I saw that when 
she tried to tie the ribbons of the bag And— I wondered at this, m so gentle 
a soul— there was a hint of anger in her tones There was an edge to her voice 
That she could be angry was a surprise And I found that she could also 
be obstinate. For we came to an impasse over the telephone m the next 
few minutes, and over something so absurd that I was nonplussed It was 
over her unqualified refusal to allow me to install a branch wire to my 
bedroom 

“But,” I expostulated, “when one thinks of the convenience, and—” 

“I am sorry ” Her voice had a note of finality. “I daresay I am old-fash- 
ioned, but— I do not like changes I shall have to ask you not to interfere 
with the telephone ” 

I could hardly credit my senses Her tone was one of reproof, plus decision 
It convicted me of an indiscretion If I had asked to take the roof off and 
replace it with silk umbrellas, it might have been justified But to a request 
to move the telephone! 

“Of course, if you feel that way about it,” I said, “I shall not touch it ” 

I dropped the subject, a trifle ruffled, I confess, and went upstairs to fetch 
a box m which Miss Emily was to carry away some flowers from the garden 
It was when I was coming down the staircase that I saw Maggie She had 
carried the hall candlesticks, newly polished, to their places on the table, 
and was standing, a hand on each one, staring into the old Washington mirror 
m front of her From where she was she must have had a full view of Miss 
Emily m the library And Maggie was bristling It was the only word for it 
She was still there when Miss Emily had gone, blowing on the mirror and 
polishing it And I took her to task for her unfriendly attitude to the little 
old lady 

“You practically threw her muffins at her,” I said “And I must speak again 
about the cups—” 

“What does she come snooping around for, anyhow?” she broke m “Aren't 
we paying for her house? Didn’t she get down on her bended knees and beg 
us to take it?” 

“Is that any reason why we should be uncivil?” 

“What I want to know is tins,” Maggie said truculently “What right has 
she to come back, and spy on us? For that’s what she’s doing, Miss Agnes 
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Do you know wliat she was at when I looked m at her? She was rtmnmr; a 
finger along the baseboard to see if it was clean! And w hat’s more, I tanrhi 
her at it once before, m the back hall, when she was pr< lending to telephone 

for the station hack ” 

It was that day, I think, that I pul fresh candles in all the holders down- 
stairs I had made a resolution like this-to renew the candles, and to lock 
myself m my room and throw the key o\cr the transom to Maggie If, in the 
mornings that followed, the candles had been used, it would prrnc that Mar- 
tin Sprague was wrong, that even foot-prints could lie, and that c omc one 
was investigating the lower floor at night bor while my reason told me thru 
I had been the intruder, my intuition continued to insist that my sleepwalk- 
ing w'as a result, not a cause In a w'ord, I had gone downstairs, because I 
knew that there had been and might he again, a night visitor. 

Yet, there w r as something of comedy in that night’s precautions, after nil 
At ten-thirty I was undressed, and Maggie had, with rebellion m even' line 
of her, locked me m I could hear her, aftenvards running along the hall to 
her own room and slammmg the door. Then, a moment later, the telephone 
rang 

It was too early, I reasoned, for the night calls It might be an\ thing, a 
telegram at the station, Willie’s boy run over by an automobile, Gertrude s 
children ill A dozen possibilities ran through my mind 
And Maggie would not let me out! 

“You’re not going downstairs,” she called, from a safe distance 
“Maggie!” I cned, sharply And banged at the door The telephone was 
ringing steadily “Come here at once ” 

“Miss Agnes,” she beseeched, “you go to bed and don’t listen There’ll be 
nothing there, for all your trouble,” she said, m a quavering voice “It’s noth- 
ing human that rings that bell ” 

Finally, however, she freed me, and I went dowm the stairs I had earned 
down a lamp, and my nerves w'ere vibrating to the rhythm of the bell's slinll 
summons But, strangely enough, the fear had left me I find, as ahvays, that 
it is difficult to put into words I did not relish the excursion to the low’ 
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floor I resented the jarring sound of the bell But the terror was gone 
I went back to the telephone Something that was living and moving w r as 
there I saw its eyes, lower than mine, reflecting the lamp like twin lights I 
was frightened, but still it was not the fear The twin lights leaped forward- 

and proved to be the eyes of Miss Emily’s cat, which had been sleeping on 
the stand! 

1 answered the telephone To my surprise it was Miss Emily herself, a quiet 

an very dignified voice which apologized for disturbing me at that hour, 
and went on 

2 ! e T e \ that } was ver y abm Pt thj s afternoon, Miss Blakiston My excuse 
is that I have always feared change I have lived m a rat too long, I’m afraid 

ut of course, if you feel you would like to move the telephone, or put m 

an upstairs instrument, you may do as you like ” 
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She seemed, having got me there, unwilling to ring off I got a curious 
effect of reluctance over the telephone, and there was one phrase that she 
repeated several fames 

"I do not want to influence you. I want you to do just what you think 
best ” 

The fear was entirely gone by the fame she rang off I felt, instead, a sort 
of relaxation that was most comforting The rear hall, a cul-de-sac of nervous- 
ness m the daytime and of horror at night, was suddenly transformed by the 
light of my lamp into a warm and cheerful refuge from the darkness of the 
lower floor. The pumng of the cat, comfortably settled on the telephone 
stand, was as cheering as the singing of a kettle on a stove On the rack near 
me my garden hat and an old Paisley shawl made a grotesque human efflgy 

I sat back m the low wicker chair and surveyed the hallway Why not, 

I considered, do away now with the fear of it? If I could conquer it like 
this at midnight, I need never succumb again to it m the light 

The cat leaped to the stand beside me and stood there waiting. He was 
an intelligent animal, and I am like a good many spinsters. I am not more 
fond of cats than other people, but I understand them better. And it seemed 
to me that he and I were going through some familiar program, of which 
a part had been neglected The cat neither sat nor lay, but stood there, 
waiting 

So at last I fetched the shawl from the rack and made him a bed on the 
stand It was what he had been waiting for I saw that at once He walked 
onto it, turned around once, lay down, and closed his eyes 

I took up my vigil I had been the victim of a fear I was determined to 
conquer The house was quiet Maggie had retired shriveled to bed The cat 
slept on the shawl 

And then— I felt the fear returning It welled up through my tranquillity 
like a flood, and swept me with it I wanted to shnek I was afraid to shnek 
I longed to escape I dared not move. There had been no sound, no motion 
Things were as they had been 

It may have been one minute or five that I sat there. I do not know I 
only know that I sat with fixed eyes, not even blinking, for fear of even 
for a second shutting out the sane and visible world about me A sense of 
deadness commenced m my hands and worked up my arms My chest seemed 
flattened 

Then the telephone bell rang 

The cat leaped to his feet Somehow I reached forward and took down 
the receiver 

<£ Who is it?” I cried, in a voice that was thm, I knew, and unnatural 

The telephone is not a perfect medium It loses much that we wish to 
register but, also, it registers much that we wish to lose Therefore when 
I say that I distinctly heard a gasp, followed by heavy difficult breathing, 
over the telephone, I must beg for credence It is true Someone at the other 
end of the line was struggling for breath 
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It may be said, and with truth, that so far I have recorded little but subjec- 
tive terror, possibly easily explained b\ my occup.mcv of an isolated hou u 
plus a few unimportant incidents, capable of \anous interpretations But the 
fear was, and is today as I look back, a real thing As rc.il- md ns difficult 
to desenbe-as a chill, for instance A severe mental chill it v.a<, indeed 
I went upstairs finally to a restless night, and rose enrlv. after onh an hour 
or so of sleep One thing I was determined on-to find out, if possible, the 
connection between the terror and the telephone. I breakfasted earls and 
was dressing to go to the village when 1 had a ms, tor, no other lh™Mi« 
mily herself She looked fluttered and perturbed at the in, ceremonious hour 
^ H i e S0ul 0f C0nvcnt,0n -™<1 explained, between bicath. 

slenV T m, rtf She h , ad C et n h t0 J ap0l0g,ZC for tl,c da >' beforc SI|C lud hardli 
and small thmgfupset her S "’ CC l,cr br0t!,Cr ' s 

I r^nto dVi ^ \? y » M f Emily dc P cnds °" l^r knowledge, 

eyes that I had not pp % S f g 1 5 u Pbfted ^ ace - Tliere was something m her 
mg, die Miss Emilv whn ^ ° re 7 a sort saltation She was not, that mom- 
them y 3n 3 finger along her ba seboards to see if w e dusted 

“I think,” she widat kst ^ }] a ^ exhausted her Sh c breathed m little gasps 
very strong m hot weather ” & mUSt te epllone for Mr * Sta lcy I am ne\ cr 

Please let me call him for you. Miss Emily ” 

was so small and fraibHelt'almos^a moth 1 S1Xty ' five But - because she 
“I think I should like to dnT f I" 0 hC ?7 anX1 , Cty f ° r her ihat morning 
always comes promptly when /call him mmd We are old fnends He 
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She went back alone, and I waited m the doorway When she came out, 
she was smiling, and there was more color m her face 

“He is coming at once He is always \ ery thoughtful for me ” 

Now, without any warning, something that had been seething since her 
breathless arrival took shape in my mind, and became— suspicion. What if it 
had been Miss Emily who had called me the second time to the telephone, 
and ha\ mg established the connection, had waited, breathing hard for-what? 

It was fantastic, incredible m the light of that brilliant summer day I 
looked at her, dainty and exquisite as ever, her ruchmgs fresh and white, 
her \ery face indicative of decorum and order, her wistful old mouth still 
rather like a child's, her eyes, always slightly upturned because of her diminu- 
tive height, so that she had habitually a look of adoration. 

“One of earth's saints,” the rector had said to me on Sunday morning “A 
good woman, Miss Blakiston, and a sacrifice to an unworthy family ” 

Suspicion is like the ram It falls on the just and on the unjust And that 
morning I began to suspect Miss Emily I had no idea of what 

On my mentioning an errand m the village she promptly offered to take 
me with her in the Staley hack She had completely altered m manner The 
strain was gone In her soft low voice, as we made our way to the road, she 
told me the stones of some of the garden flowers 

"The climbing rose over the arch, my dear,” she said, "my mother brought 
from England on her wedding journey People have taken cuttings from 
it again and again, but the cuttings never thnve A bad winter, and they are 
gone. But this one has lived. Of course now and then it freezes down ” 
She chattered on, and my suspicions grew more and more shadowy They 
would have gone, I think, had not Maggie called me back with a grocery 
list 

“A sack of flour,” she said, “and some green vegetables, and— Miss Agnes, 
that woman was down on her knees beside the telephone!— and bluing for 
the laundry, and I guess that's all ” 

The telephone! It was always the telephone We drove on down the lane, 
eyed somnolently by spotted cows and incurious sheep, and all the way Miss 
Emily talked She was almost garrulous She asked the hackman about his 
family and stopped the vehicle to pick up a peddler, overburdened with his 
pack I watched her with amazement Evidently this was Mr Staley's Miss 
Emily But it was not mine 

But I saw mine, too, that morning It was when I asked the hackman to put 
me down at the little telephone building I thought she put her hand to her 
throat, although the next moment she was only adjusting the ruchmg at her 
neck 

"You— you have decided to have the second telephone put m, then?” 

I hesitated She so obviously did not want it installed And was I to submit 
meekly to the fear again, without another effort to vanquish it? 

“I think not, dear Miss Emily,” I said at last, smiling at her drawn face 
“Why should I disturb your lovely old house and its established order?” 
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“But I want you to do just what you think best/ she protested She had 

put her hands together It was almost a supplication. 

As to the strange night calls, there was little to be learned I he night 
operator was m bed The manager made a note of my complaint, and prom- 
ised an investigation, which, having had experience with telephone investiga- 
tions, I felt would lead nowhere I left the building, with my grocer}' list m 
my hand 

The hack was gone, of course. But-I may have imagined it-I thought 
I saw Miss Emily peering at me from behind the bonnets and hats m the 
milliner’s window 

I did not investigate. The tiling was enough on my nerves as it was 
Maggie served me my luncheon m a sort of strained silence She observed 
once, as she brought me my tea, that she was giving me notice and intended 
leaving on the afternoon tram. She had, she stated, holding out the sugar- 
bowl to me at arm’s length, stood a great deal m the way of irregular hours 
from me, seeing as I would read myself to sleep, and let the light bum all 
night, although very fussy about the gas-bills. But she had reached the end of 
her tether, and you could grate a lemon on her most anywhere, she was that 
covered with goose-flesh 

“Goose-flesh about what?” I demanded “And either throw the sugar to 
me or come closer.” 

“I don’t know about what,” she said sullenly “I’m just scared ” 

And for once Maggie and I were m complete harmony I, too, vv as “just 
scared ” 


We were, however, both of us much nearer a solution of our troubles than 
we had any idea of I say solution, although it but substituted one mystery' 
for another It gave tangibility to the intangible, indeed, but I can not see 
that our situation was any better. I, for one, found myself m the position of 
having a problem to solve, and no formula to solve it with 

The afternoon was quiet Maggie and the cook were m the throes of jelly- 
makmg, and I had picked up a narrative history of the county', written most 
pedantically, although with here and there a touch of heavy lightness, by 
Miss Emily’s fattier, the Reverend Samuel Thaddeus Benton 

On the fly-leaf she had inscribed, Written by my' dear father during the 
last year of his life, and published after his death by the parish to which he 
had given so much of his noble life ” 


Tiie book left me cold, but the inscription warmed me. Whatever feeling 
i might have had about Miss Emily died of that inscription A devoted 
and self-sacrificing daughter, a woman both loving and beloved, that was the 
Miss Emily of the dedication to “Fifty Years m Bolivar County” 

n the middle of the afternoon Maggie appeared, with a saucer and a tea- 
spoon In the saucer she had poured a little of the jelly to test it, and she 
' Va f ™ * when she entered. i put down my book _ 

h f e Sa * on * me youhe not dressed yet You’ve just got about 
time for the afternoon tram ” 
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She gave me an imploring glance over the saucer 

“You might just take a look at tins, Miss Agnes,” she said. “It jells around 
the edges, but m the middle—” 

“Fll send your trunk tomorrow,” I said, “and you’d better let Delia make 
the jelly alone. You haven’t much time, and she says she makes good jelly.” 

She raised anguished eyes to mine 

“Miss Agnes,” she said, “that woman’s never made a glass of jelly m her 
life before She didn’t even know about putting a silver spoon m the tumblers 
to keep ’em from breaking ” 

I picked up “Bolivar County” and opened it, but I could see her hands 
holding the saucer were shaking 

“I’m not going, Miss Agnes,” said Maggie (I had, of course, known she 
would not The surprising thing to me is that she never learns tins fact, al- 
though she gives me notice quite regularly She always thinks that she is 
really going, until the last ) “Of course you can let that woman make the 
jelly, if you want It’s your fruit and sugar But I’m not going to desert you 
m your hour of need.” 

“What do I need?” I demanded “Jelly?” 

But she was past sarcasm She placed the saucer on a table and rolled her 
stained hands m her apron 

“That woman,” she said, “what was she doing under the telephone stand?” 

She almost immediately burst into tears, and it was some time before I 
caught what she feared For she was more concrete than I. And she knew 
now what she was afraid of It was either a bomb or fire 

“Mark my words, Miss Agnes,” she said, “she’s going to destroy the place 
What made her set out and rent it for almost nothing if she isn’t? And I 
know who rings the telephone at night It’s her ” 

“What on earth for?” I demanded as ungrammatical and hardly less uneasy 
than Maggie 

“She wakes us up, so we can get out m time She's a preacher’s daughter 
More than likely she draws the line at bloodshed. That’s one reason Maybe 
there's another What if by pressing a button somewhere and ringing that 
bell, it sets off a bomb somewhere?” 

“It never has,” I observed dryly 

But however absurd Maggie’s logic might be, she was firm m her major 
premise Miss Emily had been on her hands and knees by the telephone 
stand, and had, on seeing Maggie, observed that she had dropped the money 
for the hackman out of her glove 

“Winch I don’t believe Her gloves were on the stand If you'll come back. 
Miss Agnes, I’ll show you how she was " 

We made rather an absurd procession, Maggie leading with the saucer, I 
following, and the cat, appearing from nowhere as usual, bnngmg up the rear 
Maggie placed the jelly on the stand, and dropped on her hands and knees 
crawling under the stand, a confused huddle of gingham apron, jellv-stains 
and suspicion 
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“She had her head down like this/' she said, m rather a smothered voice 
“I'm her, and you're me And I says ‘If it’s rolled off somewhere I’ll find 
it next time I sweep, and give it back to you ' Well, what d sou think of that! 
Here it is!" 

My attention had been caught by the icily, now unmistakably solidifying 
m the center. I mo\cd to the kitchen door to tell Delia to take it off the fire 
When I returned, Maggie was digging under the telephone batten. -box with 
a hair-pm and muttering to herself. 

“Damationl” she said, “it's gone undcrl" 

“If you do get it," I reminded her, “it belongs to Miss Emily ’’ 


There is a curious strain of cupidity' m Maggie I have ne\er been able 
to understand it With her owm money she is as free as air. But let her see a 
chance for illegitimate gam, of finding a penny on the street, of not paying 
her fare on the cars, of passing a bad quarter, and she is filled with an 
unholy joy And so today The jelly w'as forgotten Terror was gone All that 
existed for Maggie w’as a twenty-five-cent piece under a battery-box 
Suddenly she veiled “It’s gone, Miss Agnes It’s clear under'" 

“Good heavens, Maggie! What difference does it make?" 

“W’you mind if I got the icepick and unscrew cd the box 7 * 

My menage is ahvays notoriously short of tools 

I forbade it at once, and ordered her back to the kitchen, and after a final 
squmt along the carpet, head flat, she dragged herself out and to her feet 
“I’ll get the jelly off," she said, “and then mavbe a hat pin’ll reach it I 
can see the edge of it ” 

A loud crack from the kitchen announced that cook had forgotten the 
silver spoon, and took Maggie off on a jump I went back to the library' and 
Bolivar County," and, I must confess, to a nap m my chair 
I was roused by the feeling that some one was staring at me My ey'cs 
ocuse st on the icepick, then, as I slow'ly raised them, on Maggie’s face, 
set m hard and uncompromising lines 

^ I’d thank you to come with me," she said stifflv 
Come where 7 ” 


“To the telephone ” 

col" because submission to Maggie's tyranny has be- 

m one hand & 1 W * * ^ * TOSe * Saw ^ ien that s ^ e held a dingy' quarter 

cunIus'°w a mT°h d ? med at l d SMked ahead of me mt0 the hal > 11 15 

the significant fn' 30 remem ^ enn g that she had then no knowledge of 

was Viewed Sr/ remember ho "’ had and inexorable her back 

\ lsualize Maggie me ! a i§lt followed, 1 have never been able to 

lather shadowv '^l a' V j ^ a ^ ^ * ias a hvays been a menacing figure, 

distance la ll, fading aw'ay mto time and 
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Yet it was only a moment, of course, until I stood by the telephone Maggie 
had been at work. The wooden box which covered the battery-jars had been 
removed, and lay on its side The battery-jars were uncovered, giving an effect 
of mystery unveiled, a sort of shamelessness, of destroyed illusion 

Maggie pointed “There's a paper under one of the jars,” she said “I 
haven’t touched it, but I know well enough what it is ” 

I have not questioned Maggie on this point, but I am convinced that she 
expected to find a sort of final summons, of death’s visiting-card, for one or 
the other of us 

The paper was there, a small folded scrap, partially concealed under a jar 
“Them pnnts was there, too,” Maggie said, noncommittally 
The box had accumulated the fluctuant floating particles of months, pos- 
sibly years— lmt from the hall carpet giving it a reddish tmge. And m tins 
light and evanescent deposit, fluttered by a breath, fingers had moved, 
searched, I am tempted to say groped, although the word seems absurd for 
anything so small The imprint of Maggie’s com and of her attempts at sal- 
vage were at the edge and quite distinct from the others 

I lifted the jar and picked up the paper It was folded and refolded until 
it was not much larger than a thumb-nail, a rather stiff paper crossed with 
faint blue lines I am not sure that I would have opened it— it had been so 
plainly m hiding, and was so obviously not my affair-had not Maggie sud- 
denly gasped and implored me not to look at it I immediately determined to 
examine it 

Yet, after I had read it twice, it had hardly made an impression on my 
mind There are some things so incredible that the bram automatically re- 
jects them I looked at the paper I read it with my eyes But I did not grasp 
it 

It was not note paper It was apparently tom from a tablet of glazed and 
ruled paper-just such paper, for instance, as Maggie soaks m brandy and 
places on top of her jelly before tying it up It had been raggedly tom. The 
scrap was the full width of the sheet, but only three inches or so deep It 
was undated, and this is what it said 

“To Whom it may concern. On the 30th day of May, 1912, I killed 
a woman (here) in this house I hope you will not find this until I am dead 

( Signed ) Emily Benton ” 

Maggie had read the confession over my shoulder, and I felt her body 
grow rigid As for myself, my first sensation was one of acute discomfort— 
that we should have exposed the confession to the light of day Neither of us, 

I am sure, had really grasped it Maggie put a trembling hand on my arm 
“The brass of her,” she said, in a thm, terrified voice “And sitting m 
church like the rest of us Oh, my God, Miss Agnes, put it back’” 

I whirled on her, m a fury that was only an outlet for my own shock 
“Once for all, Maggie,” I said, “I’ll ask }ou to wait until ^ou are spoken 
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to And if I hear that you have so much as mentioned tins— piece of paper, 

out you go and never come back ” _ 

But she was beyond apprehension She was literal, too She saw, not Miss 

Emily unbelievably associated with a crime, but the crime itself 
“Who d’you suppose it was, Miss Agnes?” 

“I don’t believe it at all Some one has placed it here to hurt Miss Emily 
“It’s her writing,” said Maggie doggedly 

After a time I got nd of her, and sat down to think m the library Rather 
I sat down to reason with myself 

For every atom of my bram was clamonng that this thing was true, that 
my little Miss Emily, exquisite and fine as she was, had done the tiling she 
claimed to have done It was her own writing, tlnn, faintly shaded, as neat 
and as erect as herself But even that I would not accept, until I had com- 
pared it with such bits of hers as I possessed, the note begging me to take 
the house, the inscription on the fly-leaf of “Fifty Years m Bolivar County.” 

And here was something I could not quite understand The writing was all 
of the same order, but while the confession and the inscription m the book 
was similar, letter for letter, m the note to me there were differences, a 
change m the “t” m Benton, a fuller and blacker stroke, a variation in the 
terminals of the letters— it is hard to particularize 

I spent the remainder of the day in the library, going out for dinner, of 
course, but returned to my refuge again immediately after Only m the li- 
brary am I safe from Maggie By virtue of her responsibility for my wardrobe, 
she virtually shares my bedroom, but her respect for books she never reads 
makes her regard a library as at least semi-holy ground She dusts books with 
more caution than china, and her respect for a family Bible is greater than 
her respect for me 

I spent the evening there, Miss Emily’s cat on the divan, and the mysteri- 
ous confession lying before me under the lamp At night the variation be- 
tween it and her note to me concerning the house seemed more pronounced 
The note looked more like a clumsy imitation of Miss Emily’s own hand Or 
—perhaps this is nearer— as if, after writing m a certain way for sixty years, she 
had tried to change her style 

All my logic ended m one conclusion She must have known the confession 
was there. Therefore the chances were that she had placed it there. But it 
was not so simple as that. 

Both crime and confession indicated a degree of impulse that Miss Emily 
did not possess I have entirely failed with my picture of Miss Emily if the 
word violence can be associated with her m any way. Miss Emily was a temple, 
clean-swept, cold, and empty She never acted on impulse Every action, al- 
most every word, seemed the result of thought and deliberation 

let, if I could believe my eyes, five years before she had killed a woman 
m us very house Possibly m the very room m which I was then sitting 
find, on looking back, that the terror must have left me that day It had, 
or so many ssccks, been so much a part of my daily life that I would have 
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missed it had it not been for this new and engrossing interest I remember 
that the long French windows of the library reflected the room-like mirrors 
against the darkness outside, and that once I thought I saw a shadowy move- 
ment in one of them, as though a figure moved behind me But when I 
turned sharply there was no one there, and Maggie proved to be, as usual 
after nine o’clock, shut away upstairs 

I was not terrified And indeed the fear never returned In all the course 
of my investigations, I was never again a victim of the unreasoning fright 
of those earlier da} s 

My difficult}'' w j as that I w'as asked to believe the unbelievable It w'as im- 
possible to reconstruct m that quiet house a scene of violence It was equally 
impossible, m view, for instance, of that calm and filial inscription m the 
history of Bolivar County, to connect Miss Emily with it She had killed a 
w'oman, forsooth! Miss Emily, of the baby afglians, of the weary peddler, 
of that quiet seat m the church 

Yet I knew now' that Miss Emily knew of the confession, knew, at least, 
of something concealed m that comer of the rear hall which housed the tele- 
phone Had she by chance an enemy who would have done this thing? But 
to suspect Miss Emily of an enemy was as absurd as to suspect her of a 
enme 

I w'as completely at a loss when I put out the lights and prepared to close 
the house As I glanced back along the hall, I could not help wondenng if 
the telephone, having given up its secret, would continue its nocturnal 
alarms As I stood there, I heard the low growl of thunder and the patter of 
ram against the windows Partly out of loneliness, partly out of bravado, I 
went back to the telephone and tried to call Willie But the line was out of 
order 

I slept badly Shortly after I returned I heard a door slamming repeatedly, 
which I knew meant an open window somewhere I got up and went into the 
hall There was a cold air coming from somewhere below. But as I stood 
there it ceased The door above stopped slamming, and silence reigned again 

Maggie roused me early The morning sunlight was )ust creeping into the 
room, and the air was still cool with the night and fresh-washed by the storm 

“Miss Agnes,” she demanded, standing over me, “did you let the cat out 
last night?” 

“I brought him m before I went to bed ” 

“Humph*” said Maggie “And did I or did I not wash the doorstep yes- 
terday 7 ” 

“You ought to know You said you did ” 

“Miss Agnes,” Maggie said, “that woman was m this house last night You 
can see her footprints as plain as day on the doorstep And what’s more, she 
stole the cat and let out your mother’s Paisley shawl ” 

Which statements, corrected, proved to be true My old Paisley shawl was 
gone from the hall-rack and unquestionably the cat had been on the back 
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doorstep that morning along with the milk bottles Moreover, one of my fresh 
candles had been l.ghled, but had burned for only n moment or two 
That day I had a second visit from young Martin Sprague. J he telephone 
was in working order again, having unaccountably recovered, and I was us- 
ing it when he came He watched me quizzically from a position by the 

newel post, as I rang off. 

“I was calling Miss Emily Benton,” I explained, but she is ill 
“Still troubled with telcphobia?” 

“I have other things to worry me, Martin,” I said gravely, and let him into 
the library 

There I made a clean breast of everything I omitted nothing 1 lie tear, 
the strange ringing of the telephone bell, the gasping breathing o\cr it the 
night before, Miss Emily’s visit to it. And, at Iasi, the discovery 

He took the paper when I offered it to him, and examined it carefully by 
a window Then he stood looking out and whistling reflectively At last he 
turned back to the room 

“It’s an unusual story,” he said. “But if you’ll give me a little time I’ll ex- 
plain it to you In the first place, let go of the malcnal things for a mo- 
ment, and let’s deal with minds and emotions You’re a sensitive person. 
Miss Agnes You catch a lot of impressions that pass most people by And, 
first of all, you’ve been catching fright from two sources ” 

“Two sources?” 

“Two Maggie is one She hates the country She is afraid of old houses 
And she sees m this house only the ghosts of people who have died here ” 
“I pay no attention to Maggie’s fears ” 

“You only think that But to go further— you have been receiving waves 
of apprehension from another source— from the little lady. Miss Emily ’ 
“Then you think—” 

“Hold on ” he said smiling “I think she wrote that confession Yes As a 
matter of fact, I’m quite sure she did And she has established a system of 
espionage on you by means of the telephone If you had discovered the con- 
fession, she knew that there would be a change m your voice, m your man- 
ner If you answered very quickly, as though you had been near the instru- 
ment, perhaps m the very act of discovering the paper— don’t you get it? 
And can’t you see how her terror affected you even over the wire? Don’t 
you think that, if thought can travel untold distances, fear can? Of course ” 
But, Martini I exclaimed Little Miiss Emily a murderess ” 

He threw up his hands 

Certainly not, he said You're a shrewd woman, Miss Agnes. Do you 
non t at a certain type of woman frequently confesses to a crime she never 
committed, or had any chance of committing? Look at the police records— 
confessions of women as to crimes they could only have heard of through 
the newspapersl I would like to wager that if we had the newspapers of that 
a e at came into this house, we would find a particularly atrocious and 
mysterious murder being featured-the murder of a woman ” 
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"You do not know her,” I maintained doggedly. And drew, as best I could, 
a sketch of Miss Emily, while he listened attentively. 

“A pure neurasthenic type,” was his comment "Older than usual, but that 
is accountable by the sheltered life she has led. The little Miss Emily is still 
at heart a girl And a hysterical girl ” 

"She has had enough trouble to develop her " 

“Trouble' Has she e\er had a genuine emotion? Look at this house. She 
nursed an old father m it, a bedridden mother, a paretic brother, when she 
should have been having children Don’t you see it. Miss Agnes? All her 
emotions have had to be mental Failing them outside, she provided them 
for herself Tins” — he tapped the paper m his hand— "tins is one.” 

I had heard of people confessing to crimes they had never committed, 
and at the time Martin Sprague at least partly convinced me He was so sure 
of himself. And when, that afternoon, he telephoned me from the city to 
say that he was mailing out some old newspapers, I knew quite well what he 
had found 

"I’ve thought of something else, Miss Agnes,” he said "If you’ll look it up 
you will probably find that the little lady had had either a shock sometime 
before that, or a long pull of nursing Something, anyhow, to set her nervous 
system to going m the wrong direction ” 

Late that afternoon, as it happened, I was enabled to learn something of 
this from a visiting neighbor, and once again I was forced to acknowledge 
that he might be right 

The neighbors had not been overcordial I had gathered, from the first, 
the impression that the members of the Reverend Samuel Thaddeus Ben- 
ton's congregation did not fancy an interloper among the sacred relics of 
the historian of Bolivar County. And I had a corroboration of that impres- 
sion from my visitor of that afternoon, a Mrs Graves 

“I’ve been slow m coming, Miss Blakiston,” she said, seating herself primly 
“I don’t suppose you can understand, but this has always been the Benton 
place, and it seems strange to us to see new faces here.” 

I replied, with some asperity, that I had not been anxious to take the 
house, but that Miss Emily had been so insistent that I had finally done 
so 

It seemed to me that she flashed a quick glance at me 

"She is quite the most loved person m the valley,” she said "And she 
loves the place It is— I cannot imagine why she rented the house She is far 
from comfortable where she is ” 

After a time I gathered that she suspected financial stringency as the cause, 
and I tried to set her mind at rest 

“It cannot be money,” I said “The rent is absurdly low The agent wished 
her to ask more, but she refused ” 

She sat silent for a time, pulling at the fingers of her white silk gloves 
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And when she spoke again it was of the garden But before she left she re- 
turned to Miss Emily. , _ . 

“She has had a hard life, in a way, ' she said “It is only fne }cars since she 

buried her brother, and her father not long before that She has broken a 
great deal since then Not that the brother — 

“I understand he was a great care.” 

Mrs. Graves looked about the room, its shchcs piled high with the ec- 
clesiastical library of the late clergyman 

“It was not only that,” she said. “When he was— all right, lie v/as an atheist 
Imagine, m this house' He had the most terrible books, Miss Blakiston And, 
of course, when a man believes there is no hereafter, he is apt to lead a 
wicked life There is nothing to hold him back ” 

Her mind was on Miss Emily and her problems She moved abstractedly 
toward the door 

“In tins very hall,” she said, “I helped Miss Emily to pack all his books 
into a box, and we sent for Mr Staley-tlie hackman at the station, you 
know— and he dumped the whole thing into the river We went away with 
him, and how she cheered up when it was donel” 

Martin Sprague’s newspapers arrived the next morning They bore a date 
of two days before the date of the confession, and contained, rather tri- 
umphantly outlined m blue pencil, full details of the murder of a young 
woman by some unknown assassin It had been a grisly crime, and the paper 
was filled with details of a most sensational sort 

Had I been asked, I would have said that Miss Emily’s clear, slightly up- 
turned eyes had never glanced beyond the merest headlines of such journalis- 
tic reports But m a letter Martin Sprague set forth a precisely opposite view 
“You will probably find,” he wrote, “that the little lady is pretty well fed 
up on such stuff The calmer and more placid the daily life, the more 
apt is the secret inner one, m such a circumscribed existence, to be a thnllerl 
lou might look over the books m the house There is a historic case where 
a young girl swore she had tossed her little brother to a den of lions (although 
there were no lions near, and little brother was subsequently found asleep 
m the attic) after reading Fox’s Book of Martyrs Probably the old gentleman 
has this joke book m his library ” 

I put down his letter and glanced around the room Was he right, after 
all? Did women, rational, truthful, devout women, ever act m this strange 

manner? And if it was true, was it not m its owm way as mysterious as every- 
thing else? 

I was, for a time that day, strongly influenced by Martin Sprague’s con- 
riction It was, for one thing, easier to believe than that Emily Benton had 
committed a crime And, as if to lend color to his assertion, the sunlight, 
taihng onto the dreary bookshelves, picked out and illuminated dull gilt letters 
on the brown back of a volume It was Fox’s Book of Martyrs! 

may analyze my sensations at that time, they divided themselves into 
mree parts Tire first was fear That seems to have given away to curiosity, 
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and that at a later period, to an intense anxiety. Of the three, I have no 
excuse for the second, save the one I gave myself at the time-that Miss Emily 
could not possibly have done the thing she claimed to have done, and that I 
must prove her innocence to myself 

With regard to Martin Sprague’s theory, I was divided I wanted him to be 
right. I wanted him to be wrong No picture I could visualize of little old 
Miss Emily conceivably fitted the type he had drawn On the other hand, 
nothing about her could possibly confirm the confession as an actual one 

The scrap of paper became, for the time, my universe Did I close my 
ejes, I saw it side by side with the inscription m “Fifty Years m Bolivar 
County/’ and letter for letter, m the same hand Did the sun shine, I had 
it in the light, examining it, reading it To such a point did it obsess me 
that I refused to allow Maggie to use a tablet of glazed paper she had 
found in the kitchen table drawer to tie up the jelly-glasses. It seemed, some- 
how, horrible to me 

At that time I had no thought of going back five years and trying to trace 
the accuracy or falsehood of the confession. I should not have known how 
to go about it Had such a crime been committed, how to discover it at this 
late da} ? Whom m all her sheltered life, could Miss Emily have murdered? 
In her small world, who could have fallen out and left no sign? 

It was impossible, and I knew it. And yet— 

Miss Emily was ill The news came through the grocery boy, who came 
out every day on a bicycle, and teased the cat and carried away all the pears 
as fast as they ripened. Maggie brought me the information at luncheon 

“She’s sick,” she said 

There was only one person m both our minds those days 

“Do you mean really ill, or only—” 

“The boy says she’s breaking up If you ask me, she caught cold the night 
she broke m here and took your Paisley shawl And if you ask my advice. 
Miss Agnes, you’ll get it back again before the heirs step m and claim it 
They don’t make them shawls nowadays, and she’s as like as not to will it 
to somebody if you don’t go after it ” 

“Maggie,” I said quietly, “how do you know she has that shawl?” 

“How did I know that paper was m the telephone-box?” she countered 

And, indeed, by that time Maggie had convinced herself that she had 
known all along there was something in the telephone battery-box 

“I've a sort of second sight, Miss Agnes,” she added And, with a shrewdness 
I found later was partially correct “She was snooping around to see if 
you'd found that paper, and it came on to ram, so she took the shawl I 
should say,” said Maggie, lowering her voice, “that as like as not she’s been 
m this house every night since we came ” 

That afternoon I cut some of the roses from the arch for Miss Emily, 
and wrapping them against the sun, carried them to the village At the last 
I hesitated It was so much like prying I turned aside at the church intending 

[227] 



to leave them there for the altar. But 1 could find no one m the p'nrdi nnrnc, 

and no vessel to hold them , . . , 

Late m the day I opened a door and stepped into the old church I f m 

for a moment, and then sat back and surveyed the quiet budding It occurred 
to me that here one could obtain a real conception of the Benton family, 
and of Miss Emily The church had been the realest tiling m their lues It 
had dominated them, obsessed them When the Reverend Samuel 'I Hadden 
died, they had built lum, not a monument, but a parish house When Ca-lo 
Benton died (however did such an ungodly name come to belong to ? Ben- 
ton?) Miss Emily according to the story, bad done without fresh mourning 
and built him a window 

I looked at the window It was extremely ugh, and very' devout And under 
it was the dead man's name and two dates, 1S60 and 1911. 


So Carlo Benton had died the year Miss Emily claimed to have done a 
murderl Another proof, I reflected that Martin Sprague would sav He had 
been on her hands for a long time, both well and ill Small wonder if little 
Miss Emily had fallen to imagining things, or to confessing them 

I looked at the memonal window once more, and I could almost visuali/c 
her gathering up the dead man’s hateful books, and getting them as quickly 
as possible out of the house Quite possibly there were unmentionable vol- 
umes among them— de Maupassant, perhaps Boccaccio I had a distinct pic- 
ture, too, of Mrs. Graves, lips pnmly set, assisting her with hands that fairly 
itched with the righteousness of her actions 

I still held the roses, and as I left the church I decided to lay them on 
some grave m the churchyard I thought it quite likely that roses from the 
same arch had been frequently used for that purpose Some very young grave. 
I said to myself, and found one soon enough, a bit of a rectangle of fresh 
earth, and a jarful of pansies on it It lay m the shadow of the Benton 
mausoleum. 


That was how r I found that Carlo Benton had died on the 27th of May, 
1911 

I cannot claim that the fact at the time had any r significance for me, or 
that I saw m it anything more than another verification of Martin Spragues 
so ution But it enabled me to reconstruct the Benton household at the date 
at lad grown so significant The 30th w'ould have probably been tlie day 
atter tiie funeral Perhaps the nurse was still there He had had a nurse for 
according to Mrs Graves And there w f ould have been the ainng 
a o ows long illness and death, the opened windows, the packing up or 
giving away of clothmg, the pauses and silences, the sense of strangeness and 
qu e e owered voices And there would have been, too, that remorseless 
packing for destruction of the dead atheist’s books 

F.^qv ni° me dUrmg ^ day or the ni § ht followed, little Miss 
limily claimed to have committed her enme 

I went home thoughtfully At the gate I turned and looted back The 
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Benton mausoleum was varm in tlic sunset, and the rose sprays lay, like 
outstretched arms, across the tiny grave 
Maggie is amazingly efficient I am efficient myself, I trust, but I modify 
it with intelligence. It is not to me a vital matter, for instance, if three dozen 
glasses of jelly sit on a kitchen table a day or two after they are prepared 
for retirement to the fruit cellar I rather like to see them, marshaled m 
their neat rows, capped with sealing-wax and paper, and armed with labels 
But Maggie has neither sentiment nor imagination Jelly to her is an institu- 
tion, not an inspiration It is subject to certain rules and rites, of which not 
the least is the formal interment m the fruit-closet 

Therefore, after much protesting that night, I agreed to visit the fruit cellar, 
and select a spot for the temporary entombing of thirty-six jelly tumblers, 
which would have been thirty-seven had Delia known the efficacy of a silver 
spoon I can recall vividly the mental shift from the confession to that domes- 
tic excursion, my own impatience, Maggie's gnm determination, and the 
cunous denouement of that visit 


CHAPTER III 

I iiad the very slightest acquaintance with the basement of the Benton house 
I knew it was dry and orderly, and with that my interest m it ceased It 
was not cemented, but its hard clay floor was almost as solid as macadam 
In one end was built a high potato-bin In another comer two or three old 
pews from the church, evidently long discarded and showing weather-stains, 
as though they had once served as garden benches, were up-ended against 
the whitewashed wall The fruit-closet, built m of lumber, occupied one en- 
tire end, and was virtually a room, with a door and no windows 

Maggie had, she said, found it locked and had had an itinerant locksmith 
fit a key to it 

"It’s all scrubbed and ready,” she said “I found that preserved melon- 
rmd you had for lunch m a comer ’Twouldn’t of kept much longer, so I 
took it up and opened it She's probably got all sorts of stuff spoiling m 
the locked part Some folks're like that.” 

Most of the shelves were open, but now, holding the lamp high, I saw that 
a closet with a door occupied one end The door was padlocked At the time 
I was interested, but I was, as I remembered, much more occupied with 
Maggie's sense of meum and tuum, which I considered deficient, and of a 
small lecture on other people’s melon-rinds, which I delivered as she sullenly 
put away the jelly 

But that night, after I had gone to bed, the memory of that padlock 
became strangely insistent There was nothing psychic about the feeling I 
had It was perfectly obvious and simple The house held, or had held, a 

[ 229] 



secret. Yet it was, above stairs, as open as the day That* was no cornet into 
wlncli I might not peer, except- Why was that portion of the funt-closd 
locked? 

At two o’clock, finding myself unable to sleep. I got up and put on lin 
dressing-gown and slippers. I had refused to repeat the expemnent of being 
locked m. Then, with a candle and a box of matches. I vent downstairs 
I had, as I have said, no longer any terror of the lower floor. The cat Jay as 
usual on the table m the back hall I saw Ins eves watching me with their 
curious unblinking stare, as intelligent as two brass buttons. lie rose as m> 
light approached, and I made a bed for lnm of a cushion from a chair, failing 
my Paisley shawl 

It was after that that I had the curious sense of being led It was as though 
I knew that something aw’aitcd my disco\ cry, and that 1115 sole \ohtion was 
whether I should make that discoi cry or not. It was there, waiting. 

I have no explanation for this. And it is quite possible that I might lunc 
had it, to find at the end nothing more significant than root-beer, for in- 
stance, or bulbs for the winter garden 

And indeed, at first sight, what awaited me m the locked closet amounted 
to anti-climax For when I had broken the rusty padlock open w ith a hatchet, 
and had opened the door v'lth nervous fingers, nothing moie startling ap- 
peared than a number of books The shelves were piled high with them, a 
motley crew of all colors, but dark shades predominating 
I went back to bed, sheepishly enough, and wrapped my chilled feet m 
an extra b anket. Maggie came to the door about the time I was dozing off 
and said she had heard hammering dovmstairs m the cellar sometime ago, 
but she had refused to weaken me until the burglars had gone 
rtJVi kurglMS,” she added, “you’re that up-and-ready. Miss Agnes, 

«lw I + klM T l£ 1 W ^ cd , you you,d be downstairs after them. What’s a bit of 
silver to a human life? 

uJttecrfbrTI 34 !fi’ ^ nd She Went ’ muttc ™g something about digging 
P T h!j fi flo0 , r , an . d findm § an unes >sy spirit Then I fell asleep. 

noon mS™ el ‘ 31 " lght i “ d the follo '™S coming I spent in bed At 

face averted Id ® Upstairs ’ h °W™g at arm’s length a book. She kept her 
tace ar erted, and gave me a slanting and outraged glance 

telephone ■md'nnfi ri' ^ , WC cpme t0 ’ ' s ' le sa 'd . acidly “Murder in the 
reiepiioncand anti-Christ m the fruit cellarl ’ 

Why, Maggie" I expostulated 

She dropped theVook mfri’ a " d thal ’ s flat > Mlss Agnes," was her ipse dixit 
to throw back "If this 6d and stalked out, pausing at the door only 

the Church » 3 clcr ®’ man s >'™se, I guess I’d be better out of 

line lrand^ the* owner haV written T 0 " 1 ’ ™ d “ the fr0nt ’ In a lieav 5’ mascu ' 
perhaps It had taken both enn 11S j 3 ™ 6 wntten li: l ar ge, a bit defiantl) , 
that de\ out household ^ ^ C0nvictl0n to brm g such a book into 
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I am not quick, mentally, especially when it comes to logical thought I 
daresay I am intuitive rather than logical. It was not by any process of reason- 
ing at all, I fancy, that it suddenly seemed strange that there should be books 
locked an ay m the cellar Yet it was strange For that had been a bookish 
household Books were its stock m trade, one may say. Such as I had borrowed 
from the library had been carefully tended Tom leaves were neatly repaired. 
The reference books were alphabetically arranged. And, looking back on my 
visit to the cellar. I recalled now as inconsistent the disorder of those basement 
shelves 

I did not reach the truth until, that afternoon, I made a second visit to the 
cellar. Mrs Graves had been mistaken. If not all Carlo Benton's proscribed 
books were hidden there, at least a large portion of his library was piled, 
m something like confusion, on the shelves Yet she maintained that they 
had searched the house, and she herself had been present when the books 
were packed and taken away to the river 

That afternoon I returned Mrs Graves's visit. She was at home, and m a 
sort of flurried neatness that convinced me she had seen me from far up the 
road That conviction was increased by the amazing promptness with which 
a tea-tray followed my entrance I had given her tea the day she came to see 
me, and she was not to be outdone Indeed, I somehow gained the impres- 
sion that tray and teapot, and even little cakes, had been waiting, day by 
day, for my anticipated visit 

It was not hard to set her talking of Carlo Benton and his wickedness 
She rose to the bait like a hungry fish Yet I gathered that, beyond his re- 
ligious views or lack of them, she knew nothing But on the matter of the 
books she was firm 

“After the box was ready,” she said, “we went to every room and searched 
it. Miss Emily was set on cleanng out every trace At the last minute I found 
one called ‘The Fallacy of Christianity’ slipped down behind the dresser m 
his room, and we put that m ” 

It was “The Fallacy of Christianity” that Maggie had brought me that 
morning 

“It is a most interesting story,” I observed “What delicious tea, Mrs 
Graves 1 And then you fastened up the box and saw it thrown mto the nver 
It was quite a ceremony ” 

“My dear,” Mrs Graves said solemnly, “it was not a ceremony It was a 
rite— a significant rite ” 

How can I reconcile the thoughts I had that afternoon with my later visit 
to Miss Emily? The little upper room m the village, dominated and almost 
filled by an old-fashioned bed, and Miss Emily, frail and delicate and beau- 
tifully neat, propped with pillows and holding a fine handkerchief, as fresh 
as the flutmgs of her small cap, m her hand On a small stand beside the bed 
were her Bible, her spectacles, and her quamt old-fashioned gold watch 

And Miss Emily herself? She was altered, shockingly altered A certain 
tenseness had gone, a tenseness that had seemed to uphold her frail body 

U31 1 



and cany her about. Only her eyes seemed greatly alive, and before I left 
they, too, had ceased their searching of mine and looked wear}' and old. 

And, at the end of my short visit, I had reluctantly reached this conclu- 
sion either Miss Emily had done the thing she confessed to doing, incredible 
as it might appear, or she thought she had done it, and the thing was killing 
her. 

She knew I had found the confession. I knew that. It was written large 
over her. What she had expected me to do God only know's To stand up 
and denounce her? To summon the law 7 ? I do not know 

She said an extraordinary thing, when at last I rose to go I bclte\ e now 
that it was to give me my chance to speak. Probably she found the suspense 
intolerable But I could not do it I was too surprised, too perplexed, too— 
well, afraid of hurting her I had the feeling, I know', that I must protect 
her. And that feeling never left me until the end 

“I think you must know, my dear,” she said, from her pillows, "that I 
have your Paisley shawl ” 

I was breathless “I thought that, perhaps”—! stumbled 
“It was raining that night,” she said m her soft, delicate \ oicc “I have 
had it dried and pressed It is not hurt I thought you would not mind,” she 
concluded 


“It does not matter at all— not m the least,” I said unhappily 

I am quite sure now that she meant me to speak then. I can recall the 
way she fixed her eyes on me, serene and expectant. She was waiting. But 
to save my life I could not And she did not Had she gone as far as she had 
the strength to go? Or was this again one of those curious pacts of hers— 
if I spoke or was silent, it was to be? 

I do not know 

I do know that we were both silent and that at last, with a quick breath, 
she reached out and thumped on the floor with a cane that stood beside the 
bed until a girl came running up from below 7 stairs 

“Get the shawl, Fanny, dear,” said Miss Emily, "and wrap it up for Miss 

I wanted desperately, while the girl left the room to obey, to say something 
helpful, something reassuring But I could not My voice failed me And Miss 

r mi I xj n °^ glve me an °ther opportunity She thanked me rather formally 
tor the flowers I had brought from her garden, and let me go at last with 

116 p f?; el under m y arm > without further reference to it The situation was 


J 0meh ° W J ^ ee hng that Miss Emily would never reopen the sub 

nnf ST I T me my ciiance > at who knows what cost, and I hat 

for TS, . ere T been somethm g m her good-by— I can not find word 

if S * Wa * a final1 ^ an effect of a closed door-that I fel 

without being able to analyze 

me 1 of fhf t° bouse ’ refusrag the offices of Mr Staley who me 

me on the road I needed to flunk But thinking took me nowhere On! 
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one conclusion stood out as a result of a mile and a half of mental struggle 
Something must be done Miss Emily ought to be helped She was under a 
strain that vv as killing her 

But to help I should know the facts. Only, were there any facts to know? 
Suppose-just by way of argument, for I did not believe lt-that the confession 
"as true, how could I find out anything about it? Five years was a long 
time I could not go to the neighbors They were none too friendly as it was 
Besides, the secret if there was one, was not mine, but was Miss Emily’s 
I reached home at last, and smuggled the shawl into the house I had no 
intention of explaining its return to Maggie. Yet, small as it was m its way, 
it offered a problem at once For Maggie has a penetrating eye and an inquir- 
ing nature I finally decided to take the bull by the horns and hang it m its 
accustomed place m the hall, where Maggie, finding it at nine o’clock that 
evening, set up such a senes of shrieks and exclamations as surpassed even 
her own record 

I knitted that evening It has been my custom for years to knit bedroom 
slippers for an old ladies’ home m which I am interested Because I can work 
at them with my eyes shut, through long praebse, I find the work soothing 
So that evening I knitted at Eliza Klmordlmger’s fifth annual right slipper, 
and tried to develop a course of acbon 

I began with a major premise— to regard the confession as a real one, until 
it was proved otherwise Granted then, that my little old Miss Emily had 
killed a woman 

ist— Who was the woman? 

2nd— Where is the body? 

3rd—' What was the reason for the crime? 

Question two I had a tentative answer for However horrible and incredible 
it seemed, it was at least possible that Miss Emily had substituted the body 
for the books, and that what Mrs Graves described as a rite had indeed 
been one But that brought up a picture I could not face 
And yet— 

I called up the local physician, a Doctor Lmgard, that night and asked 
him about Miss Emily’s condition He was quite frank with me 

“It’s just a breaking up,” he said “It has come early, because she has had 
a trying life, and more responsibility than she should have had ” 

“I have been wondering if a change of scene would not be a good thing,” 

I suggested But he was almost scornful 

“Change!" he said “I’ve been after her to get away for years She won’t 
leave I don’t believe she has been twelve miles away m thirty years ” 

“I suppose her brother was a great care,” I observed 
It seemed to me that the doctor’s hearty voice was a trifle less frank when 
he replied But when I rang off I told myself that I, too, was becoming 
neurasthenic and suspicious I had, however, learned what I had wanted to 
know Miss Emily had had no life outside Bolivar County The place to look 
for her story was here, m the immediate vicinity 
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That night I made a second visit to the basement. It seemed to me, with 
those chaotic shelves before me, that something of the haste and terror of 
a night five years before came back to me, a night when, confronted by the 
necessity for concealing a crime, the box upstairs had been hurriedly un- 
packed, its contents hidden here and locked away, and some other content, 
inert and heavy, had taken the place of the books 
Miss Emily m her high bed, her Bible and spectacles on the stand beside 
her, her starched pillows, her soft and highbred voice? Or another Miss Em- 
ily, panting and terror-stricken, carrying down her armfuls of forbidden 
books, her slight figure bent under their weight, her ears open for sounds 
from the silent house? Or that third Miss Emily, Martin Sprague’s, a strange 
wild creature, neither sane nor insane, building a crime out of the fabric 
of a nightmare? Which was the real Emily Benton? 

Or was there another contingency that I had not thought of? Had some 
secret enemy of Miss Emily’s, some hysterical girl from the parish, suffering 
under a fancied slight, or some dismissed and revengeful servant, taken this 
strange method of retaliation, done it and then warned the little old lady 
that her house contained such a paper? I confess that tins last thought took 
hold on me It offered a way out that I clutched at 
I had an almost frantic feeling by that rime that I must know the truth. 
Suspense was weighing on me And Maggie, never slow to voice an unpleas- 
ant truth, said that night, as she brought the carafe of ice-water to the 
i rary. You re^ going off the last few days. Miss Agnes ” And when I made 
no rep y ou re sagging around the chm There’s nothing shows age like 
the chm If you d rub a little lemon-)uice on at night you’d tighten up some ” 
I ignored her elaborately, but knew she was right. Heat and sleepless nights 
and those early days of fear had told on me And although I usually disregard 
aggie s cosmetic suggestions, culled from the beauty columns of the eve- 

tHe m I rr ° r deClded me 1 went downstairs for the lemon 

uncertl ofr g t WaS l°' lem ° n 1 3m not sure 1 h *ve come to be 
m w r , y ™° v y *■ !s distinctly possible that, subconsciously, I was 

to nlhfi' * he , hme 1 0n,y knOW 1 landed therewith a 
lemon m my hand, at something after eleven o’clock 

had not hurt thp^h ' ^ ^ dlS ° rc ^f r on shelves Their five years of burial 
heve had tou^,M £ y0nd 3 darapness o£ «“ ^ves No hand, I be- 
Graves had helued tn™ i!** * 2, were ^hen from the box where Mrs 
have gathered somethmoV len > 'f I wore shrewd, I should perhaps 

did not 8 fl0m their V6Iy dlsorder as a matter of fact, I 

attempted ' have S™e away as I came, clueless, had I not 

-and threatenin'* a fall Mveffn °° ' S ' dang ' jrousl 5' saggmg-like my clnni 
t-oks Tlicy poured over Ihe edge fof t u 5 ’ 3 VentaWe Nlagara f 

■1 seemed kuee-deep m a ragmg sea’of atheism m ° re ’ 1 S ’ 

Somewhat gumh I set to work to repair the damage, and one by one I 
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picked them up and restored them. I put them in methodically this time, 
glancing at each title to place the volume upright Suddenly, out of the dark- 
ness of unbelief, a title caught my eye and held it '‘The Handwriting of 
God. I knew the book It had fallen into bad company, but its theology was 
unimpeachable It did not belong It— 

I opened it. The Reverend Samuel Thaddeus had written his own name 
in it, m the cramped hand I had grown to know' Evidently its presence there 
was accidental I turned it over m my hands, and saw that it was closed 
down on something, on se\eral things, indeed They proved to be a small 
black note-book, a pair of spectacles, a woman’s handkerchief 

I stood there looking at them They might mean nothing but the accidental 
closing of a book, which was mistakenly placed in bad company, perhaps by 
Mrs. Gra\es I was inclined to doubt her knowledge of religious literature 
Or the) might mean something more, something I had feared to find 
Armed with the volume, and the lemon forgotten— where the cook found 
it the next day and made much of the mystery— I went upstairs again 

Viewed m a strong light, the three articles took on real significance The 
spectacles I fancied were Miss Emily’s They were, to all appearances, the 
duplicates of those on her tidy bedside stand But the handkerchief was not 
hers E\en without the scent, which had left it, but clung obstinately to the 
pages of the book, I knew it was not hers It was florid, embroidered, and 
cheap. And held close to the light, I made out a laundry-mark m ink on the 
border The name was either Wnght or Knight 

The note-book was an old one, and covered a period of almost twenty 
years It contained dates and cash entries The entries were nearly all m the 
Reverend Samuel Thaddeus's hand, but after the date of his death they had 
been continued m Miss Emily’s writing They varied little, save that the 
amounts gradually increased toward the end, and the dates were further 
apart Thus, m 1898 there were six entries, aggregating five hundred dollars 
In 1902-1903 there were no entries at all, but m 1904 there was a single 
memorandum of a thousand dollars The entire amount must have been 
close to twenty-five thousand dollars There was nothing to show whether it 
was money saved or money spent, money paid out or come m 

But across the years 1902 and 1903, the Reverend Thaddeus had written 
diagonally the word “Australia ” There was a certain amount of enlighten- 
ment there Carlo Benton had been m Australia dunng those years In his 
“Fifty Years m Bolivar County,” the father had rather naively quoted a letter 
from Carlo Benton in Melbourne A record, then, m all probability, of sums 
paid by this harassed old man to a worthless son 
Only the handkerchief refused to be accounted for. 

I did not sleep that night More and more, as I lay wide-eyed through 
the night, it seemed to me that Miss Emily must be helped, that she was 
drifting miserably out of life for need of a helping hand 

Once, toward morning, I dozed off, to waken m a state of terror that I 
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recognized as a return of the old feat But it left me soon, although J lav 
awake until morning 

That day I made two resolves— to send for Willie and to make a determined 
effort to see the night telephone-operator. My Idler to Willie off, I tried to 
fill the day until the hour when the night telephone-operator was up and 
about, late m the afternoon. 

The delay was simplified by the arrival of Mrs. Graves, in while silk gloves 
and a black cotton umbrella as a sunshade. She had lost her air of being 
afraid I might patronize her, and explained pantingly that she had come on an 
errand, not to call. 

“I'm at my Christmas presents now,” she said, "and I’ve fixed on a bed- 
room set for Miss Emily. I suppose you won’t care if I go right up and 
measure the dresser-top, will you?” 

I took her up, and her sharp eyes roved over the stairs and the upper hall 
“That’s where Carlo died,” she said “It’s never been used since, unless 
you—” she had paused, staring into Miss Emily’s deserted bedroom. "It’s a 
good thing I came,” she said “The eye’s no use to trust to, especially for 
bureaus.” 

She looked around the room There was, at that moment, something ten- 
der about her. She even lowered her voice and softened it It took on, almost 
comically, the refinements of Miss Emily’s own speech 
“Whose photograph is that?” she asked suddenly “I don't know' that I ever 
saw it before But it looks familiar, too ” 

She reflected before it It was clear that she felt a sort of resentment at 
not recognizing the young and smiling woman m the old w'alnut frame, but 
a moment later she was measuring the dresser-top, her mind set on Christmas 
benevolence 


However, before she went out, she paused near the photograph 
It s queer, she said I ve been m this room about a thousand times, 
an ve never noticed it before I suppose you can get so accustomed to a 
thing that you don’t notice it.” 

As she went out, she turned to me, and I gathered that not only the 
measurement for a gift had brought her that afternoon 

, “°°! :S ’” 5he sald ran on 3 lot when I get to talking 1 
,®“ C Ish ° uldn t have mentioned them But I’m sure you’ll keep the story 
to yourself I ve never even told Mr Graves ” 

mg tiie^ooks?" ^ assured ^ er “But— didn’t the hackman see you pack- 

was the nevTd diem afternoon after the funeral, and it 

and so on and^ ^ **5°^ &em was old bedding 

went alone to li ie f hlnt ? t0 T 6 Xt glven to llim So Mlss Emily and 1 
" ent aion § to see it was done right ” 

rcmainrf “Twaf t a o ^ had Sat overa * ht “ Benton house. There 
remained, if I was to help Miss Emily, to discover what had occurred in 


[ 236 ] 



those dark hours when tire books were taken out and something else sub- 
stituted 


The total result of niv conversation that afternoon on the front porch of 
the small frame house on a side street with the night telephone-operator 
was additional mastery. 

I was not prepared for it I had anticipated resentment and possibly 
insolence But I had not expected to find fright Yet the girl was undeniably 
frightened I had hardly told her the object of my visit before I realized 
that she w r as m a state of almost panic 

“You can understand how I feel,” I said “I have no desire to report the 
matter, of course But some one has been calling tire house repeatedly at 
night, listening until I reply, and then hanging up the receiver It is not 
accidental It has happened too often ” 

“I'm not supposed to give out information about calls ” 

“But— just think a moment,” I went on "Suppose some one is planning to 
rob the house, and using tins method of finding out if w ? e are there or not?” 

“I don’t remember anything about the calls you are talking about,” she 
parried, without looking at me "As busy as I am—” 

"Nonsense,” I put m, "you know perfectly well what I am talking about 
How do I know but that it is the intention of some one to lure me down- 
stairs to the telephone and then murder me?” 

"I am sure it is not that,” she said For almost the first time she looked 
directly at me, and I caught a flash of something— not defiance It w'as, indeed, 
rather like reassurance 

"You see, you know it is not that ” I felt all at once that she did know 
who was calling me at night, and why And, moreover, that she would not 
tell If, as I suspected, it was Miss Emily, this girl must be to some extent 
m her confidence 

"But— suppose for a moment that I think I know who is calling me?” I 
hesitated She was a pretty girl, with an amiable face, and more than a 
suggestion of good breeding and intelligence about her I made a quick re- 
solve to appeal to her "My dear child,” I said, "I want so very much, if I 
can, to help some one who is m trouble But before I can help, I must know' 
that I can help, and I must be sure it is necessary I wonder if you know what 
I am talking about?” 

“Why don’t you go back to the city?” she said suddenly “Go away and 
forget all about us here That would help more than anything ” 

"But— would it?” I asked gently "Would my going away help— her?” 

To my absolute amazement she began to cry We had been sitting on a 
cheap porch seat, side by side, and she turned her back to me and put her 
head against the arm of the bench 

"She’s going to die'” she said shakily "She’s weaker every day She is 
slipping away, and no one does anything/’ 
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But I got nothing more from her. She had unde^lood me, it ck ir, 
and when at last she stopped crying, she Knew well enough that 4 he had 
betrayed her understanding But she would not talk. I felt that *die was not 
unfriendly, and that she was uncertain rather than stubborn In the end I 
got up, little better off than when I came 

‘Til give you time to think it over/ I said “Not so much about the 
telephone calls, because you’ve really answered that But about Miw Emil. 
She needs help, and I want to help her But you tie 1m hands.” 

She had a sort of gift for silence As I grcw r later on to know Anne Bullard 
better, I realized that even more So now' she sat silent, and lei me talk 
“What I w r ant,” I said, "is to have Miss Emily know that I am fncndlv— 
that I am willing to do anything to-to show my friendliness Am iking.” 

“You see,” she said, with a kind of dogged patience, “it isn't really up to 
you, or to me either It’s something else” She hesitated “She’s very ob- 
stinate,” she added 

When I went aw’ay I w'as aw j are that her eyes followed me, amicus and 
thoughtful eyes, with something of Miss Emily’s own wide-eyed ga/e 


Willie came late the next evening I had indeed gone upstairs to retire 
when I heard his car m the drive When I admitted lnm. he drew me into 
the library and gave me a good looking over 
“As I thoughtl” he said “Nerves gone, looks gone I told you Maggie 
would put a curse on you What is it?” 

So I told him The telephone he already knew r about. The confession he 
lead over twice, and then observed, characteristically^, that he would be 
eternally— I think the w'ord is “hornsw’oggled ” 

When I brought out “The Handwriting of God,” following Mrs Graves’s 
story of the books, he looked thoughtful And indeed by the end of the 
recital he was very grave 


‘Sprague is a lunatic,” he said, with conviction “There was a bodv, and 
it went into the nver m the packmg-case It is distinctly possible that this 
Knight— or Wright-woman, who owned the handkerchief, was the v ictim 
However that’s for later on The plain truth is, that there was a murder, 
and that Miss Emily is shielding some one else ” 

,, And , ? aftei ; all > that was the only immediate result of Willie’s visit-a new 
that now * stood th ere was a enme There was no crime Miss 
rnnf \ n ao ” lmi tted it Miss Emily had not committed it Miss Emily had 
confessed it, but some one else had committed it 

anr i°w !? V h0Ur l’ h ° WCVer ’ ° Ur attentl0n was distracted from Miss Emily 
nothin? ir 6 attempted robbery of the house that night I knew' 

relaxed no n ^ ldie touting downstairs I was deeply asleep, 

W And ndl / M C ° nS “ ss ** at last there was a man m the 
occurrence ? 6 ? ag § ie s ^ e Pt for the same reason through the entire 


“Stop, or I'll fire!” Willie repeated, 


da x up 


‘-'VU 
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I knew quite well that he had no weapon There was not one m the house 
But the next moment there was a loud report, either a door slamming or a 
pistol-shot, and I ran to the head of the stairs 
There was no light below, but a current of cool night air came up the 
staircase And suddenly I realized that there was complete silence in the 
house 

“Willie!” I cried out, m an agony of fright But he did not reply And then, 
suddenly, the telephone rang ^ 

I did not answer it I know now why it rang, that there was real anxiety 
behind its summons But I hardly heard it then I was convinced that Willie 
had been shot 

I must have gone noiselessly down the stairs, and at the foot I ran directly 
into W illie He was standing there, only a deeper shadow m the blackness, 
and I had placed my hand over Ins, as it lay on the newel post, before he 
knew' I w'as on the staircase He wheeled sharply, and I felt, to my surprise, 
that he held a revolver m his hand 

“Wilhei What is it 7 ” I said m a low tone 
“ 'Sh,” he whispered “Don't move— or speak ” 

We listened, standing together. There were undoubtedly sounds outside, 
some one moving about, a hand on a w'indow-catch, and finally not partic- 
ularly cautious steps at the front door It swung open I could hear it creak 
as it moved slowly on its hinges 

I put a hand out to steady myself by the comfort of Willie's presence 
before me, between me and that softly-openmg door But Willie was moving 
forward, crouching down, I fancied, and the memory of that revolver terrified 
me 

“Don't shoot him, Willie!” I almost shneked 

“Shoot whom?” said Willie’s cool voice, just inside the door. 

I knew then, and I went sick all over Somewhere m the hall between us 
crouched the man I had taken for Willie, crouched with a revolver m his 
right hand The door was still open, I knew, and I could hear Willie fum- 
bling on the hall-stand for matches I called out something incoherent about 
not striking a light, but Willie, whistling softly to show how cool he was, 
struck a match It was followed instantly by a report, and I closed my eyes 
When I opened them, Willie was standing unhurt, staring over the burn- 
ing match at the door, which was closed, and I knew that the report had been 
but the bang of the heavy door 

“What m blazes slammed that door?” he said 

“The burglar, or whatever he is,” I said, my voice trembling m spite of 
me “He was here, m front of me I laid my hand on his He had a revolver m 
it When you opened the door, he slipped out past you ” 

Willie muttered something, and went toward the door A moment later 
I was alone again, and the telephone was ringing I felt my way back along 
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the hall I touched the cat, which had been sleeping on the tch phone r t/md. 
He merely turned o\ cr 

I have tried, m living that night over again, to record things as they im- 
pressed me For, after all, this is a nairalivc of motive rather than of inci- 
dents, of emotions as against deeds. But at the time, the brief coin emfion 
over the telephone seemed to me both horrible and unnatui.il 

From a great distance a woman's voice said, "Is am thing wrong there' 5 ” 

That was the first question, and I felt quite sure that it was the Bullard 
girl’s voice That is, looking back from f the safety of the next da>, I m 
decided. At the time I had no thought whatever. 

“There is nothing wrong,” I replied I do not know wh> I said it Sure!} 
there was enough w r rong, W'lth Willie chasing an armed intruder through the 
garden 

I thought the connection had been cut, for there was a buzzing on the 
ware But a second or so later there came an entirely different \oice. one I 
had never heard before, a plaintive voice, full, I thought, of tears. 

Oh, please,’ said this voice, "go out and look m sour garden, or along 
the road Please— quicklyl” 

You will have to explain,” I said impatiently "Of course we will go and 
look, but who is it, and w r hy— ” 

I was cut off there, definitely, and I could not get "Central's” attention 
again 


r »Y llUe ’ S tlie veranda boomed through the lower floor "This is 

1, he called No boiling water, please I am coming m ” 

He went into the library and lighted a lamp He was smiling w'hcn I 
^assuring smile, hut rather a sheepish one, too 

Of A° r ITT °! t ! ng him get b > r llke tllatl ” be said "The cheapest kind 

out nn^i?fw d sla . mmed the door befor e to make me think he had gone 

n-1 4 ! bme he ,™ s mslde And J ou— why didn’t you scream’’ 
i thought it was you,” I told him 

drawer of the T ^ ^ ^ etterS were ^ m g about, papers, books The 

out and searched 8 "!? f?’v b e ™ ^ ° enter ° f the r00m 1,ad been dra " n 
on the floor face rW ^ ^ m bobvar County,” for instance, w>as l)ing 

been taken from a reci^-by thf V gn ? ble P ° Sltl ° n In one P lace books bad 
behind I had never w.™ Y e ^ bre f ace ’ sealing a small wall cupboard 
only a bottle of red ml- ^ 6 bldm §‘place, but a glance into it revealed 

Standina m ^ T the manuscript of a sermon on missions. 

message He hstenedatte^ ° l ^ r ° om ’ * told Willie about the telephone- 
“ProbaWv 1 I attentlve1 ^ and a t first skeptically 

useful” was hi^ommSt ^nt I had^ ^ COmmg a ta fle late to be 

and so At last he went to the tdephon? “ the SeC ° nd V °‘ Ce ’ and 

and tatea tcout aromd ’’' ned SOme ° ne ® really am,oas > HI get the car 
But he received no satisfaction from the Bullard girl, who, he reported. 
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listened stoically and then said she was sorry, but she did not remember 
who had called On his reminding her that she must have a record, she 
countered with the flat statement that there had been no call for us' that 
night 

Willie looked thoughtful when he returned to the library. “There’s a queer 
story back of all tins,” he said “I think I will get the ear and scout around ” 
“He is armed, Willie,” I protested 

“He doesn’t want to shoot me, or he could have done it,” was his an- 
swer “I’ll just take a look around, and come back to report ” 

It was half-past three by the time he was ready to go He was, as he ob- 
served, rather sketchily clad, but the night was warm. I saw him off, and 
locked the door behind him Then I went mto the library to wait and to 
put tilings to rights while I waited 

The dawn is early m August, and although it was not more than half-past 
four when Willie came back, it was about daylight by that time I went 
to the door and watched him bnng the car to a standstill He shook his 
head when he saw me. 

“Absolutely nothing,” he said “It was a ruse to get me out of the house, 
of course I’ve run the whole way between here and town twice ” 

“But that could not have taken an hour,” I protested 
“No,” he said “I met the doctor— what’s his name?— the local MD 
anyhow— footing it out of the village to a case, and I took him to his destina- 
tion He has a car, it seems, but it’s out of order Interesting old chap,” he 
added, as I led the way mto the house “Didn’t know me from Adam, but 
opened up when he found who I was ” 

I had prepared the coffee machine and carried the tray to the library. 
While I lighted the lamp, he stood, whistling softly, and thoughtfully. At 
last he said 

“Look here. Aunt Agnes, I think I’m a good bit of a fool, but— sometime 
this morning I wish you would call up Thomas Jenkms, on the Elmsburg 
road, and find out if any one is sick there ” 

But when I stared at him, he only laughed sheepishly. “You can see how 
your suspicious disposition has undermined and rumed my once trusting 
nature,” he scoffed 

He took his coffee, and then, stripping off his ulster, departed for bed 
I stopped to put away the coffee machine, and with Maggie m mind, to 
hang up his motor-coat It was then that the flashlight fell out I picked it up 
It was shaped like a revolver 

I stopped m Willie's room on my way to my own, and held it out to him 
“Where did you get that?” I asked. 

“Good heavens 1 ” he said, raising himself on his elbow “It belongs to the 
doctor He gave it to me to examine the fan belt I must have dropped it 
mto my pocket ” 

And still I was nowhere Suppose I had touched this flashlight at the foot 
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of the stairs and mistaken it for a revolver. Suppose that the doctor, making 
his way toward the village and finding himself pursued, had faced about and 
pretended to be leaving it? Grant, m a word, that Doctor Lmgard himself 
had been our night visitor— what then? Why had he done it? What of the 
telephone-call, urging me to search the road? Did some one realize what was 
happening, and take this method of warning us and sending us after the 
fugitive? 

I knew the Thomas Jenkins farm on the Elmsburg road. I had, indeed, 
bought vegetables and eggs from Mr. Jenkins himself That morning, as early 
as I dared, I called the Jenkms farm Mr. Jenkins himself would bring me 
three dozen eggs that day. They were a little tom up out there, as Mrs 
Jenkins had borne a small daughter at seven a m. 

When I told Willie, he was evidently relieved 

I m glad of it,” he said heartily. “The doctor* s a fine old chap, and I*d 
hate to think he was mixed up m any shady business/* 

He was insistent, that day, that I give up the house He said it w r as not 
safe, and I was inclined to agree with him. But although I did not tell him 
of it, I had even more strongly than ever the impression that something 
must be done to help Miss Emily, and that I was the one who must do it. 

et, m the broad light of day, with the sunshine pouring into the rooms, 
I was compelled to confess that Willie's theory was more than upheld by 
ie acts, irst of all was the character of Miss Emily as I read it, sternly 
onsden ious, prou and yet gentle Second, there was the connection of the 
Buhard girl ^ the case And fluid, there was the invader of the night 
tion ulvn? Un a/? wn quan tity w£iere so much seemed known, where a situa- 
1 , § i ilSS Emily alone seemed t0 cal1 £or no one else, 
dnvmggloves 6 matter to me as he stood m tlie drawing on his 

all vo/have^rm/ 0 fol }°T ^ U ^ ? lie as ^ ed “ Isn? t it better to let it go? After 
any responsibility^ but* the St*”* Wt » 

‘letter fr!f ifS n ^ edS c t ° be hel P ed >” 1 said - rather feebly. 

a queer way to htlA/ Sr/ / $ pknty ° f aem Besides . »'t * rather 

l7n,L y . he , her ’ t0 ^ t0 f asten a murder on her?” 

he helped by bang hurt /hat wh t° Stt0 " gly_that Mlss Enuly could only 

cealment was kilim/ herVhal T ^ concea,m S’ the long con ' 

I felt about M r| m T IT 1 m her it is always difficult to put wliat 

desperately the light a /the truth* S ^ ^ b0th hoped £or and dreaded 

enough/n iSlT’ I™ * rame t0 Mlss Emily, I rational 
for in the end it cost too much/ffiat Fpo/ntto fe/dubU”? 0 "“h 


own 


one issue as my 


da's She mf orm ed ^e^on 1 th^m 1 SCttled down to ^ quiet tenure of our 

me, on the morning after that eventful night, that she 
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had not closed an eye after one o’clock* She came into the library and asked 
me if I could order her some sleeping-powders 

fiddlesticks! I said sharply. You slept all night I was up and around 
the house, and you never knew it ” 

“Honest to heaven, Miss Agnes, I never slep’ at all I heard a horse 
gallopin’, like it was runnin’ off, and it waked me for good ” 

And after a time I felt that, however mistaken Maggie had been about 
her night’s sleep, she was possibly correct about the horse 
“He started to run about the stable somewhere,” she said “You can smile 
if you want. That’s the heaven’s truth And he came down the drive on the 
jump and out onto the road.” 

“We can go and look for hoof-marks,” I said, and rose But Maggie only 
shook her head. 

“It was no real horse, Miss Agnes,” she said “You’ll find nothing Any- 
how, I’ve been and looked. There’s not a mark ” 

But Maggie was wrong I found hoof-prmts m plenty m the turf beside 
the drive, and a track of them through the lettuce-bed m the garden More 
than that, behind the stable I found where a horse had been tied and had 
broken away A piece of worn strap still hung there It was sufficiently clear, 
then, that whoever had broken into the house had come on horseback and 
left afoot But many people m the neighborhood used horses. The clue, if 
clue it can be called, got me nowhere 


CHAPTER IV 

For several days things remained m statu quo Our lives went on evenly 
The telephone was at our service, without any of its past vagaries. Maggie’s 
eyes ceased to look as if they were being pushed out from behind, and I 
ceased to waken at night and listen for untoward signs 

Willie telephoned daily He was frankly uneasy about my remaining there 
“You know something that somebody resents your knowing,” he said, a day 
or two after the night visitor “It may become very uncomfortable for you ” 
And, after a day or two, I began to feel that it was being made uncom- 
fortable for me I am a social being, I like people In the city my neighborly 
instinct has died of a sort of bnckwall apathy, but m the country it comes 
to life again The instinct of greganousness is as old as the first hamlets, I 
daresay, when prehistoric man ceased to live m trees, and banded together 
for protection from the wild beasts that walked the earth 

The village became unfriendly It was almost a matter of a night One 
day the postmistress leaned on the shelf at her window and chatted with 
me The next she passed out my letters with hardly a glance Mrs Graves 
did not see me at early communion on Sunday morning The hackman 
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was busy when I called him It was intangible, a matter of omission, not 
commission The doctor’s wife, who had asked me to tea, called up and 
regretted that she must go to the city that day 
I sat down then and took stock of things. Did the village believe that Miss 
Emily must be saved from me? Did the village know the story I was trying 
to learn, and was it determined I should never find out the truth? And, if 
this were so, was the village right or was I? They would save Miss Emily by 
concealment, while I felt that concealment had failed, and that only the truth 
would do. Did the village know, or only suspect? Or was it not the village 
at all, but one or two people who were determined to drive me away? 

My theories were rudely disturbed shortly after that by a visit from Martin 
Sprague I fancied that Willie had sent him, but he evaded my question 
“I'd like another look at that slip of paper,” he said “Where do you keep 
it, by the way?” 


In a safe place,” I replied noncommittally, and he laughed The truth 
was that I had taken out the removable inner sole of a slipper and had 
placed it underneath, an excellent hiding-place, but one I did not care to 
confide to him When I had brought it downstairs, he read it over again 
carefully, and then sat back with it m his hand 


“Now tell me about everything,” he said 

I did, while he listened attentively. Afterward we walked back to the bam, 
and I showed him the piece of broken halter stall tied there 
He surveyed it without comment, but on the way back to the house he 
sai tie village is lined up as you say it is, I suppose it is useless to 
interview the harness-maker He has probably repaired that strap, or sold a 
new one, to whoever- It would be a nice clue to follow up ” 

some™. 110 / d ° a g del< ; cbve work ” 1 said shortly “I am trying to help 
some one who is dying of anxiety and terror ” 

is ^fe" y ° U 'i Said But IllS tone was not flippant “The fact 

the little old 1 'd d d 631 7 ^ e01 T won t hold There has been a crane, and 

“taSSr rt But suppose you find out ' vho did * 

most cunouTfedi^fh ^ t! & SOrt oi des P eratl on "But I have the 

day I saw he/ and ^ ^ de P endm g on me The way she spoke the 
I finished lamely * ^ everytbm §> * know you think it nonsense,” 

But I saw" that he^chlTmec ^ § ° back to town ” he said 

lie put a hand on my shoulder 7 ' and when at last lie g<* U P t0 §°> 

that f’? 6 Said ; There a S° od —y things 

less We call it intuition but it’^ 7 ^ iaVe ’ but tilat are irue > neverthe- 

mcans, if }ou feel you should ” 123 7 subconscious intelligence Stay, by all 

uotc^nriontsT™ *“■ “* Agnes Both a come of 

ontcssion l.ke the one m your hand are the products of 
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impulse They are not, either of them, premeditated. They are not the work, 
then, of a calculating or cautious nature. Look for a big, emotional type ” 

It was a day or two after that that I made my visit to Miss Emily I had 
stopped once before, to be told with an air of finality that the invalid was 
asleep On this occasion I took with me a basket of fruit I had half expected 
a refusal, but I was admitted 

The Bullard girl was with Miss Emily She had, I think, been kneeling 
beside the bed, and her eyes were red and swollen. But Miss Emily herself 
was as cool, as dainty and starched and fragile as ever More so, I thought 
She was thinner, and although it was a warm August day, a white silk shawl 
was trapped around her shoulders and fastened with an amethyst brooch 
In my clasp her thm hand felt hot and dry 

"I have been waiting for you,” she said simply 

She looked at Anne Bullard, and the message m her eyes was plain enough 
But the girl ignored it She stood across the bed from me and eyed me 
steadily. 

“My dear," said Miss Emily, m her highbred voice, “if you have anything 
to do. Miss Blakiston will sit with me for a little while ” 

“I have nothing to do,” said the girl doggedly Perhaps this is not the 
word She had more the look of endurance and supreme patience There was 
no sharpness about her, although there was vigilance. 

Miss Emily sighed, and I saw her eyes seek the Bible beside her But she 
only said gently “Then sit down, dear You can work at my knitting if you 
like My hands get very tired ” 

She asked me questions about the house and the garden The raspberries 
were usually quite good, and she was rather celebrated for her lettuces If 
I had more than I needed, would I mind if Mr Staley took a few m to the 
doctor, who was fond of them 

The mention of Doctor Lmgard took me back to the night of the burglary 
I wondered if to tell Miss Emily would unduly agitate her I think I would 
not have told her, but I caught the girl's eye, across the bed, raised from her 
knitting and fixed on me with a peculiar intensity Suddenly it seemed to 
me that Miss Emily was surrounded by a conspiracy of silence, and it roused 
my antagonism 

“There are plenty of lettuces,” I said, “although a few were trampled by a 
runaway horse the other night It is rather a curious story ” 

So I told her of our night visitor I told it humorously, lightly, touching 
on my own horror at finding I had been standing with my hand on the 
burglar's shoulder But I was sorry for my impulse immediately, for I saw' 
Miss Emily's body grow rigid, and her hands twist together She did not look 
at me She stared fixedly at the girl Their eyes met 

It was as if Miss Emily asked a question which the girl refused to answer 
It was as certain as though it had been a matter of u'ords instead of glances 
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It was over m a moment Miss Bullard went back to her kmUinc, but Mbs 
Emily lay still. 

“I tlunk I should not have told you,” 1 apologized "1 thought it mi 
interest you Of course nothing whatever was taken, and no damage dor 
except to the lettuces ” 

“Anne,” said Miss Emily, “will you bring me some fresh water?” 

The girl rose reluctantly, but she did not go farther than the top of the 
staircase, just beyond the door. We heard her calling to some one below, 
m her clear young voice, to bring the water, and the next moment she was 
back m the room. But Miss Emily had had the opportunity for one sentence. 
“I know now,” she said quietly, “that you have found it ” 

Anne Bullard was watching from the doorway, and it seemed to me, haung 
got so far, I could not retreat I must go on 

Miss Bullard,” I said “I would like to have just a short comcrsataon with 
Miss Emily It is about a private matter I am sure 3011 will not mind if I 
ask you—” 

“I shall not go out ” 

“Anne!” said Miss Emily sharply 

The girl was dogged enough by that time Both dogged and frightened, 
I felt But she stood her ground 

She is not to be worried about anything,” she insisted. “And she’s not 
supposed to have visitors That’s the doctor’s orders.” 

I felt outraged and indignant, but against the stone wall of the girl’s 

presence an her distrust I was helpless I got up, with as much dignity as I 
could muster b 

“I should have been told that downstairs ” 
ne a , fool >” said Anne Bullard, with a sort of suppressed fierce- 
I felt that\hp L^rii 6 vf’ lavi Said g°°d-by to Miss Emily, I went out, and 
Uctot i^J Untl1 1 had got saf ^ to *e street 

For she died ind T a ^ ent °n died at the hands of her friends 

determined she b iC m die act ^Tmg to tell me what they had 

Died repressed asTh P^i ^ ied bmdness and misunderstanding 
bravely ’ ^ “ llVed repressed Yet, I think, died calmly and 

up again th^qmet coi^ a ] ±emp 1 t to see ber > and Maggie and I had taken 
The cat came and w T T ^ The telephone dld not ring of nights 
and its nights with us^T i pending as 1 had learned > its days with Miss Emily 
had spent* in the low chi have . w ° nde f d since how many nights Miss Emily 
that the cat should feel it p* i^ 3 ^ bab? wbere the confession lay hidden, 
The day wai n ° where dse 
dust from the ^oad ^ 0nes > but rainy ones The 

waited, and those that stood uv mlh fl ° WerS and shrubbery The lettuces 
end of August we were aasnin^n £ ^ Str0ng and bltter ^ the 

made any but cold food impossible & ^ dryness tbat cra cked tlie skm and 
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Miss Emily lay through it all m her hot upper room m the village, and my 
attempt through Doctor Lingard, to coax her bach to the house by offering 
to leave it brought only a negatne. 

“It would be better for her, \ou understand,” the doctor said, over the 
telephone “But she is \crv determined, and she insists on remaining where 
she is ' 

And I belie\e tins was the truth They would surely have been glad to get 
rid of me, these friends of Miss Emily's 

I ha\e wondered since what they thought of me, Anne Bullard and the 
doctor, to have feared me as they did I look m the mirror, and I see a middle- 
aged woman, with a determined nose, slightly inquisitive, and what I trust 
is a humorous mouth, for it has no other virtues But they feared me. Per- 
haps long looking for a danger affects the mental vision. Anyhow, by the 
doctor's orders, I was not allow cd to call and see Miss Emily again. 

Then, one night, the heat suddenly lifted One moment I was sitting on 
the \eranda, lifeless and inert, and the next a cool wind, with a hint of ram, 
had set the shutters to banging and the curtains to flowing, like flags of 
truce, from the window's The air was life, energy. I felt revivified 

And something of the same sort must have happened to Miss Emily She 
must have sat up among her pillow's, her face fanned with the electric breeze, 
and made her determination to see me. Anne Bullard w'as at work, and she 
was free from observation 

It must have been nine o’clock when she left the house, a shaken little 
figure m black, not as neat as usual, but hooked and buttoned, for all that, 
vuth no one will ever know w'hat agony of old hands. 

She was two hours and a half getting to the house, and the ram came at 
ten o'clock By half after eleven, w'hen the doorbell rang, she was a sodden 
mass of w'et garments, and her teeth were chattering when I led her into 
the library. 

She could not talk The thing she had come to say was totally beyond 
her I put her to bed m her own room And two days later she died 

I made no protest when Anne Bullard presented herself at the door the 
morning after Miss Emily arrived, and, walking into the house, took sleepless 
charge of the sickroom And I made no reference save once to the reason 
for the tragedy That was the night Miss Emily died 

Anne Bullard had called to me that she feared there was a change, and I 
went into the sickroom There was a change, and I could only shake my 
head She burst out at me then 

“If only you had never taken this house!” she said “You people with 
money, you think there is nothing you can not have You came, and now' 
look!” 

“Anne," I said with a bitterness I could not conceal, “Miss Emily is not 
young, and I think she is ready to go But she has been killed by her friends 
I wanted to help, but they would not allow me to ” 

Towards morning there was nothing more to be done, and we sat together, 
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listening to the stertorous breathing from the bed Maggie, who had been 
up all night, had given me notice at three in the morning, and was upstairs 
packing her trunk 

I went into my room, and brought back Miss Emily’s confession 

“Isn’t it time,” I said, “to tell me about this? I ought to know, I think, 
before she goes If it is not true, you ow’C it to her. I think ” But she shook 
her head. 

I looked at the confession, and from it to Miss Emily’s pinched old face. 


“To whom it may concern • On the 30th day of May , 1911, I Idled a 
woman [here) in this house I hope you will not find this until I am dead 

(Signed) Emil\ Benton*” 

Anne w'as watching me I w'ent to the mantel and got a match, and then, 
standing near the bed, I lighted it and touched it to the paper It burned 
slowly, a thm blue semicircle of fire that ate its w ay slowly across until there 

was but the comer I held. I dropped it into the fireplace and watched it 
turn to black ash. 

I may have fancied it— I am always fancying things about Miss Emily— 
I will always think that she knew. She drew' a longer, quieter breath, and 

ler eyes, fixed and staring, closed I think she died m the first sleep she had 
had m twenty-four hours 

I had expected Anne Bullard to show emotion, for no one could doubt 
ier a ac ment to Miss Emily But she only stood stoically by the bed for 

f ™ T nt and 4ben ’ h ™ m s swiffl y, went to the wall opposite and took down 
from the wall the walnut-framed photograph Mrs. Graves had commented 

de^The X St °.° d " plCtare ln her hand - looking at it And sud- 

tliat she went 6 "Vf S ° aj ^ 5’ aS stormy weeping, and I got the impression 

he r but f ° r other tin., gs-as though 

me piled-up gnef of years had broken out at last 

Miss ph0t ° gra P h a ™y> aad I never saw it again 

friends, who wereHeThefZd 11 ' 5 ' h ° me 1 ° bllterated m y self ’ and her 

me the tribute of m„eb i “ Ulder f ts ’ came m and took charge They paid 

toward me as I felt t l4eness ’ but n0 cor diality, and I flunk they felt 

She l 3 t her nronerk u . T ^ blamed me mtb whole affair. 

congregation, which haVesnecterkd Bullard ’ 4 ° the astonlshc d rage of the 

doubt m the shape of a neJaltar or’n/b”™ ° £ ltS d ™ eS and quartCrS ’ n ° 
“Not a renf % new , tar » or P erila P s an organ 

fitted m me “And nokunv ™ ausqle ™ or anything,” Mrs Graves con- 
comes from f ‘° ** «ephone-girl, who 

“ grave It has set^pSnLkrntli*;:^ ^ ^ ^ 

She coupled the most mtbcufous’rare^asT 0 tb' nS ^ funeral was cunous. 

e as to the preparations for tlie cere- 
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monv, and a sort of loving gentleness when she decked Miss Emily’s small 
old frame for its last rites, with suspicion and hatred of Miss Emily living 
And this suspicion she held also against Anne Bullard 

Yet she did not want to leave the house. I do not know just what she 
expected to find We were cleaning up preparatory to going back to the city, 
and I felt that at least a part of Maggie’s enthusiasm for comers was due to 
a hope of locating more concealed papers She was rather less than polite to 
the Bullard girl, who was staying on at my mvitation-because the village 
was now flagrantly unfriendly and suspicious of her And for some strange 
reason, the fact that Miss Emily’s cat followed Anne everywhere convinced 
Maggie that her suspicions were justified 
“It’s like tins. Miss Agnes,” she said one morning, leaning on the handle 
of a floor brush. “She had some power over the old lady, and that’s how she 
got the property And I am saying nothing, but she’s no Christian, that girl 
To see her and that cat going out night after night, both snooping along 
on their tiptoes— it ain’t normal.” 

I had several visits from Martin Sprague since Miss Emily’s death, and 
after a time I realized that he was interested m Anne She was quite at- 
tractive m her mourning clothes, and there was something about her, not m 
feature, but m neatness and m the way her things had of, well, staying m 
place, that reminded me of Miss Emily herself It was rather surprising, too, 
to see the way she fitted into her new surroundings and circumstances 
But I did not approve of Martin’s attraction to her She had volunteered 
no information about herself, she apparently had no people She was a lady, 

I felt, although, with the exception of her new mourning, her clothing was 
shabby and her linen even coarse. 

She held the key to the confession I knew that And I had no more hope 
of getting it from her than I had from the cat So I prepared to go back to 
the city, with the mystery unsolved It seemed a pity, when I had got so far 
with it. I had reconstructed a situation out of such bncks as I had, the 
books m the cellar, Mrs Graves’s story of the river, the confession, possibly 
the note-book and the handkerchief. I had even some material left over 
m the form of the night intruder, who may or may not have been the 
doctor And then, having got so far, I had had to stop for lack of other 
bncks 

A day or two before I went back to the city, Maggie came to me with a 
folded handkerchief m her hand 
“Is that yours?” she asked 

I disclaimed it It was not very fine, and looked rather yellow 
“S’got a name on it,” Maggie volunteered “Wright, I think it is ’Tam’t 
hers, unless she’s picked it up somewhere It’s just come out of the wash ” 
Maggie’s eyes were snapping with suspicion “There ain’t any Wrights 
around here. Miss Agnes,” she said “I sh’d say she’s here under a false 
name Wright’s likely hers ” 

In tracing tire mystery of the confession, I find that three apparently dis- 
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connected discoveries paved the way to its solution Of these the handker- 
chief came first. 

I was inclined to think that m some manner the handkerchief I had found 
m the book m the cellar had got into the wash. But it was where I had 
placed it for safety, m the wall-closet m the library I brought it out and 
compared the two They were unlike, save m the one regard. The name 
“Wright” was clear enough on the one Maggie had found. With it as a guide, 
the other name was easily seen to be the same Moreover, both had been 
marked by the same hand 

Yet, on Anne Bullard being shown the one Maggie had found, she dis- 
claimed it “Don’t you think some one dropped it at the funeral?” she 
asked 

But, I thought, as I turned away, that she took a step toward me When 

I stopped, however, and faced about, she was intent on something outside 
the window 


And so it went I got nowhere And now, by way of complication, I felt 
my sympathy for Anne s loneliness turning to genuine interest. She was so 
stoical, so repressed, and so lonely And she was tremendously proud Her 
pride was vaguely reminiscent of Miss Emily’s. She bore her ostracism al- 
most fiercely, yet there were times when I felt her eyes on me, singularly 
gentle and appealing Yet she volunteered nothing about herself 

. ' nte £ ded t0 the history of Bolivar County before I left I dislike 

and awV 7 f Besides ^ ls 0I * fascinated me-tlie smug complacence 

and W 1 rA V Tl 0f th ?/ Utl,0r ’ hlS S “'°" - Bolivar County, 
Andaw it rl the worid his patronage to Arose not of it 

hand theliand of ,1,*®“ 1° Iead ’ 1 tUmed to the m s™ptron in Miss Emily’s 
hand, the hand of the confess.on-and I wondered ,f she had really bel.ei ed 


to the Reverend Samuel Tliaddeus’s grandmoti ^ K had belonged 
that she was the last of her line hlAnfp l ’.,™? 16 dlstmctl y stated 
was to end, it had chosen a fitting finish in hf’ SmCe the lme 

, That night, at dinner I said X immediate progenitor 

borhood now?” ’ ’ ’ are djere an y Bullards m this neigli- 

“I have never heard of anv t i, 

'Tt is not a common name,” I persisted” heie l0ng ” 

a my S “ ement “ sd -e She had, as I have said, rather 

That afternoon I was wander™, -u 

with Miss Emily’s garden shears, v § hen > , garden sni PPmg faded roses 
me hen she caught my eye, she beckoned T a§ <? 1C comm g swiftly toward 

she said, and don’t say I didn’t warn yofsh ^ qmet > MlSS 

So, feeling hatefully hke a snv T 3 ! She S m hbrary ” 
library windows They were long’oneXo ° Ver lawn toward the 

ones, to the floor, and at first I made out 
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nothing. Then I saw Anne She was on her knees, following the border of 
the carpet with fingers that examined it, inch by inch 
She turned, as if she felt our eyes on her, and saw us I shall never forget 
her face. She looked stricken I turned away There was something m her 
eyes that made me think of Miss Emily, lying among her pillows and waiting 
for me to say the tiling she was dreading to hear. 

I sent Maggie away with a gesture There was something m her pursed 
lips that threatened danger. For I felt then as if I had always known it 
and only just realized I knew it, that somewhere m that room lay the an- 
swer to all questions, lay Miss Emily’s secret And I did not wish to learn it 
It was better to go on wondering, to question and doubt and decide and 
decide again. I was, I think, m a state of nervous terror by that time, terror 
and apprehension. 

While Miss Emily lived, I had hoped to help But now it seemed too 
hatefully like accusing when she could not defend herself And there is 
another element that I am bound to acknowledge There was an element 
of jealousy of Anne Bullard Both of us had tried to help Miss Emily. She 
had foiled my attempt m her own endeavor, a mistaken endeavor, I felt 
But there was now to be no blemish on my efforts I would no longer pry 
or question or watch It was too late. 

In a curious fashion, each of us wished, I think, to prove the quality of 
her tenderness for the little old lady who was gone beyond all human 
tenderness. 

So that evening, after dinner, I faced Anne m the library 
Why not let tilings be as they are, Anne?” I asked It can do no good 
Whatever it is, and I do not know, why not let things rest? 

Some one may find it,” she replied “Some one who does not care, as I— 
as we care " 

Are you sure there is something?” 

She told me, near the last Only I don’t know just where it is 
“And if you find it?” 

“It is a letter. I shall bum it without reading Although, she drew a long 
breath, “I know what it contains ” 

If m any way it comes into my hands,” I assured her, I shall et you 
know And I shall not read it ” 

She looked thoughtful rather than grateful 

“I hardly know,” she said “I think she would want you to read it it it 
came to you It explains so much And it was a part of her plan You know, 
of course, that she had a plan. It was a sort of arrangement”-she hesitated- 
“rt was a sort of pact she made with God, if you know what I mean 
That night Maggie found the letter . 

I had gone upstairs, and Anne was, I think, already asleep I heard w lat 
sounded like distant hammenng, and I went to the door Some one was m 
the library below The light was shining out into the hall, and my discovery 
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of that was followed almost immediately by the faint sphnlcrmg of \ ood 
Rather outraged than alarmed, I went back for im dressing n. * I 
left the room, I confronted Maggie in the hallway She bad an envelope m 
one hand, and a hatchet m the other 
“1 found it,” she said briefly. 

She held it out, and I took it. On the outside, m Miss Knob's writing, it 
said, “To whom it may concern.” It was sealed. 

I turned it over m my hand, while Maggie talked 

“When I saw that girl crawling around,” she said, “seems to me 1 re- 
membered all at once seeing Miss Emily, that day I found her, running her 
finger along the baseboard Says I to myself, there's something more hidden, 
and she don’t know where it is But I do So I lifted the baseboard, and Ibis 
was behind it ” 

Anne heard her from her room, and she went out soon afterward. I heard 
her going down the stairs and called to her But she did not answer 1 closed 
the door on Maggie and stood in my room, staring at the envelope. 

I have wondered since whether Miss Emily, had she In cd, w ould have put 
the responsibility on Providence for the discovery of her pitiful story So 
many of us blame the remorseless hand of destiny for what is so manifestly 
onr own doing It was her own anxiety, surely, that led to the disco\ cry in 
each instance, yet I am certain that old Emily Benton died, convinced that 
a higher hand than any on earth had directed the discovery' of the confession 


Miss Emily has been dead for more than a year now'. To publish the 
letter can do her no harm In a way, too, I feel, it may be tlie fulfilment 
of that strange pact she made For ]ust as discovery' w'as the tiling she most 
dreaded, so she felt that by paying her penalty here she w'ould be sa\cd 
something beyond— that sort of spiritual bookkeeping which most of us call 
religion 

Anne Sprague— she is married now to Martin— has, I think, some of Miss 
Emily’s feeling about it, although she denies it But I am sure that in con- 
senting to the recording of Miss Emily’s story, she feels that she is doing what 
that gentle fatalist would call following the hand of Providence. 

I read the letter that night m the library, where the light was good. It 
was a narrative, not a letter, strictly speaking It began abruptly. 


I must set down this thing as it happened I shall write it fully, because 
I must get ,t off my mi l find that 1 am always composing it, and that 

7 I s 7 W 7 l Z 1 yfLdMg ike street or even when I am sitting m 
church How terrible if 1 should some day speak it aloud. My great-grand- 
mother was a Catholic She was a Bullard Pei haps it is from her that I hare 

. m '-ft 

Liten,. -From battle and murder, and from sudden deaft^Good Lord deliver 
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(There was a space here When the writing began again , time had 
elapsed The ink was different , the writing more controlled ) 

“ What a terrible thing hate is. It is a poison. It penetrates the mind and 
the body and changes everything I, who once thought I could hate no one, 
now find that hate is my daily life, my getting up and lying down, my sleep, 
my waking. 

“* From hatred, envy, and malice, and all unchantableness, Good Lord, 
deliver us/ 

“ Must one suffer twice for the same thing? Is it not true that we pay but 
one penalty ? Surely we pay either here or beyond, but not both Oh, not 
both ! 

“Will this ever be found ? Where shall I hide it? For I have the feeling 
that I must hide it, not destroy it— as the Catholic bunes his sin with the 
priest My father once said that it is the healthful humiliation of the con- 
fessional that is its reason for existing If humiliation be a virtue — 7 

I have copied the confession to this point, but I find I can not go on She 
was so merciless to herself, so hideously calm, so exact as to dates and hours 
She had laid her life on the table and dissected it— for the Almighty! 

I heard the story that night gently told, and somehow I feel that that is 
the version by which Miss Emily will be judged 

“If humiliation be a virtue—” I read and was about to turn the page, 
when I heard Anne m the hall She was not alone I recognized Doctor 
Lmgard’s voice. 

Five minutes later I was sitting opposite him, almost knee to knee, and 
he was telling me how Miss Emily had come to commit her crime. Anne 
Bullard was there, standing on the hearth rug She kept her eyes on me, and 
a fter a time I realized that these two simple people feared me, feared for 
Miss Emily’s gentle memory, feared that I— good heaven!— would make the 
thing public. 

“First of all. Miss Blakiston,” said the doctor, “one must have known 
the family to realize the situation— its pride in its own uprightness e 
virtue of the name, what it stood for m Bolivar County She was raised on 
that A Benton could do no wrong, because a Benton would do no wrong 
“But there is another side, also I doubt if any girl was ever raised as 
Miss Emily was. She-well, she knew nothing At fifty she was as childlike 
and innocent as she was at ten She had practically never heard of vice e 
ngly things, for her, did not exist c , 

And, all the time, there was a deep and strong nature undemea . ie 
should have married and had children, but there was no one here for her 
to marry I ” he smiled faintly, “I asked for her myself, and was forbidden 
the house for years as a result 

“You have heard of the brother? But of course you have I know >ou 
oave found the books Such an existence as the family life here was bound 
to have its reactions Carlo was a reaction Twenty-five years ago he ran awa> 
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with a girl Irom the village. I-Ic did not marry her I behove he was v.dhim 
at one time, but bis father opposed it violently. It uould hrnc been to 
recognize a tiling he refused to recognize He tinned suddenly to Anne 
“Don’t you think this is going to be painful?” lie asked 

“Why? I know it all” t , 

“Very well. This girl-tlie one Carlo ran away with- determined to make 

the family pay for that refusal. She made them actually pay, year by 3 car. 
Emily knew about it. She had to pinch to make the payments. The father 
sat m a sort of detached position, in the center of Bolivar County, and let 
her bear the brunt of it 1 shall never forget the day she learned there v ns a 
child It— well, it sickened her She had not known about those things And 
I imagine, if we could know, that that was the beginning of things 
“And all the time there was the necessity for secrecy She had never known 
deceit, and now she was obliged to practice it constantly. She had no one 
to talk to Her father, beyond making entries of the amounts paid to the 
woman m the case, had nothing to do with it. She bore it all, year after >car. 
And it ate, like a cancer. 

“Remember, I never knew. I, who would have done anything for her— she 
never told me Carlo lived hard and came back to die The father went. She 
nursed them both I came every day, and I never suspected. Only, now and 
then, I wondered about her. She looked burned. I don't know any other word 
“Then, the night after Carlo was buried, she telephoned me It was eleven 
o'clock She met me, out there m the hall, and she said, ‘John, I have killed 
somebody ' 

“I thought she was out of her mind But she opened the door, and-” 

He turned and glanced at Anne 
“Pleasel” she said 

It was Anne s mother You have guessed it about Anne by now, of course 
It seems that the funeral had taken the money for the payment that vtas 
due, and there had been a threat of exposure And Emily had reached the 
breaking-pomt I believe what she said— that she had no intention even of 
striking her. You can't take the act itself. You have to take twenty-five 
years into account Anyhow, she picked up a chair and knocked the woman 
down. And * killed her” He ran his fingers through his heavy hair “It 
should not have failed her," he reflected ‘There must have been some other 

Te?how Emfly^ * ” S 1 d ° n,t W But rt a heavy chair. I don't 

His voice trailed off 

“There we were,” he said, with a long breath. “Poor Emily and the other 
poor soul, neither of them fundamentally at fault, both victims ” 

I know about the books," I put m hashlv T 77 •. 

over that again y ’ 1 COuld not have hlm S om S 

“You knew that, tool” He gazed at me 

toid P h“?hTwhofa a™ here, and 

was a Dad time-all round But at last Anne 
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saw the light The only one who would not see the light was Emily And 
at last she hit on this confession idea. I suspected it when she rented the 
house When I accused her of it, she said: “I have given it to Providence 
to decide If the confession is found, I shall know I am to suffer. And I shall 
not lift a hand to save myself ” 

So it went through the hours Her fear, which I still think was the terror 
that communicated itself to me, the various clues, which she, poor victim, 
had overlooked, the articles laid carelessly m the book she had been reading 
and accidentally hidden with her brother’s forbidden literature, the books 
themselves, with all of five years to destroy them, and left untouched; her 
own anxiety about the confession m the telephone-box, which led to our 
finding it, her espionage of the house by means of the telephone, the doctor’s 
night visit m search of the confession, the daily penance for five years of the 
dead woman’s photograph m her room— all of these— and her occasional weak- 
enings, poor soul, when she tried to change her handwriting against discovery, 
and refused to allow the second telephone to be installed 

How clear it was ? How, m a way, inevitable! And, too, how really best 
for her it had turned out For she had made a pact, and she died believing 
that discovery here had come, and would take the place of punishment 
beyond 

Marfan Sprague came the next day. I was m the library alone, and he was 
with Anne m the garden, when Maggie came into the room with a saucer 
of crab-apple jelly 

“I wish you’d look at this,” she said “If it’s cooked too much, it gets 
tough and—” She straightened suddenly and stood staring out through a 

window 

“I’d thank you to look out and see the goings-on m our garden, she said 
sharply “In broad daylight, too I—” 

But I did not hear what else Maggie had to say I glanced out, an ar m 
had raised the girl’s face to his and was kissing her, gently and very tenderly 

And then— and again, as with fear, it is hard to put into wor s— e 
come over me such a wave of contentment and happiness as made me c ose 
my eyes with the sheer relief and joy of it All was well The past was past, 
and out of its mistakes had come a beautiful thing And, like the fear, 11s 
l°y was not mine It came to me I picked it up-a thought without words 

Sometimes I think about it, and I wonder— did little Miss Emily knov 
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Introduction to the Journal of William A Porter, A B., MA, PhD, 
Litt D , etc 


June 30, 1 9— 

A few weeks ago, at a dinner, a discussion arose as to the unfinished dramas 
recorded m the daily press The argument was, if I remember correctly, that 
they give us the beginning of many stones, and the endings of as many more 
But that what followed those beginnings, or preceded those endings, was 
seldom or never told. 

It was Pettmgill, of all persons, who turned the attention of the table 
to me 

“Take that curious case of yours, Porter,” he said. Not yours, of course, 
but near your summer place two years ago What ever happened there? 
Grace and I used to sit up all night to see who would get the morning 
paper first, then— it quit on us That’s all. Quit on us He surveyed the ta e 
with an aggneved air. 

Helena Lear glanced across at me maliciously. , 

“Do tell us, Willie,” she said. She is the only person m the world who 
calls me Willie “And give us all the horrible details You know, I have always 
had a sneaking belief that you did the things yourself! 

Under cover of the laugh that went up, I glanced at my wi e ie was 
sitting erect and unsmiling, her face drained of all its co or, staring across 
the flowers and candles into the semidarkness above the u e s 


I do not know, ! never shall know, probably I saw little Pettmgdl watching 
her unobtrusively, and following her eyes to the space over tire buffet behind 
me, but I did not turn around Possibly it was only the memories aroused 
by that frivolous conversation which made me feel, for a momen , 


was a cold wind eddying behind my back— had 

It occurred to me then that many people throug ou ie ^ t 

been intensely interested m our Oakville drama, and ia een , r 
same irritating sense of noncompletion But not only a rP i n ti\e to 

the women had heard me make that absurd statemen 0 “l” y ««doubt- 
the circle enclosing a triangle There were more than e ena ’ I j ai , 
edly, who had remembered it when, early in July, the newsp ^ t j ie 

nounced the finding of that diabolical symbol along with the bo 

It seemed to me that it might be a duty I owed to m 3 s ^ as ^ e J| r ^ cn{; 
the University, to clarify the matter, to complete t ie inc °™P ’ tQ t j lcm 
to them the entire story with its amazing climax, and m effc y 
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and to tlie world at large, “This is what happened. A' von the p»ohk*n 
is solved, and here is youi answer But do not blame me if hoe and there r 
found an unknown factor m the equation, an X we do not 1 nn,\ **,lnt to do 
with, but without which there would base been no ‘oluiion I can Mum* 
you the X. I have used it. But I cannot explain it.” 

As will be seen, I have taken the portion of niv journal e: tcmhnr from 
June 16th, to September 10th of that >ear Before tint pi nod, and after 
it, it is merely the day-by-day record of an uneventful life. Rather more full} 
detailed, since like Pepys I have used it as a reservoir into which to pour 


much of that residue which remains m a man’s mind over and above the 
little he gives out each day. Rather more fully detailed, too, since 1 keep 
it m shorthand, an accomplishment acquired m my student davs, and med 
not to ensure the pnvacy of the diary itself, although I think niv dear wife 
so believes, but to enable me, frankly, to exercise that taste for writing which 
exists m all of us whose business is English literature 
Show me any man who teaches literature, and I will show >ou a man 
thwarted For it is our universal, hidden conviction that we, too, could write, 
were it not for the necessity of earning our daily bread We start m ns 
writers, only temporarily sidetracked. “Some day-” we say to ourselves, and 
go to our daily task of Milton or Drydcn or Pope as those who, seeking the 

there C ° Unhy ’ mUSt ^ Blr0Ugh 3 bus,ncss thoroughfare to got 


g0es . b «’ an k Sh ? we d ° n0t wntc We as life goes on, 

much Vt’Z ?r gh X llaVe f ready becn rccordcd > that there is not 
, h to say that has not been already said. And, because we arc always 

staring at tire stars, we learn the shortness of our aAs 

We find a vicanous consolation in turrnm- o„i „ , 

who is not daunted by tradition andwhomKl, m 3nd ti,Cn ’ 3 m3n 

S3? ““ sirs 

mwt or or 

secure against betrayal Here and t i j 1 , ne goes to a fnend. 
tions which have seemed to bear on f etailed more full Y conversa- 

rounded a sentence. But m the m^n 1 myste ^ now and again I have 
of that strange senes of events which r, as . !t was > the daily history 
night of September 10th m the paneled mmat ^ d so dramatically on the 
Hollows 6 Paneled room of the mam house at Twin 

Of this house itself, since it fiam-ps cni-, i 
should be said The mam portion of it- rif 6 1 r? narra tive, a few words 
terrace toward the sea through to thp 6 a wfnch ex tended from the 
and the large library m f ront of z t the P an eled den 

seventies, had been added across the hall h ° d T ° ^ p0rtl0I1 > m the 
a dmmg-room opposite the library and Ip T 6 long - for gotten builder, 

taCmg sea > Pantnes, kitchen, 
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laundry, and beyond the laundry a nondescript room originally built as a gun 
room and still containing the gun cases on the walls 

In later years the gun room, still so called, had fallen from its previous 
dignity and sen ed divers purposes. In my Uncle Horace’s time old Thomas, 
the gardener, used it on occasion as a pottmg-room And on wet days washing 
was hung up m it to dry But it remained the "gun room,” and so figures 
m this narrative. 

In the rebuilding considerable judgment had been shown, and the broad 
white structure, with its colonial columns to the roof, makes a handsome 
appearance from the bay. It stands on a slight rise, facing the water, and 
its lawn extends to the edge of the salt marsh which divides it from the 
sea. 

Tins is Twin Hollows A place restful and beautiful to the eye, a gentle- 
man’s home, with its larkspurs and zinnias, its roses and its sundial, its broad 
terrace, its great sheltered porch, and its old paneling. Some lovely woman 
should sweep down its wide polished staircase or, armed with basket and 
shears, should cut roses in the garden with its sundial— that sundial where I 
stood the night the bell clanged. But it stands idle It will, so long as I live, 
always stand idle 

Of my Uncle Horace, who also figures largely m the journal, a few words 
are necessary He graduated from this University He had died suddenly m 
June of the year before the journal takes up the narrative, presumably of 
cardiac asthma, from which he had long suffered A gentleman and a scholar, 
an essential solitary, there had been no real intimacy between us Once m a 
while I passed a week-end m the country with him, and until the summer 
of the narrative, my chief memory of him had been of a rather small and 
truculent elderly gentleman, with the dry, sharp cough of the heart sufferer, 
pacing the terrace beneath my window at night m the endless search of 
the asthmatic for air, and smoking for relief some particularly obnoxious 
brand of herbal cigarette 

Until the summer of the narrative— 

Ever since I have been considering the making public of the journal, I 
have been asking myself this question, as one which will undoubtedly be 
asked when the book is published What effect have the events of that sum- 
mer had on my previous convictions? 

Have I changed? Do I now believe that death is but a veil, and that 
through that veil we may now and then, as through a glass, see darkly? 

I can only answer that as time has gone on I find they have exerted no 
permanent effect whatever. I am still profoundly agnostic My wife and I 
have emerged from it, I imagine, as one emerges from a seance room where 
the phenomena have been particularly puzzling, that is, bewildered and half 
convinced for the moment, but without any change m our fundamental 
incredulity 

The truth is that if these things be, they are too great for our human 
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comprehension, the revolution demanded in oui ich n td Vi t smmr' t too 
basic. And, as the journal will show, too dangerous 

All houses w winch men have lived and suffered and the! ate haunitd 
houses, I have written somewhere in the journal And if thought* Uv en- 
tities, which may impress themselves on thur eurroundmt , puhap tin, 
true. 

But dare I go further? Restate my comiction rt the turn that the 'elu- 
tion of our crimes had been facilitated In assistance from some unseen 
source? And that, having achicscd its purpose, this force forthwith departed 
from us? I do not know. 

The X remains unsolved. 

But I admit that more than once, during the recent editing of this 
journal for publication, I base wakened at night cos era! with n cold sweat, 
from a dream m which I am once more standing in the den of the house 
at Twin Hollows, the red lamp lighted behind me, and run lool mg out into 
the hall at a dim figure standing at the foot of the staircase 
A figure which could not possibly be there But was there. 

(Signed) 

Wirimt A. Pouu rt 
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June 16th. 

Commencement Week is over at last, thank heaven, and with 
than the usual casualties Defeated at the ball game 9-6 Lear down with 
ptomaine, result of bad ice cream somewhere or other Usual reunions 
old boys, with porters staggenng under tire suitcases, which seem gr 

heavier each year. _ ,, .. __ f OT1 a 

Nevertlieless, tire very old ’uns always give me a lump in the throai , and 

I fancy tlierc was a considerable amount of globus ^encm as 
Horace's class inarched onto the field on Class Day. Only e g 
this year, Uncle Horace being missing Poor old boy! , „ 

Which reminds me that Jane thought she saw him wild . fte other s astt><* 

marched m Wonderful woman, Jane! No imagma on or 1 , t 

mind and only a faint sense of humor Yet she drags poor old Homce ouJ 
of his year-old grave and marches him onto the field, and then becom 

slightly sulky with me when I laugh! 

“I told you to bring your glasses, my dear I said. 

“How many men are in that group?” she demanded tens y. 

"Eight, And, for heaven’s sake, lower your voice 
“I see nine, William,” she said quietly. And when she ood up 
her usual snapshots of the alumni procession s e \\ as r 

A cunous woman, Jane 7 * a -n addition 

So another year is over, and what have X to s low uneven tful diary, 

to my account m the savings bank, a volmue or f * poeb and perhaps 

no” e a“: t^t^tTa^^ing that English literature did 
SE&rf to? Three 

have 

“Mr Sims, have you any idea who wrote the Ancient Manner? 
you by chance ever heard of the Ancient Manner 

“Wordsworth, I believe, sir ” . . lethargy of 

Yet I am not so much discontented as afrai o ^ 0 f a thistle, 

smug iconocksm It is bad for the soul to cease o P „ t j ie 0 ]d 

for the next stage is to be “old and a cynic, a camo > 

man m Prince Otto, with rotten eggs the burthen of my have j lam 

Yet what is it that I want? My little rut « comfortab , my 

m it that now my very body has conformed Y 
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reading lamp, my thumbs are broadened with much holding of books I 
depend on my tea 

Yesterday, calling on Lear, I must have voiced my uneasiness, for he at 
once suggested a hobby. His bed was littered with mutilated envelopes. 

“Nothing like it,” he said “It's the safety valve of middle life, and the 
solace of age ” 

‘Tm not quite sure I want a safety valve,” I said, and I fancied he looked 
at me suspiciously 

A hobbyl Shall I gather postage stamps, and inquire of a letter not from 
whom it comes, but from where? Or adopt Jane’s camera, and take little 
pictures of unimportant folk doing uninteresting tilings? Or go, as Lear 
finally suggested, afishmg? Is it to be my greatest adventure to pull a fish 
out of the water and watch it drown with wide-opened mouth, in the air? 
Ah, mel 


“Greatest rest m the world for the bram,” Lear said. “Fishing ” 

“I’m not sure I want a rest for my bram," I protested. “I dare say what I 
need is a complete change.” 


Well, try ptomaine, he said dryly, and with that I went away. 

But I date say Lear is right The prospect of my three months’ vacation 
has gone to my head somewhat And I dare say, too, that I am much like 
the solitary water beetle Jock found on Hie kitchen floor last night. That 

!w lUln i e T Sh t0 'f ve m 7 snug spot beblnd the warm pipes of life until 

mto uLt 1 H ’ W ? SC0mf0rt > and *11 for scurrying back, atremble, 
mto unexciting security again. ’ ’ 


Atter all, security has its points ' UnC 17 ™* 

hou^eholdf There is^no^pkce n m tlie'worid S j SpiCIOn toda 5’ on the P ar t of my 
a sense of humor a new leisure d ’ 1 lmagme ’ for a philosopher with 

sometimes wonde’r whether an^hflosonl’T?" 8 ^ ° f mindl In faCt ’ 1 

generation These a^e fm« 7achon £ ttmk aVdM’' 6 W"* ^ md 
indeed, they simply act k and then ac L sometimes, 

An 1 / phd 0 S T her ’ 0f , Course ’ sh °“M only think 
And all this because last meht T c P f , P 

cause, forsootli, I had determined tn 1 C ock forward one hour. Be- 

and to study intensively that small domain* ^ 07 ^ ^ ° n tllC world ’ 
the dram pipel n b r own which lies beyond 

During some nine months of the vear T l 
lecture room the mere husk of a mm l P j S 10me to J ane from the 
plant one single thought mto a bram ^ ‘^ hausted Wlth endeavor to im- 
my easy' chair and accept the life of ml ^ germ mate, I smk mto 
Bed And this ismyh/ ^ D ‘™ CT A b °° b 

Isn’t this a new tea?” I will say d 3 f ® mt llfe sbmn g within me 
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“You have been dnnkmg it all winter/' Jane will reply, rather shortly 

Yesterday was my first free day, and last night I wandered about the 
house, looking o\er my possessions and rediscovering them 

“You've had the sofa done over, my dear ” 

“Before Christmas,” Jane replied, and glanced at me In return I glanced 
at Jane. 

It dawns on a man now and then that he knows very little about his 
wife He knows, of course, the surface attributes of her mind, her sense of 
order— Jane is orderly— her thrift, and Jane is thrifty She has had to bel But 
it came to me suddenly that I knew very little of Jane, after all. 

She is making one of those endless bits of tapestry, which some day she 
will put on the seat of a chair, and thereafter I shall not be expected to 
sit m that chair But it is not a work which requires profound attention 
She was working at it at the moment, her head bent, her face impassive 

“What are you thinking about, Jane?” I asked her. 

“I really wasn’t thinking at all ” 

I dare say from that I fell to speculating on Jane’s mmd, and that does 
not imply a criticism Rather on the contrary, for Jane has an excellent 
mental equipment. But I am sometimes aware that she possesses certain 
qualities I do not possess For example, it would be impossible for me to 
imagine, as Jane did on Class Day, that I saw Uncle Horace Although, like 
all men with defective vision, I have occasional optical illusions. But it is 
equally impossible for me to deny that she did see Uncle Horace, and there 
has been a certain subtle change in her since which convinces me of her 
sincerity. 

What, then, I considered, is the difference between Jane’s mmd and my 
own? She has some cunous ability, which she hides like one of the seven 
deadly sins, and which makes her at times a difficult person with whom to 
live 


I have already recorded m tins journal that one occasion m my life when at 
the reunion of my class, some wag proposed mixing all that was e t o e 
various liquors m the punch bowl and dnnkmg a stirrup cup out of it, and 

the fact that I was extremely dizzy on my way home 
But I did not record, I think, the fact that after I had quietly entere 
the house and got myself to bed, Jane came into my room 
Oht So you are back!” she said 


Certainly I am back, my dear ” 

It seemed unnecessary to state that neither she nor the doorway m 
she stood seemed entirely steady at the moment, nor did I so sta e u p 
//PS F was not necessary, for after eyeing me coldly for a momen , s le sai , 
Were you supporting the chapel half an hour ago, William, or vas 1 s 
Porting you?” 

I don’t know what you are talking about!” * 

‘Don’t you?” she observed, and retired quietly, after removing my sho 

r °m the top of my bookcase 
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But the humiliating fact remains that I had stopped for a moment’s rest 
beside the chapel, and that somehow Jane knew it 

Or take again that incident already recorded m tins journal, under the 
date of June 28th of last year, when she wakened me at seven o’clock and 
said she had seen Uncle Horace lying dead on the floor of the library at 
Twin Hollows. 


“Dreams,” I said drowsily, “are simply wish fulfillments Go on back to 
bed, my dear The old boy’s all right ” 

“I wasn’t asleep,” she said quietly. “And you will have a telephone mes- 
sage soon telling you I was not.” 

And so true was this that she had hardly ceased speaking before Annie 
Cochran called up to tell us she had found him, at seven o’clock, dead on the 
library floor 

(Note* In preparing these notes for publication one tiling occurs to me 
very strongly, and that is tins. It is curious that my wife’s vision, or whatever 
it may be called, did not occur until some hours after the death. If there 
came some mental call to her, why not when he was in extremis? Not only 
would it have helped us greatly m the mystery which was so soon to develop, 
but it would have been more true to the usual type of such phenomena. 

In tins case, if we are to admit anything but coincidence, it is easier to 
accept the fact that we are dealing with mental telepathy. In other words, 
that the servant Annie Cochran, who actually found the body at seven in 
the morning, at once thought of Jane and so flashed the scene to her. 
ut I admit that this is merely explaining one mystery with another ) 

mfin,telv^lnrM CtlnS ’ f ?“! pU , shed her needle throu g 1 > her tapestry, slow, 
infinitely plodding and absolutely composed. What portion of Jane then 

w"nr o a nt™ ^ fd T ” e Wth 2 deaUl SHP on the chapef warnOr,’ 

Hollows and^ound Uncle^oiace on the flo°oT ** l0aM ’ ^ t0 

idleness. 3 The ^ne^then “L 1 pkyed * °nt of sheer ,oy in 

only be tire shell of Jane whde the ltd Jane°might b^ff ^ 
adventure of her ownl I considered this It hL h be ° 5 SOme spmt 
bilities And ,ust then she glanced up^t me h 006 admit ’ * p0SS " 
•What are you thmlnng about?" she asked 

“teo^ dgraVely ’“ IamW0 ^” 

“About you ” 

I m all right, she said “Although of course tm 1 i 
where. s ourse I d like to get away some- 

“That's precisely what I'm womans about!” t u 
puzzled but said nothing ^ S ° ut 1 observed, and she looked 

I 'went to Tane’s minrl i 

on nn knee Had she true clairvovanrT U ^ e . ° f Von Hui *iboldt unnoticed 

telepathy the answer? She is Scotch an/tT^o* tilat may mean? ° r was 

scotch, and tlie Scots sometimes claim what 
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is called "second sight ” I know that m her heart she believes she has this 
curious gift. She was, they say, a queer child, seeing and hearing things un- 
seen and unheard b} others. And I know she fears and hates it, it is some- 
how irreligious to her. 

But— has she? 

No immediate answer being forthcoming, I went back to my book, and 
very soon I happened on the following paragraph A presumptuous skepti- 
cism which rqects facts without examining them to see if they are real, is 
more blameworthy than an irrational credulity. 

It was, m a way, a challenge, but there were no facts to examine. I could 
believe that Jane is merely a fine recording instrument on which telepathic 
impressions are recorded, or I could accept that she is able to leave that 
still lovely but slightly matronly body of hers on occasion and travel on the 
wmgs of space. But, because my interest was aroused, I consulted the dic- 
tionary on clairvoyance, and found that it was the faculty of being able to 
perceive objects without the customary use of the senses 
It was “vision w lihout eyes ” 

Even then— on so small a base does one's comfort behind the pipe some- 
times depend— all would have been well had not Clara entered with the dish 
of fruit which is my method of telling the seasons, the winter orange and 
banana gradually giving way to the early berries which mark the spring, and 
so on And with that Jane looked at the clock 
That glance was at once my downfall and my triumph For it occurred 
to me then to make a simple experiment, and to “examine the facts. 

Jane, I argued, rises by her bedroom clock every morning , and punctua y 
to the minute. But Jane does not look at her clock Then, if I set it forwar 
one hour— 

And set it forward one hour I did, after Jane was asleep. And at the mo 
ment its hands indicated seven-thirty, although it was but half past six, 1 
Jane open her eyes, rise from her bed without so much as a glance towar 

the clock, and call her household. , T 

So Jane saw her clock without eyes, Clara has been sulky all ay, an 
a m m extreme disfavor. 

Really, William,” Jane said with a sigh this afternoon, you are very 
difficult m the holidays.” 

“Difficult?” 

You know perfectly well you turned my clock on 
Why m the world should I turn your clock on?” 

^It is your idea of being funny, I dare say ” w 

It isn’t funny to be wakened an hour too soon, my dear. 

But she is suspicious of me, and cold toward me Thus I su er e usu 
] ot of the seeker after truth. And Jane, my dear Jane, can see without Her 
eyes But she cannot understand why I turned her clock on for a er curious 
ability Nor, after eating the burned biscuits Clara served tomg t, can 
But if Jane can see without her eyes, if she can perceive objects no visi e 
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to those of us who depend on the usual senses, then is one to admit that 
she saw Uncle Horace, as she said she did, marching at the head of his 
class procession last Tuesday? 


June iSlh 

I feel tonight rather like the man who had caught a bull b\ the tail and 
daren’t let go And yet I am certain there is a perfectly natural explanation 
The difficulty is that I cannot very well go to Jane about it. If it is what 
it appears to be, and not a double exposure, it will frighten her. If it is a 
double exposure, she will wonder at my inquiry, and think I am watching 
her She has not, even today, quite forgotten the clock 

But certain things are very curious, she thought she saw Uncle Horace 
marching onto the field with Ins class So much did tins upset her that, when 
she stood up to take her picture, the camera shook m her hands. Then 
she takes the picture, and instead of the eight old men of the class there are 
nine 


And she knows it. Why else would she hide the print, and pretend that 
she had mislaid it? It was that fact winch made me suspicious 

“I’ll look them up for you later, William,” she said “You aren’t m a hum, 
are you?” 

“In the bnght lexicon of vacation there is no such word as hurry,” I 

observed brightly And she who usually smiles at my feeblest effort turned 
abruptly away 

So Jane had lost her picture Jane, whose closets are marvels of mathe- 
matical exactness, who keeps my clothing so exactly that I can find it m the 

7~! ° ne ™ cid f nt ’ du ty noted m this )oumal, when I unfolded 
a washcloth at the president s dinner, having taken it from my handkerchief 


about*her°lwIis fi Cr i/ a p C WC r t ° Ut /°/ 3 wa ' k ’ J ane " dl ° never exercises sate 

exnh able and u Fff Jane ’ * / eel tonight, face to face with the m- 
explicable and hiding it like one of the seven deadly sms 

rhere are nine men m the picture, there is no getting awav from it And 

there is no denying, either, a faint difference m the ”11 ? ‘ 7 , 

shadowiness, a lack of definition Under Tane’s ^ figure > a S0 , rt ° f 

The features, owing to the distance ar e * a , dl " g ' glass lt § ams nothing 

the ghost of ’old Horace m hvZcadedtT*’ ^ ^ C ° uld 

to cough, m that blare of noise shouting a ™, ng 'f wn and sh ^Y stooped 

Later I have shown the picture to Lear a^V 06 ’ tliere 
a case of double exposure ’ and Says 1S undoubtedly 

“What else could it be?” he said u, . 
m some people by any suggestl0n of sup * a ‘ tn P ““ liat Irntab °’> induced 

•Well, somebody' W’ het 7^1 ° £ h ‘ m m her hfe ’’ 

don’t believe me, show ,’t to Cameron d w Pnnt ba ° k to me “ lf 5™ 
(Note Cameron, Exchange ProTess^ o? A 
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member of the Society for Psychical Research, and known, I understand, 
among the students as “Spooks” Cameron ) 

But I have not shown it to Cameron, and I do not intend to I hardly 
know the man, for one thing. And for another, Lear is right. The University 
looks with suspicion on the few among the faculty who have on occasion 
dabbled with such matters 

“Personally,” he said, “I think it’s a double exposure But whether it is or 
not Pm damned certain of one thing, the less said about it the better.” 

June lgth 

Curious, when one begins to think on a sub]ect, how it sometimes comes 
up m the most unexpected places. 

I dropped into the dramg-room for tea this afternoon after Jane's bridge 
party, to find Jane looking uncomfortable and an animated conversation on 
spiritualism going on, with Helena Lear leading it 
“Ah l” she said when she saw me. “Here comes our cyme. I suppose you 
don’t believe m automatic writing, either?” 

I should,” I replied gravely. “I have seen as many as fifty men taking 
notes while in a trance m my lecture room ” 

“Nor m spirits?” 

“Certainly I do. And m the Smoke of Prophecy, and the Powder of Death 
She looked rather blank, and Jane flushed a tnfle 

“What is more,” I said, a trifle earned away by the tenseness of the room, 
perhaps, “I know that if I take a piece of chalk— have you any chalk, Jane?— 
and draw on the floor here the magic circle, and a triangle within it, no evil 
spmts can approach me Get the chalk, dear; I promise I shall not be dis- 
turbed by so much as one demon ” 

In the laughter which followed the subject was dropped. But Helena Lear, 
when she gave me my tea, eyed me with amusement 
“You and your circlel” she said. “Don’t you know that half these women 
niore than half believe you?” 

“And don’t you?” 

"You don’t believe yourself ” . t 

Still,” I said, remembering Von Humboldt, “I am not an out-an ou 
skeptic I will admit that Jock there, who is acting as a vacuum cleaner under 
table, can hear and see and smell things that I cannot. But 1 do not 
ere fore believe he communicates with the spirit world 
^But he sees things you don’t see. You admit that. „ 

^Certainly. He may see farther into the spectrum than I do 
Then what does he see?” she said triumphantly T 1 - 

A fortunate digression enabled me to escape with a whole skm, u lin 
iere was something rather quizzical m her smiling farewell er a , i 
lock does see things I do not, what does he see? I'm blessed if I know 


June 20th 

Jane knows that I have seen the picture, and that I know it lies behind her 
refusal to go to Twin Hollows for the summer When I came back from 
Larkin’s office today, the final papers having been signed, I could see her 
almost physically bracing herself. 

“So it’s all set, my dear,” I said “And if we can get Annie Cochran to 
clean the place a bit—” 

“Would you mind so very much,” she asked, almost wistfully, “if we don’t 
go there?” 

“But it’s all settled Edith is coming back on purpose ” 

(Note The “Edith” of the journal is my niece, who makes her home with 
us At this time she was absent on a round of house parties A very lovely 
and popular girl, of whom more hereafter ) 

It s too large for us,” said Jane “I need a rest m the summer, not a big 
house to care for ” 


And there was a certain definiteness m her statement which ended the 
conversation As a result, and following our usual course when there is a 
difference between us, we have taken refuge m polite silence all day, the 
familiar armed neutrality of marriage An uncomfortable state of affairs, and 
aggravated by Edith’s absence When she is here her bright talk fills m the 
gaps, and in the end she forces a rapprochement 
Lear has told Cameron about the picture I met Cameron while taking 
Jock for his evening walk tonight, and he reintroduced himself to me After 
o ay s repression I fear I was a bit talkative, but he was a good listener. 

u ent y e has a certain understanding of Jane’s refusal to go to Twin 
Hollows, although he said very little 

“Houses are curious, sometimes,” was his comment 
But on the matter of the picture he was frankly interested 

nnhv^Mr^Pr, f Sai< ru & certam 111 the evidence for psychic photog- 

C0 , UISe ’ * ,s absurd to claim that all the curious 

intelligences But S' ° USands of t J’ em c T ome t0 me-are produced by discamate 
mtcmgences But there is something, I don’t know ,ust what ” 

Jh my! “oTrobfems Ivhe" aad 1 a ” «t alone to wrestle 

Jr Hollows what J “* 

.1 Has Actually she hates 

has c\en steadfastly refused to brmv mu ? nde m ° Ur acc l msitl on of it; she 
furniture with which old Horace had fitef*” ^ ^ ^ ^ eally Amencan 

rdeo^r c “ Sn^T 1 t0nigbt at an »- 

moment curled his long length on tiiefa ° £ hers Jock has at tins 

Of It! And set she will hare none of Vu ° f 3 WlndsM <*»«, because 
Nor is she of the t)pc t0 1; , tcn . nc,e Horace’s really fine collection 

! v “ t,a n< ' hL ■' haunted hr the ^ ° W 
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(Note An old story and not authenticated, of the shooting of a man many 
years ago as he hid to escape the Excise As a matter of fact, none of our 
ater experiences m the house bore out this particular tradition at all ) 

If she has a distaste for it, it may possibly relate to the occupancy of 
the house by the Riggs woman before Uncle Horace bought it But even here 

1 am doubtful for Mrs Riggs was caught m most unblushing fraud and 
entirely discredited as a medium 


n, J une list 

Tic IS B ^ CK ‘ ShC C3me m thlS momm & bssed Jock, J an e, and myself, 
ock hist , demanded an enormous breakfast and all the hot water m the 

louse and descended gaily a half hour later to the table, m her usual aura 
ot batli salts, bath powder, and sunshine 

Well, she said, attacking her melon, “and when do we go to the haunted 
house?” 

"Ask your aunt.” 

She glanced at me and then shrewdly at Jane 

Good heavens’” she said “Don’t tell me there’s any question about it?” 
J-- * decj ded yet,” Jane said uneasily. “It’s a big house, Edith, and—” 
the more reason for taking it,” said Edith, and having finished her 

T^n 0U ^ ^ er P re ^y arms “Grass,” she said, “ and flowers, and the sea 
s all swim,” she went on “And old Father William shall fish, and Jane 

-o S 7 f r ^ ne seain And at night the ghosts shall walk. And everything will 
She turned to me. 

You do believe m ghosts, don’t you. Father William?” 
n <3 somehow even Jane caught some of the infection of her gaiety. “Ask 
Jniiabout the triangle m a circle,” she said. 

What’s that?” Edith inquired 

ue triangle m a circle, drawn around you, will keep off demons,” I ex- 
PJained gravely. “Surely you know that?” 

^ Wow— convenient!” 

And that the skins of four frogs, killed on a moonless night, will make 
not VlSlbe ^ worn as a cap? And that the spirits obey Solomon’s seal— 
and i* coursei And that if you eat a stew of the eyes of a vulture, 

“Wk Gar an owl, yon will be wise beyond all dreams of wisdom?” 

Who wants to be wise?” said Edith. “But go on. I love to hear you ” 
Fiv er ^ ' ve P>” I agreed, with an eye on Jane “Now, take the figure five 
sen 6 ma ^ lc num ber, not seven We have five fingers, five toes, five 
me S ^ s are five points to a star. Perhaps you noticed my wild excite- 

rs w en my automobile license this year was 555.” 
cm 7 ne U P J and I saw that my nonsense had had its effect She was 
“If 1 ^ ^° r time in days 

«<t .J 011 care to go out and look at the house tomorrow, William,” she said, 

1 will go.” 
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And perhaps Edith had sensed a situation she did not understand, for she 
kissed her, and as I left the room I heard her requesting Jane to bring back 
with her marketing some frog skins and the ear tufts of an owl. 

So tins afternoon things are looking brighter And thus does man deceive 
himself' Only three days ago I was filled with vague yearnings and aspira- 
tions, I recorded here that my little rut was comfortable, but that I feared 
it I wrote, Was my greatest adventure to be to drag a fish out of the water, 
and watch it drown, openmouthed, in the air ? 

And yet, at the mere thought of not going to Twin Hollows, of being 
thrown on the mercies of some Mountain House, or set on a horse m the far 
West, I have been frightened almost into a panic 

The water beetle indeed 

The town is very quiet tonight The annual student exodus is almost over, 
although still an occasional truck goes by, piled high with trunks The Lears 
intend to stay. Sulzer and Mackmtyre are off for the Scottish Lakes, and 
Cameron, I hear, is going soon to the Adirondacks, where he spends his sum- 
mer m a boat, and minus ghosts, I dare say 

I have mailed him the picture today, and can only hope Jane does not 
miss it 


One wonders about men like Cameron Slight, almost negligible, as is my 
acquaintance with him— I would not know him m a crowd, even now— there 
is something of Scottish doumess m him. He neither smokes nor drinks, he 
lives austerely and alone He has a reputation as a relentless investigator, it 

was he who exposed the hauntmgs at the house on Sabbathday Lake, m 
Massachusetts 

But he is a believer That is, he believes in conscious survival after death, 
hC 1 haS hlS 0Wn sma11 grou P here Among them little Pet- 
ove § r ” bG i a i 1 T lliatmg thought > for me > to feel that after I “passed 

lamn and rennet- 1 + ettmgill might hale me to him, m the light of a red 

lamp, and request me to lift a tablel 

lauehter^andll!? 7 veranda Wlth Edlth 1 can hear her bubbling 

1 d “ — - 

she I think, ^°i b were°veifnch S t ° bless himsel£ with, nor has 

lovers ^ ^ wou ld provide an endowment fund for 

put a mm on l 11 tek es too long to 

\ears m the war, and he hnc anij, Halhday is twenty-six, he lost two 

0 % ulture a „ d tt cTtaftol Tj ^ ^ ^ the 
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enter the house at Twin Hollows today, but crawled under the automobile 
and remained there, a picture of craven terror until 0 ” departure 

This old house where X am writing tonight, undoubtedly it has seen me 
paS of more than one human soul. Yet Jock mov. tough itunc n- 
cemedly his stump of a tail proudly upraised, his head unbowed H s atti 

hide tonight, too, is even slightly more flamboyant * an r^dtrmfthe 
testify that although he may have given the ™pr^s.on c , f tenor dunng the 
day, we are labonng under a misapprehension He but sought the shelter 

of the car for coolness _ , „ T +n t-iplpna Lear 

“He may see farther into the spectrum than I .do, I said to Helena Lear 

the other day, and she countered, *Y es But w a oes e the 

Old Thomas met us m Oakville with the 
house I sensed m Jane a reluctance to enter, u s ie ^ excellent 

and we examined it with a view to our own occupa furniture and 

condition and repair, although the white covers over cg j ane? f saw? 

in the den behind gave those rooms a rather g ios y PP pleading the 

gave only a cursory glance into those rooms, and soon after, pleading 

chill inside, moved out into the sunlight. C ed through 

Ed,th, however, was us all, 

the house, shamelessly courting old Thoma » , . the second 

and peering into closets, and X caught up with her at la to 

floor, looking at the boathouse on the beach eyon 

“What’s above it?” she asked “Rooms? | ept there,” I told 

“When the old sloop was in commission, the captain slept 

her. 

“How many rooms?” „ 

“Two, I think, and a sort of kitchenette 

“Are they furnished?” ^ Edith’s face assumed 

Old Thomas, being appealed to, said they wer , asso ciate with what 
that air of mysterious calculation which I have e ^ ^ herself, and I 

she calls “an idea” Whatever it was, however, sn P sufficient thought 
left her selecting a bedroom for herself, and pu 

to have served a better purpose m-nnrtant to her, and yet I 

Her surroundings and belongings are very 1 j see, give 

believe she is m love with young Halliday, who can, so 
her neither , ^ Hollows has been, 

It is a curious thing, to go into a house e , ^lm there, his big 

Without change since old Horace died, and no 0 n the flat-topped 

armchair near the fireplace in the library, his very ; P ^ooks | ie was reading 

desk which is the only modem piece m the roo > , . ^ j ra ised my voice, 
still m the desk rack I had a curious feeling o preliminary to speech, 
I would hear the little cough which was so otten i 
bom the den beyond ug r| y room, the original 

The den, too, is unchanged. (Note. Fro treasure house of earl} 

Ltehen of the old house, he had made it a so 


American old pewter, btomdit mu Jh’M' 
in the very bay outside; of t irlj fruutd cl» >tb 
by English hums and hum; on the ’’.alls abnv 
himself had found somewhere and nut died, < 
an old clicsl, hooked rugs tm the floor . and on 
I threw back the covering wlnth pmb' ud tin <1 
it Just there, m all probibihtv. lit h -d hi mi 
took place lie may have fell it coining on, but R 
poor old ebap We had not been ovttlv chat, but the 
perhaps, or reading, the sudden comuoirm a. th *t 
stant of comprehension, and then the end- it got im , rati 1 

I think he had been reading Among the other boot t ,n fm c't 
one with n scrap of piper thrust m it to mad* the pf M ml l 
drawn on the margin of the pige to in uk a p u w ,r <ph. Hut it ( m r r Hut 
a new’ line on hun. 1 had always thought th it Ir.s purch < e of ; horn' lo-^lu 
reputed to be haunted, a reputation comidcrabh tub nee 1 by the Ro 
woman's tenancy, was n rather magnificent gesture of pure ('tUiot *n 

But tonight I am wondering 'I he m irked p ir.M r.iph i - in a boot entdii 1 
Eugenia Riggs and ihc Oakullc Phenomena, and 1 have bromht it home 
with me, It is a creepy sort of thing, and 1 find im elf lonj mg b e* r>w* on 
shoulder as I copy it mto this record 
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It is to he home in mind that the room iwe ahurys subject*, d to the vnr‘ 
careful preliminary examination . Its Malls wire phi* tend, and no doors or 
windows (see photograph) were near the cabinet As an additional pri cau- 
tion strings of small hells Mere placed across all pos\,blc cntranc < s and cxds, 
M’hich were also closed and locked 

It is also to he remembered that the medium herself Mas ahuns m tiling to 
be searched , and this wes frequently done by Madame B— Hits had been 
done on the night ndien the hand ares distinctly seen h) all present, reaching 
out and touching those nearest , on the shoulder, and later making ihc im- 
pression in the pan of soft putty left m the cabinet 

It is to be borne in mind, too, that, except when the controls rapped for 
no light , there was ahvays sufficient illumination for u$ to see the medium 

clearly A small red lamp was found to offer least disturbance and wes cus- 
tomarily used 

There was occasional fraud, but there were also Grxunsr phenomexv 


The last few words are m capitals 

So tonight I am wondering Does one find, as life goes on, that the loncl 
urnan spirit revolts at the thought of eternal peace, and craves a relief n 
hfe bey°nd ? Would I not myself, for instance, prefer cvci 
of the saints? ^ 1 mg bable to the unadulterated societ 
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June 2yd 

There is a division in my family. Edith has come out with her plan, which 
is to “spread out,” as she puts it, m the mam house at Twin Hollows, and 
to let Warren Halliday spend his vacation at the boathouse! 

“Renting it to him, I suppose?” I inquired over my breakfast bacon. 
“Renting it?” she said indignantly. “You wouldn’t have the nerve to ask 
money for that tumble-down place, would you? And, anyhow, you can’t get 
blood out of a stone ” 

There is a terrible frankness about Edith at times. 

But Jane is as equally determined not to occupy the house at any cost. 
It was written all over her yesterday, and there is still an ominous set look 
about her mouth Between them I am more or less trimming skiff. 

If Jane would be more open it would be easier, if she would only come 
to me and say that she is afraid of the house I think I could reassure her 
It may be that that silly photograph is still in her mind. But why would she 
not even stay m the house yesterday? She went out into the garden and 

picked some of its neglected flowers instead 
“It’s a pity not to use them,” she said, and then looked at me with sue 1 
a white and pibful face that I put my arm around her. 

“I must have been a very bad husband,” I said, “if you think I am going 
to force you to live here. Who am I,” I added, “against you and Joe 

But she did not smile , t i 

“If you want to come here,” she said, making what I felt was a pam u 
concession, “why couldn’t we live at the Lodge? It is really quite swee n 


we could rent tins ” v 

Would that be quite moral, under the circumstances? m no zs 
the circumstances,” I added hastily. “I’m simply putting the question 

We could ask a lower rent ” . 

There is, I sometimes think, a fundamental difference m e e 1 , , 

of men and women. To Jane it is quite proper to let a house wi 
believes is a most undesirable quality, if she lowers the price 
suggest advertising One house , furnished , reputed to be un e 
c °ntraiy, she proposes to entice tenants with a lower rent, an o 

^ vnn? I he UOUSC lb 



” j-j-uc, it nas certain an 

But you have saved money.” , ^ can 

Aside from this viewpoint, however, the idea is soun en • 
be comfortable at the Lodge And-let me always be frank m th ) 
may have my occasional yearnings for adventure, but ^y Thomas 

btans, and the talk Edith has reported as takmg place between icM Thomas 
a ud herself yesterday after I left them has revealed them to mys 
Edith, on the contrary, finds the situation “really thrilling 
. I* a good house, yeshn,” sard Thomas “For tliem as Res >t I «ouWn 
e caught dead m it at night myself ” 

1 hope you never will be,” said Edith 
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“It ain’t nothing you can put your finger on.” said Thomas. Its just 
knocks and raps, and doors opening and closing But I say that s enough ’ 
“It sounds like plenty ,” said Edith “Of course it may be rats.” 

“It’s a right husky rat that’ll open a closed door, and I ain’t 3 ct seen a 
rat that could move a chair Besides, I ain’t ever heard that rats are partial 

to a red light ” 4{ , 

“Now see here, Thomas,” Edith reports herself as saying, ^ either you re 

said too much or you’ve said too little. What about a red light? Nothing 

scandalous, I hope 1 ” 

Stripped of further trimming, it appears that some two years ago a small 
red lamp was installed m the den at Twin Hollows, and is now still there, 
Thomas having declined to destroy it for fear of some dire and mysterious 
vengeance 

“Not for light, as far as I could see, miss,” he said. “I never seen him read 
by it. But put m it was, and the night it first came Annie Cochran said 
something came into her room and pulled the covers off her bed.” 

“How— shameless!” said Edith 

“More than that,” he went on stolidly 7 , “the furniture w as moving through 
the house all night, and the next morning she found the teakettle sitting m 
the pantry, and tea had been made m the teapot ” 

“But surely she did not begrudge the poor things their tea, Thomas? It 
must be thirsty work, moving furniture and chasing about rapping on things.” 
“She’s left the kettle on the stove, and there it was,” he said, doggedly 7 . 
Like the lady who said to the judge that she had "just sort of lost her taste” 
for her husband, I begin to lose my taste for this lamp But one vs onders 
whether its evil reputation is not a survival from the day 7 s of Mrs Riggs, 
when a small red lamp was found to offer least disturbance, and was cus- 
tomarily used 


June 2jth. 

Edith has lost and Jane has w r on We shall spend the summer at the Lodge 

But I feel that Jane's victory bnngs her no particular pleasure, that even 
to go to the Lodge is a concession she is making against some hidden ap- 
prehension het to show 7 just how 7 baseless are most of these things, this 
morning Clara had been m a low 7 mood, and I heard Jane inquire the reason. 

I dreamed last night that I’d lost a tooth,” said Clara ‘That’s a sisn of 
death, sure, Mrs Porter ” 

Edith, however, has w 7 on m one w 7 ay Warren Halhday is to hare the 
boathouse J 

Y* 'R^i°a? TC f ° Ut t0g f^ er 1 to look over the Lodge more carefully, 
• mrr . 'I’tM mspccl t ! 1S pros P cct,ve quarters. He is thoroughly likable, 
“ ” r ' ’ V V"?} s £el ’ ow ’ 1,01 10 ° handsome but manly and with a good 

"I'd do ;nvttnn^V Ut ? iM ,S fo,lure t0 find a 1* far the summer 

necessary! But I can't cion 
b I0rcccl a s™>- I hare a nice taste in neckties!’ 
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On the way out I told him something of the history of the house, and 
a little—' very little— of Jane’s nervousness concerning it 
“Of course,” he said, “it’s all nonsense But a surprising number of people 
are going bugs on it ” 

“Darned uncomfortable nonsense, too.” 

“It’s not only that, sir. It’s dangerous. Imagine what a general conviction 
of this sort would do. Think of the fellows who find things getting a bit 
thick for them here, and how quickly they’d hop out of it 1 Think of the 
cranes it would cause And take wars Nobody would care whether he lived 
or not Talk about civilization going! Why, the whole populace would go!” 

In view of that conversation, it was interesting later that day, at the Lodge, 
to have old Thomas intimate that Uncle Horace had not died a natural 


death, but had “seen something” which had caused it. 

As a matter of fact, he brought out certain rather curious facts, which ap- 
pear to have been somehow overlooked, or at least considered unimportant, 
at the inquest 

For instance, he had been writing at his desk when the attack came on His 
pen was found on the floor. But there was no sign of what he had been 
writing, save for a mark on the fresh blotter, as if he had blotted something 
there The most curious thing, however, according to old Thomas, was the 
matter of lights. 

When Annie Cochran found him the following morning, on the floor be- 
side his desk, all the lights were out, including his desk lamp 

But the red lamp was going m the den,” said old Thomas It didn t 
make much light, so nobody noticed it until the doctor came He saw it 
n ght off I leave it to you, what shut off that desk lamp 7 

I rather gather from Thomas that the ill repute of the red lamp has spread 
over the countryside. The house had a bad reputation to start with, which 
Mrs Riggs’s tenancy did nothing to redeem, and now comes Annie oc ran 
and her red lamp, and a fairly poor outlook so far as renting the property 

1S concerned 

There has been, according to Thomas, considerable interest as whether 
" e W1 H inhabit the house or not, and if ever I saw relief in a man s ace 1 
^vas m his when I announced the decision As Halhday observes, 1 wou 
oe interesting to know if either Annie Cochran or Thomas has ever hear 
red is the best light for so-called psychic phenomena , 

The Lodge proves to be weatherproof and m good condition, an 
boathouse quite livable, with the addition of a few things from the m 

nn... . 7 


r\r Vi ^ nee ^ thorough screening, however, on account of the mosquito 
(tsote It is necessary, for the sake of the narrative, to ^ es ^ n e , 

°use. Jt 1S built up on piles which raise it above tide level, andfte iy 
^ooe Belonging to the house are stored m the lower portion o 1 1 
e old sloop, however, not m commission for several years, wa 
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time anchored to a buoy about a hundred yards out m the bay, and showed 
the buffetmgs of wind and tide. 

Across the salt marsh, from the foot of the lawn, extended a raised wooden 
runway which led to the boathouse and the beach. This walk also prolongs 
itself into a sort of ramshackle pier, from which a runway extends to a 
wooden float At the time of our visit examination showed the float badly 
m need of repair, a number of the barrels which supported it having more or 
less gone to pieces 

It was, as will be seen, during Halhday’s repair of tins float that he made 
that discovery which was later to see the commencement of my troubles ) 
All m all, Jane’s scheme is practical, although Edith is frankly dis- 
appointed 

“I would have looked so sweet on that terrace!” she said, and made a dread- 
ful face at me 

I have asked her to say nothing to Jane about old Thomas’s ravings, as 
she calls them She has agreed, but accuses me of extreme terror, and main- 
tains that I am merely putting the responsibility on Jane 

You know perfectly well,” she says, “that you believe in ghosts And if 
you rent that house old Horace ought to come back and haunt you.” 

But she is secretly pleased She sees herself m the cottage, in a bungalow 
apron, presenting a picture of lovely but humble domesticity to young Halli- 
day, and thus forcing his hand For if I know anything of Edith, she is going 
to marry him And if I know anything of Halliday, he is going to marry 
nobody he cannot support 

It may be an interesting summer 

Curious about that lamp on the desk, the night the poor old chap passed 
course, he might have turned it out and risen to go upstairs when 
ie e 1 1 e attack coming on But wouldn’t he have laid the pen down first? 
One would do that automatically 
It’s a pity the blotting-pad has been destroyed 


wa l danger! ^ ^ WOrd Uncle Horace wrote the night of his death 

of taking 1 \° t0 *!? at? We speak of the dan § er 

cream To poor old Wn a, * ecture r00m > °f combining lobster and ice 

m thatle^rof tt W0 rf S w a ? a r U,d ty* beea dan ^ ” °™hon, 

was apt to use lightly " ays m danger But it was not a word he 

This'nwr^ have threatene d him? 

an old trick of mine I turned nv prepa f ator 5 r to our exodus > I resorted to 

fresh and unblemished side to the world' Tt ^ ^ presented a 

probably since the invention of blnif^ 1 J* Came t0 me 111611 11131 ^ us 

°n ° f blotters had neatness been established with 

[278] 


a minimum of effort, and that it might have been resorted to by Annie 
Cochran 

After luncheon I started to Twin Hollows with the back of the car piled 
high with a varied assortment of breakable toilet articles, a lamp or two, 
and a certain number of dishes. The Lodge was open, and Annie Cochran 
vigorously cleaning it, and having deposited my fragile load there, I wan- 
dered up to the house. 

Thomas was cutting the lawn, with a mare borrowed for the purpose, pull- 
ing the old horse mower, and the Oakville constable, Starr, who is also the 
local carpenter, was replacing old boards with new on die raised walk to the 
beach What with the sunlight, the put-put of a two-cycle engine m a passing 
motorboat, a flock of knockabouts and sloops poised on the water like great 
butterflies, and the human activities about, the absurdity of abandoning the 
old house to some unappreciative tenant grew on me 
“Hear you’re going to live m the Lodge,” said Starr, spitting over the rail 
“Mrs. Porter feels the mam house is too large for us ” 

He eyed me sharply 

‘Yes,” he said. “Pretty big house Well, I’m m a dollar on it” 

“A dollar?” 


I bet you’d never live m it,” he said, and there was a furtive gleam of 
amusement m his eyes as he marked a board preparatory to sawing it. 

“It’s my opinion, Starr,” I said, “that you people around here have talked 
this place into disrepute ” 

‘Maybe we have,” he said, noncommittally 
^Mr. Horace Porter lived there for twenty years ” 

^And died there,” he reminded me 
^ Of chrome heart trouble ” 

“So the doctor says.” 

^ But you don’t think so?” 

“I know he had got a right forcible knock on the head, too. 

I thought that came from his fall.” . , 

Well, it may have,” he said, and signified the end of the com ersa on 
by falling to work with his saw. I waited, but he evidently felt be had said 
enough, and his further speech was guarded m the extreme He 1 n m 
w ether Mr Porter had been writing or not when it happene 
een die first to get there, and he had seen no paper 
Asked if he had had any reason, any experience of his own, o ^ T 
ttager we would not live m the house, he only shook his iea u 
S back he called after me . , nn 

I don’t know as there’s any truth m it,” he said ‘But tie}' ; > 
stdl nights, that he’s been heard coughing around the place I ai 
ile ard it myself ” , c . 

So Thomas thinks that Uncle Horace was frightened to death, an 
n lma tes that he was murdered, and all this was seething m 1( jL , i 
thcse country people a year ago, without it reaching me at all Tlicr • 
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been no inquest; simply, as I recall, Doctor Hayward notifying the coroner by 
telephone, and giving organic heart disease as the cause. 

I was, I admit, startled this morning as I turned back to the mam house 
But I knew the tendency of small mbred communities to feed on them- 
selves, for lack of outside nutriment, and by the fame I had reached the 
terrace I was putting Starr’s statement about a blow m the same class with 
the cough heard at night. I stood looking out over the sweep of lawn, and 
the words occurred to me of that other ancient Horace, confirmed city dweller 
that he was 

There was ever among the number of my wishes, a portion of ground, not 
over large , in which was a garden and a fountain, with a continual stream 
close to my house, and a little woodland besides. The gods har'e done more 
abundantly, and better for me, than this 

So I felt that the gods had done even better for me than I had thought 
My little woodland, to my left as I faced the sea, covered thirty acres, ex- 
tending beyond Robinson’s Point, true, I had no fountain, but I had a garden 
of sorts And I had a ship, which apparently the old Roman had never 
dreamed of. The old sloop bobbed and swung m the wash of a passing tug. 

I turned and went into the house to find that Annie Cochran had turned 
the blotter and that almost the last word the poor old boy had written had 
been danger 


w June 20 m. 

Women are curious creatures. Throughout the winter it is of vital impor- 

, ai ?. c ® ^ ' ane ^* a t her teacups are old Chelsea, and that the mirror over the 
ia 1 table is pure early colonial, even if it does raise my right eye an inch or 
so the Queen Anne chairs m her bedroom, the Adam sideboard m the 
mmg-room apparently divide her affection with me, and she has been 

thaTnvt 0 . 1 ™* 6 'r 0nsiderabl 5' more £uss over a scratch on the Sheraton cabinet 
man over a similar injury to myself 

romanbc^utsidf m ^ le ^odge, and whatever Edith may say as to its 

should not be Froi^S. 1511 ?.? W1 !^ m 1S frankly hideous It is all a cottage 

center above it ° W parlor or S an downstairs to beds that dip m the 

center above it is atrocious Yet tonight Jane is a happy woman. 

I do from my hnnerclothes? ' T^t V™” rtf' p0 ® sessl0ns > as > for instance, 
to don, speaking figurativelv a / glves tlCrr ! t , le same sense of freedom 
nislnngs, as it does me to mil „ 53101 ° Igan ? n , d the cheapest of other fnr- 

Or is Jane ° D anCKnt ^hing-garments? 

betamritlntolmdie^osf £ ° r house 

buck, but that I have a secret hanger" ** 3 g ° M 

For rent for tHe season, targe, Handsomely furmsHed House on Hay thee 
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miles from Oakville 'Beautiful location Thirty-two acres , landscaped. Flower 
and kitchen gardens Low rental 


Yet I dare say we shall do well enough After all, there comes a time when 
ambition ceases to bum, or romance to stir, and the highest cry of the human 
heart is for peace Here, I feci, is peace 
I have brought with me those books which all the year I have promised 
myself to read, so that my small room overflows with them, a spare notebook 
or two for this journal, to be filled probably with the weights of fish and the 
readings of the barometer, Jane for solid affection, Edith for the joy of life, 
and Jock for companionship 

But the latter I am questioning tonight Jock has deserted me He will not 
occupy the window seat of my room, although his comforter is neatly spread 
upon it When I showed it to him he leaped up obediently, then glanced out 
the window toward the mam house, emitted a long and melancholy howl, and 
with an air of firmness not to be gainsaid, retired under the bed m Jane s 
room, which faces toward the highroad Nor could I later coax him past the 


main house for a moonlight stroll upon the beach 
He joined me there later, having reached it by some devious route of his 
own through the marsh, but without enthusiasm 
Later. There has been wild excitement here, and only now have we quieted 
down It is clear that already Clara has heard some of the local talk. 

At eleven o'clock we heard wild screams from Clara s attic bedroom, an 
all three of us amved there m varying stages of undress. Clara was outsi e 
her door, which was closed, and was hysterically shrieking that there was a 
blue light under her bed , , 

r t t J r \ num 


lue light under her bed , , 

1 opened the door, entered the room, which was dark, and stoope own 
There 1 - 1-1 1 1 • 41 ** - r'-r-voof rai qt\c\ rov very scBip 


- me uuur 7 entered me iuuui, ~ ? 

There was a blue light there, luminous and spectral, and my 
Prickled I think, had it not been for the women outside, I would nave 
howled like a dog And the worst of it was that it had an eye, a large staring 
e ye that gazed at me with all the concentrated malevolence m t ie wor 
It was a moment before I could say m an unshaken voice, urn 
rgkits, somebody .” . , » 

There was a delay until the switch was found, and for that „ 

blue light stared at me and I at it I heard Edith flop down the floor 

e side me and give a little yelp, and Clara sniveling outside an y g 

woifid never go into that room again Never. _j inc . 

Then Jane turned on the lights, and I saw under the bed the g P 
Phorescent head of a dead fish, brought by Jock from the beaci 
u ly cached there! 
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drawer. But I hesitate to accept that. I am orderly by instinct, and when 1 
went over the desk after his death, the merest indication of a paper caught 
behind the drawer would have sent me after it. 

The other explanation is that I received a telepathic message. It came, 
as I fancy such messages must come, not from outside but from within I 
heard nothing, it welled up, above the incoherent and vague wanderings of a 
mind not definitely m action, m a clear-cut and definite form. Take out the 
bottom drawer on the right 

But if I am to accept telepathy, I am to believe that I am not alone m 
my knowledge of this letter. Yet considering the tone of it, the awful pos- 
sibility it indicates, who could have such a knowledge and yet keep it to 
himself? 

How did it get behind the drawer? If the brownish smudge on the comer 
turns out to be blood, and I think it is, then it was placed m the drawer 
after he died Annie Cochran and Thomas both deny having seen any paper 
about The doctor, perhaps 7 But would he not have read it first? 

It had been crumpled into a ball and thrown into the drawer, and the 
subsequent opening of the drawer had pushed it back, out of sight So much 
is clear. 

But—after he fell! 

Suppose— and m the privacy of tins journal I may surely let my imagina- 
tion wander— suppose, then, that some other hand picked up tins paper, ig- 
norant of its contents, and m a hurried attempt to put the room m order, 
flung it into the drawer? Or toward the wastebasket beside it, and it fell 
short? Suppose, m a word, that he was not alone when he died? Suppose 
that some other hand, again, turned out the desk light and the others, and 
somehow overlooked the dim-red lamp m the next room, or left it to see 
the way to escape? 

I must not let my nerves run away with me. Murder is aii ugly word, and, 
after all, we have Hayward’s verdict of death by heart failure But a sufficient 
shock, or a blow, might have brought that on Fright, even, for the poor old 
chap was frightened when he wrote that letter Trembling but uncompro- 
mising That was like him 


1 realize fully the unpleasantness of my ovm situation ; even, if you are 
consistent, its danger But — 

But what? But m spite of this I shall do as I have threatened, probably 
. , an \I^ 0 ^ 0un< ^y mov ed tonight We did not love one another, but he was 
old and alone, and menaced by some monstrous wickedness. Just what that 
wickedness was no one can say, but I fully believe tonight that he died of it 

1S a 10 ™! 11 r W1 fh Edith to the mam house, she to select some 

odds and ends for the boathouse, against Halliday’s coming, and I to clear 
out the library desk, to have it moved to the Lodge 

Edith was m high spirits as I unlocked the front door, and was gravely 
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telling Thomas, who accompanied us, that we had seen a blue light under 
Clara's bed the night before But he expressed no surprise 

“Plenty of them, folks tell me,” he said “First time I’ve heard of them 
m the Lodge, though ” 

“Oh>” said Edith, slightly daunted. “So there are lights, too ” 

“Yes’m,” he replied “Annie Cochran, she had one here, used to hang 
around the shower bath off the gun room And there used to be plenty out- 
side Fellows setting trawl out in the bay used to see them over the swamp ” 
“Marsh gas,” I suggested. 

“Maybe,” he said, with his take-it or leave-it attitude, and we went into 
the house 

There Edith and Thomas left me, and I opened the shutters of the library 
and sat down at the desk I could hear Edith insisting on seeing the shower 
bath off the gun room Then their voices died away, and I began to go 
through the desk once more All important papers had been taken away after 
the death, and the drawers contained the usual riffraff of such depositories, 
old keys, ancient checkbooks, their stubs filled m Uncle Horace's neat hand 
Naturally, I was thinking of him. More or less, I was concentrated on him, 
if this is any comfort to my spiritualistic fnends He had, indeed, fallen out 
of the very chair m which I sat when he was stricken, and had apparently cut 
his head badly on the comer of the desk All this was m my mind, as I 
closed the last drawer and surveyed the heap of rubbish on the desk 

I suppose I was subconsciously reconstructing the night of his death, when 
he had penned that word danger which now lay, clearly outlined m reverse, on 
the blotter. And that when I wandered into the den, looking for a place to 
store what Lear calls the detritus piled up on the desk, I was still thinking 
of it But I cannot feel that my entrance into the room, or my idly switching 
on the red lamp which stood there, had the slightest connection with the 
message I seemed at that moment to receive Take out the bottom drawer 
on the right. 

I have heard people who believe m this sort of thing emphasize the pe- 
culiar insistence of the messages, and tins was true m this case I do not 
recall that there was any question m my mmd, either, as to which bottom 
drawer on the right I was to remove But I must record here a rather curious 
incident which my spiritualistic fnends would add to the picture as proof 
positive of its other-earth ongm 

Edith came back I could hear her m the library 

“I've found Annie Cochran’s blue light,” she called “A piece of phos- 
phorescent wood. No wonder this neighborhood’s haunted!” Then she came 
into the doonvay, with Thomas behind her, and suddenly stopped 
“Why!” she said “What funny shadows!” 

“Shadows?” 

Then she laughed and ran her fingers across her eyes 
“My error,” she said “When I came in I seemed to see a sort of cloud 
under the ceiling It's gone now ” 
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Old Thomas stood by, quietly f 

“Lots of folks have seen them shadows/’ he said “Some say they re red 
and some brown I ain’t ever seen them myself, so I can t say He turned 
to go “Maybe it’s phosphorescence!” he said, and went away with a sort 
of hideous silent mirth shaking him 

Behind the drawer I found the letter 

(Note I made no copy of the letter m the original journal, so I give it 
here ) 

Unfinished letter of Mr Horace Porter, addressed to someone unknown, 
and dated the day of his death, June 27th of the preceding year 

I am writing this in great distress of mind , and in what I feel is a righteous 
anger It is incredible to me that you cannot see the wickedness of the course 
you have proposed 

In all earnestness I appeal to you to consider the enormity of the idea 
Your failure to comprehend my own attitude to it, however, makes me be- 
lieve that you may be tempted to go on with it In that case I shall feel it 
my duty, not only to go to the police but to warn society in general 

I realize fully the unpleasantness of my own situation; even, if you are 
consistent, its danger . But— 

The letter had not been finished 


June 28 th 

I slept very little last night, and this morning made an excuse to go up 
to town with the letter. Larkin had telephoned me that he had an inquiry on 
the house through Cameron, and this gave me a pretext Jane at first wished 
to go with me, but Edith coaxed her into helping with the rooms over the 
boathouse, and I finally got away 

Larkm is impressed with the letter, but does not necessarily see its con- 
nection with Uncle Horace’s death 

After all,” he said, “you’ve got your medical man’s statement that he 
died of heart failure Suppose he was scared to death? That isn’t a crime 
m law And you’ve got to remember the old gentleman was pretty much of 
a pepper pot He attacked me almost as violently as that once for my 
politics!” 

“He didn’t threaten you with the police, did he?” 

iNo, lie recommended a sanitarium, I think You haven’t an idea who 
it’s meant for, you say?” 

Isot the slightest He hadn’t any friends, intimates, so far as I know 
1’Iic Livings tones, very decent people with a big place about six miles from 
him his doctor, and myself-that’s about all ” 

“ 'Enormity of the idea,’” he read again “Of course that might be tins 
t.mig the press is always scaring up, the death ray. Some fellow with a bee 
m his bonnet, von may be sure” 

' 1 h.it wouldn’t imply danger to himself ” 
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“Any fellow with a bee in Ins bonnet is dangerous/' he said, and gave 
me back the letter 

“Of course/' he went on, “you've made a nice point about the stain on 
the comer. If it's blood, it’s hardly likely he got up again and put it where 
you found it But I think you'll find the servant there, what's her name, 
picked it up m her excitement and threw it into the drawer People don't 
always know what they do at such times However, if you like, I’ll have 
that stam tested and see what it is " 

I tore off the comer, and left him putting it carefully into an envelope 
He glanced up as I prepared to go 

“What’s this I hear about your keeping off demons by drawing some sort 
of a cabalistic design around yourself?” he asked “You'd better let me m on 
it, I need a refuge now and then ” 

Which proves that a man may shout the eternal virtues and be unheard 
forever, but if he babble nonsense m a wilderness it will travel around the 
world 

Nevertheless, I am the better for the talk with him I have been too 
closely consorting with my womankind, probably, the most vinle man can 
become effemimzed m fame. And Larkin's attitude as to renting the house 
is an eminently sane one 

“Rent it without saying anything,” he said, “and ten to one whoever takes 
it will have a peaceable summer. But do as you suggest, tell the tenant the 
place has the reputation of being haunted, and ghosts will be as thick as 
mosquitoes from the start ” 

He has asked for some photographs of the property, and I have promised 
them for the day after tomorrow. 

We have settled down into our routine here very comfortably. Our eggs 
and milk are brought each morning by a buxom farmer's daughter, one Mag- 
gie Momson, a sturdy red-cheeked girl who drives m a small truck, and backs 
and turns before the Lodge rather than circle around the mam house 

“Surely,” I said to her yesterday, “you aren't afraid of the place m day- 
light?” 

“Not afraid,” she said, “but it gives me the shivers ” And weakened that 
somewhat by her statement that she never liked a place where there had been 
a death Yet she handles callously the cold corpses of her chickens, pulling 
up their poor rigid wmgs to show the tenderness of the dead skm beneath, 
and bending their stilled breastbones to prove that they have died young! 

With the lawns cut and the shrubbery trimmed, the place grows increas- 
ingly lovely At low tide the beach is covered with odds and ends from the 
mysterious life of the sea, red and white starfish, sea urchins, and disinte- 
grated jelly fish Sea gulls pick up mussels, hover over a flat-topped rock, 
drop them onto its surface, and then swoop down upon the broken shell, 
with a warning cry to other gulls to keep away 

So clear was the water this afternoon that, rowing to the old sloop, I could 
see the barnacles encrusting it, and the long strings of kelp which hang from 
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it like green and matted hair Edith, barcinnu! and :.lim in the t.nioe, ji id- 

died around it appraisingly 

“Needs a shave and a haircut,” she decided 

The boathouse is ready for young Halhdny. She has put in it a grt-d deal 
of love and one or two of my most treasured personal possessions 
“That isn't by any chance my smoking-stand?” 

“But you aren't going to smoke much this summer, bather William, she 
says, and tucks a hand mto my arm “I heard you say so yourself " 

It has a sitting-room, bedroom, and kitchenette, but no bath 

“He can use the sea,” says Edith easily. “And take a cake of soap m with 

him.” t , i 

“And wash himself ashore,” I suggest, and am frowned down, probnbh as 

too old for such ribaldry. 

Jane is very serene. Now and then, as she sits on our small veranda with 
her tapestry, I see her raise her eyes and glance toward the other house, but 
she does not mention it, nor do I. I notice that, like Maggie Morrison, she 
does not go very near to it, but she appears to have adopted an altitude of 
laissez faire. 

But she absolutely refused to take the pictures of the house Larkin asks 
for Not that she put it like that 

“I haven’t had any luck with the camera lately,” she said “You take them, 
or let Edith do it ” 

The result of the collaboration, which followed early this afternoon is 
still m doubt Jane intends to develop and print them this evening 

And so our life goes on. We retire early, I generally slightly scented from 
the cold cream of Edith’s good-night kiss Clara, too, goes up early, probably 
looking under her bed before retiring mto it. And Jane sits and sews while 
I make my nightly entry in this journal, she is, I think, both jealous and 
faintly suspicious of ltl 

At ten o'clock or so we let Jock out, and he looks toward the mam house 
and then turns out the gates and mto the highroad, where for a half hour or 
so he chases rabbits and possibly looks for a bear At ten-thirty he scratches 
at the door, and we admit him and go up to bed Behind the drain pipe 1 
Later I have just had a surprise amounting to shock Jane finds she has 
forgotten the black lantern with a red slide which she uses m the mysterious 
ntes of developing pictures, and suggests that we go to the other house and 
use the red lamp there 
“But I can bring it here ” 

I am through being silly about the other house, William,” she says with 
an air of resolution. “Anyhow, the pantry there is better, and you can sit m 
the kitchen Bring a book or something ” 

She has, poor Jane, very much the air of Helena Lear's kitten the day 
Jock cornered it and it came out resolutely and looked him m the eye In 
effect, Jane is going out to meet her bugaboo and stare it down 
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June 29 th 

Jane is in bed today, and I am not all I might be, although I managed to get 
an indifferent print or two to Larkin this morning 

It is well enough for cold-blooded and nerveless individuals to speak of 
fear as a survival of that time when, m our savage state, we were surrounded 
by enemies, dangers, and a thousand portents m skies we could not com- 
prehend, and to insist that when knowledge comes m at the door, fear and 
superstition fly out of the window. 

It is only m his head that man is heroic, m the pit of his stomach he is 
always a coward 

Yet, stripped of its trimmings,— the empty, echoing house, its reputation, 
and my own private thoughts about its possible tragedy, the incident loses 
much of its terror, is capable, indeed, of a quite normal explanation. 

That is, that Jane either saw someone outside the pantry window, or was 
the victim of a subjective image of her own producing 
To put the affair in consecutive shape 

At eleven o'clock I had moved the red lamp from the den m the other 
house to the pantry and there connected it I also lighted the kitchen, and 
established myself there with The Life and Times of Cavour, a book which 
I considered safe and sufficiently unexciting under the circumstances. 

Jane seemed to be going very well beyond the pantry door, and after a 
time I ceased the reassuring whistling with which I had been affirming my 
continued presence within call, and grew absorbed m my book 

It must have been 1115 when she called out to me sharply to know where 
a cold wind was coming from, and although I felt no such air I closed the 
kitchen door It was within a couple of minutes of that, or thereabouts, that 
I suddenly heard her give a low moan, and the next instant there was the 
crash of a falling body 

When I opened the pantry door I found her m a dead faint, underneath 
the window. When she revived, she maintained that she had seen Uncle 
Horace 

Her statement runs about as follows She had not felt particularly uneasy 
on entering the house, “although I had expected to,” she admits. Nor at the 
beginning of operations m the pantry. The cold air, however, had had a pe- 
culiar quality to it, it “froze” her, she says, she felt ngid with it 
And it continued after she heard me close the kitchen door 
This wind, she says, was not only so cold that she called to me, but she 
had an impression that it was coming from somewhere near at hand, and 
she seemed to see the curtains blowing out at the window The lower sash 
was down, as she could tell by the reflection of the red lamp in it, but she 
went to the window to see if the upper sash had been lowered 

With the darkness outside, the glass had become a sort of mirror, and 
she said her own figure m it startled her for a moment She stood staring 
at it, when she realized that she was not alone m the room Clearly reflected, 
behind and over her right shoulder, was a face 
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It disappeared almost immediately, and I have my own prhafe doubts 
about her recognition of it as Uncle Horace which I believe is /ins/ facto 
But I am obliged to admit that Jane saw something, either outside the win- 
dow and looking m, or the creation of her own excited fancy 
As soon as I could leave her I went outside, but I could find no one there, 
and this morning I find that my own footprints under the window have 
entirely obliterated anything else that may ha\c been there 
Jane herself believes it was Uncle Horace, but I cannot find that she re- 
ceived anything more than an indistinct impression of a face. She rather 
startled me tins morning, however, by asking me if I had ever thought that 
Uncle Horace had not died a natural death. 

“Why m the world should I think such a thing?’' 

But pressed for an explanation she merely said she had heard that the 
spirits of those who have died violent deaths are more likely to appear than 
of others wdio have passed peaceably away, that the desire to acquaint the 
w'orld with the circumstances of the tragedy is overwhelming! 

What seems much more likely is that she has caught from me, with that 
queer gift of hers, some inkling of my owm anxiety' 

Larkin’s report from the laboratory' show's that the stam on the corner of 
the letter is human blood. Moreover, that it is about a year old. and that 
it is the impnnt of a human finger, but is too badly blurred for identification, 
as it w'as made while the blood was fresh. 

Larkin watched me while I read the report. 

“You see?” I said “It is human blood ” 

“What else did you expect it to be?” 

“Still, it show's something ” 

“Certainly it does,” he agreed easily “It may even show a enme, for all I 
know But where do you go from there? That fingerprint is valueless. Say 
there W'as a crime-wliere’s your criminal? You can’t go through the W'orld 
rounding up all the individuals society ought to be W'amed against ” 

“No,” I said, rather feebly “No, I dare say not ” 

He went with me to the door of his office, and put his hand on my 
shoulder 


Go on out to the country' and forget about it,” he advised “You’re looking 
rather shot, Porter Draw your magic circle or whatever it is about your cot- 
tage, and retire inside it! Whatever happened there last year, it’s too late to 
do anything about it now ” 

He is right I shall get out my fishing-gear tomorrow and perhaps Edith 
w ill spare me young Halliday now and then He is, she said the other day m 
&e mdegant vernacular of present-day youth, “about as psychic as a door- 
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June 30th 

I HAVE BEEN BROUGHT today, for the first fame, into active contact with the 
feeling of the country people against my house, and especially against the 
red lamp. It is an amazing situation 

Thomas came to the doorway this morning while I was at breakfast, fol- 
lowed by Starr the constable, who remained somewhat uneasily behind him. 
It developed that half a dozen sheep, m a meadow beyond Robinson’s Point, 
were found the night before last with their throats cut. The farmer who 
owned them heard them milling about and ran out, and he declares he saw 
a dark figure dart out of the field and run into my woods at the head of 
Robinson’s Point. 

It appears that the farmer, whose name is Nylie, abandoned the pursuit 
as soon as he saw where the fugitive was headed, and went back to his dead 
sheep. They were neatly laid out m a row 

“At what fame was all this?” I asked. 

“Eleven o’clock, or thereabouts ” 

“How about a dog?” I asked “They kill sheep, don’t they? Catch them 
by the throat or something?” 

“They don’t stab them with a knife. Not around here, anyhow,” said 
Starr. 

The ostensible object of the visit was to ask if we had been disturbed 
that night, and for some reason or other I did not at once connect the 
situation with Jane’s curious expenence 

“No,” I said “You’ll probably find that Nylie has an enemy somewhere, 
some hand he has discharged, perhaps.” 

Starr took himself away very soon after that, but before he left he ex- 
changed a glance with Thomas, and I had a feeling that something lay behind 
this morning visit. It was not long before Thomas brought it out It appears 
that Nylie ran after the figure to the edge of the woods, and there stood hesi- 
tating The woods, I gather, share m the ill repute of the house And as he 
stood there, although everyone knew the house was empty, he distinctly saw 
the evil glow of the red lamp from it! 

I dare say Jane is right, and my sense of humor is perverted, but I could 
not resist the opportunity of baiting Thomas In which I realize now I made 
a tactical error 

“Really?” I said “Nylie was certain of that, was he?” 

“Saw it as plain as I see you,” said Thomas “I know you don’t believe 
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me— 

“But I do believe you What about the red lamp?” 

“Well,” he said, “it’s pretty well known about these parts that that lamp 
ain’t healthy Some say one thing and some say another, but most folks is 
agreed on that ” 

“Still, I don’t see how it could kill sheep, do you?” 

And even now I do not distinctly see the connection I imagine the local 
belief is that the lamp exerts some malign influence, possibly even that it 
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liberates some sinister spint Not, I imagine, that tins is c\cr put into words 
The nearest they come to that is the statement that the lamn is not 

“healthy,” and that “Geoige” lias come back 

At least that is all that I can make out of that strange mixture of hysteria, 
superstitious fears, and local mishaps to which Thomas ga\c birth in the 
next ten minutes or so It began with Annie Cochran m the house after the 
lamp came, and gradually extended into the countryside, cows had myste- 
riously and prematurely calved, a meteorite had dropped into a field near b ) . 
a fisherman’s boat had been found empty m the bay on a quiet das and its 
owner never seen again, blight, pestilence, and death had visited the com- 
munity, equaled only m its history by the last few months of Mrs Riggs s 
occupancy of the house And the tradition was that Mrs Riggs had used a 
red lamp to call her particular spint 

“ ‘George’ was his name,” said Thomas, “and by and large he gave us a lot 
of trouble ” 

“Let me get this, Thomas,” I said “You mean that you think tins ‘George’ 
has come back?” 

“I’m not saying that,” he said w ith his usual caution “But there’s sonic 
talk of it” 

“And killed those sheep?” 

“I’m not saying that, either But there’s not a man, woman, or child around 
these parts would have gone into those woods night before last heading 
for the big house ” 

I felt that I had gone far enough, and I proceeded to explain the lighting 
of the lamp that night But, although I saw that he believed me readily 
enough, it did not for a moment alter Ins attitude toward the red lamp. 

“And, as a matter of fact,” I concluded, “I think Mrs Porter actually saw' 
the man Nylie chased, looking m through the pantry window.” 

“That’ll have been George, all right,” said Thomas, and creaked heavily 
out of the room 

To leaven the gloom of the morning, Halliday arrived today m boisterous 
high spirits, broken W'lth a sort of husky emotion W'hen he sau ? his quarters 
“It’s so good of you all,” he said, and although the words were to Jane 
the look was for Edith 

We all escorted him down, Thomas carrying his kit bag, I Ins overcoat, 
Jock the newspaper, and Warren himself staggenng under a box of grocenes 
and the canned goods on which he apparently intends to subsist He has 
definitely refused Jane s offer to take his meals at our table 

I’m the world's best cook with a can opener,” he said boastfully. “And 
u'hen bacon and beans begin to pall on me, IT1 come up for a handout” 
We stood around, Edith with entire shamelessness, while he unpacked and 
settled them She herself insisted on arranging the top of the chest of draw- 
ers and I saw her there, handling his hairbrushes caressingly Poor little 
ttdith, so frankly m love, so ready to believe that love is enough, and that such 
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things as she has always taken for granted, food and shelter, will auto- 
matically follow in its tram 

Afterward we had tea on the narrow \eranda o\er the water, and Halhday 
examined the old sloop with a professional eye 
“Pretty w r ell out of condition, Fm afraid." 

"Any boat's a good boat, sir,” he said with his quick smile. “You shall 
be the skipper, and I’ll be the midshipmite, the bo’sun tight, and the crew 
of the— what’s its name, anyhow?” 

There follow-ed a prolonged dispute between Edith and the new crew 7 as 
to a name for the sloop, which w r as compromised by their announcing that 
it w-as to be called The Cheese. 

“Why? It has no holes m it,” I protested 

"Because it’s to have a skipper m it,” said Edith conclusively. 

After the women left we sat on the small veranda which surrounds the 
boathouse on three sides, and smoked Pie told me Ins circumstances, he has 
exactly enough money to finish Ins course which will take another year. At 
the end of that time he is to have a junior partnership m a law firm m Boston 
“But you know wliat that means, at first,” he said “A sort of sublimated 
clerical job It will be a long time before I am independent.” 

Before he could marry, was what he meant And again I thought of my 
endow'ment fund for lovers There are so many funds for preserving human 
life, and so few to make it worth the preserving But I must talk to Edith 
It is no use making the boy more unhappy than he is, or breaking down 
the restraints he is clearly putting on himself 
“I lost two years m the war,” he said “That threw me back, you see.” 
“I dare say it w'as not lost ” 

“No,” he agreed “I suppose a man must gam something by a thing like 
that, if he survives ” 

From that to the stones about the mam house, and to Thomas’s recital 
this morning, was not a long step, nor from that to the history of the house 
itself and to Mrs Riggs 

“Cunous,” he said, “how these people rise, prosper, and then are found 
fraudulent, without discrediting the next generation of their kind Eventu- 
ally they are all caught between bases, and it begins all over again ” 

But the red lamp interested him 

“Some night, sir,” he suggested, "you and I might go up there and try 
rubbing the tiling, see if we can evoke the genu ” 

About 8 30 tonight I took Jock and walked to Nyhe’s farm, where the 
sheep had been killed. I found the field, and wandered idly m To my sur- 
prise, a man with a shotgun rose from a fence comer and confronted me, and 
Jock's hair rose as he prepared to spring 

“What do you want here?” he demanded suspiciously 
“Go easy with that gun,” I said “My name's Porter, and I'm out for a 
stroll That's all ” 

He apologized gruffly, while I held Jock by the collar, and even conde- 
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scended to point out where the dead sheep had been found, but thcic was 
certainly no cordiality in his manner, and even a trace of hostility. 


July jst. 

More sheep were lulled last night. The Livmgstoncs have lost a dozen of 
their blooded stock, and several farmers have suffered 

In each case the method is the same; the sheep aic neatly slabbed m the 
jugular vein and then as neatly laid out in a row. 

We are buying no mutton from the local butcher! 

I assured Thomas this morning that I had not lighted the red lamp again, 
but he did not smile He is quite capable of believing, I dare say, that I have 

summoned a demon I cannot control. 

But he tells me that a county detective from town, sent by the sheriff, 
is coming out to look into the matter. And there is a certain relief in this. 
It seems to me that we have to do with some form of religious mania, st m- 
bohstic m its manifestation. The sheep is the ancient sacrifice of many faiths 
This belief is strengthened by Thomas’s statement that m each case save 
the first one there has been left on a near-by rock or, m one instance, on a 
fence, a small cabalistic design roughly drawn in chalk. 

8 oo p m. I feel like a man who has dreamed of some horrible or giotcsque 
figure, and wakes to find it perched on Ins bedpost. 

The detective sent by Benchley, the sheriff, has just been here, a man 
named Greenough, a heavy-set individual with a pleasant enough manner 
and a damnable smile, behind which he conceals a considerable amount of 
shrewdness. 

He had, of course, gathered together the local superstitions, and he was 
inclined to be facetious concerning my ownership of the red lamp. But he 
was serious enough about the business that had brought lnm. 

"It’s probably psychopathic,” he said, “and the psychopath is a poor indi- 
vidual to let loose m any community, especially when he’s got a knife ” 
My own suggestion of religious mama seemed to interest lnm 
“It’s possible,” he said “It’s a queer time m the world, Mr. Porter. People 
seem ready to do anything, think anything, to escape reality And from that 
to delusional insanity isn’t very far.” 

I suppose I looked surprised at that, for he smiled 
I read a good bit,’ he said, “and my kind of work is about nine-tenths 
psychology, anyhow You’ve got to know what your criminal was thinking, 
and then try to think like lnm The third degree is nothing but applied 
psyc ology He smiled again “But that’s a long way from slieep-kilhng Now 
1 11 ask you something Did you ever hear of a circle, with a tnangle inside it?” 

I suppose I started, and I had a quick impression that Ins eyes were on 
me shrewdly speculative behind Ins glasses But the ne\t moment he had 
reached into Ins pocket and drawn out a pencil and an envelope “Like tins,” 
he said and, drawing the infernal symbol slowly and painstakingly, held it 

On r 0 ** 
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To save my life I could nol keep my hand steady, the envelope visibly 
quivered, and I saw his eyes on it 

“What do you mean, hear of it?" I asked. And then it came to me sud- 
denly that that ridiculous statement of mine had somehow got to the fellow's 
ears, and that he was quietly hoaxing me. “Good Lord!" I said, and groaned 
“So you've happened on that, too!" 

“So 50U know something about it?” he said quietly, and leaned forward 
“Now do >ou mmd telling me what you know?" 

He had not been hoaxing me There was a curious significance m his man- 
ner, m the way he was looking at me, and it persisted while I told my absurd 
storv Told it badly, I realize, and haltingly, that I had picked up a book 
on Black Magic somewhere or other, and had as promptly forgotten it, save 
for one or two catch phrases and that infernal symbol of a triangle m a 
circle; how I had foolishly repeated them to a group of women, and now 
seemed likely never to hear the last of it. 

“As I gather, the Lear woman has spread it all over town," I said. “She 
dabbles m spiritualism, or something, and it seems to have appealed to her 
imagination.” I thought of Cameron, too— to whom I'd sent the picture 
“It has certainly appealed to somebody’s imagination," he said “That’s 
the mark our friend the sheep killer has been leaving ” 

He was very cordial as he picked up his hat and prepared to depart He 
was sorry to have had to trouble me, nice little place I had there He under- 
stood I was fighting shy of the other house He would do the same thing, he 
didn’t believe m ghosts, but he was afraid of them 
And so out onto the dnve, leaving me with a full and firm conviction 
that he suspects me of killing some forty odd sheep m the last few nights, 
probably m the celebration of some Black Mass of my own psychopathic 
revising 


July 2nd 

Larkin thinks he has rented the house. I made a telephone message from 
him the excuse to go to town tins morning Mr Bethel was not present, but 
his secretary was, a thin boy with bad skm and with his hair pomaded until 
it looks as though it is painted on 1 ns head He smoked one cigarette after 
another as we talked 

If tomorrow is fair, Mr Bethel will motor out and look over the property 
It appears that he is m feeble health If it is not, Gordon, the secretary, 
will come alone It develops that, although the boy is a local product, and 
not one to be particularly proud of, Mr Bethel comes from the West, 
Cameron’s note to Larkm merely introduced him, but assumed no responsi- 
bility. As, however, he offers the rent m advance, the matter of references 
becomes, as Larkin says, an unimportant detail 

I get the impression from the secretary that the old man is writing a book, 
and wishes to be undisturbed, and if his choice of a secretary fairly rep- 
resents him, he will be 
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From Larkm I learned that he had heard of the circle in a triangle from 
Helena Lear herself, at a dinner table, and that he has no idea that it is at 
all widespread. He regards the use of it by the sheep Met as purely coinci- 
dence, which greatly cheers me. 

Nevertheless, 1 went to the Lears’ and lunched there. Helena lias agreed 
to spread the thing no farther, and I came away with a great sense of relief. 
Into the bargain, Lear tells me that Cameron, after studying the photograph 
1 sent him, is inclined to think it is the result of a double exposure 

“Double exposures or a thought image,” Lear says. "He has had some 
success himself m getting curious forms on a sensitized plate. Got the num- 
ber five once, after concentrating on it for an hour! I asked him about Doyle s 
fairies, but he only laughed ” 

All m all, I feel today that I was unduly apprehensive last night The 
weather is magnificent, Edith has been holding nails for young Halliday to- 
day while he repairs the float }ane has taken over from Thomas the care of 
the flower beds around the cottage, and has been busy there all afternoon 
with a weed puller and a hoe, and I have found the sails for the sloop, 
mildewed but usable, m the attic of the Lodge. 

No more sheep were killed last night I understand Greenough has put 
guards on all the near-by flocks, and advised outlying farms to do the same 
thing Maggie Morrison told us this morning that they were doing it, but m, 
I gathered, a half-hearted manner. Most of them believe that, by his \ery 
nature, the marauder is impervious to shot and shell 

“Joe Willing,” she says, “saw something moving around his cow bam a 
night or so ago, and he fired right into it. But when he ran up there was 
nothing there ” 

One curious thing, however, has been brought m by Starr, who stopped on 
his way past today. In a meadow not far from the Livingstone place two 
large stones, which had lam there for years, have been moved together and 
stood on their edges, and a flat slab of rock laid across them. On top of this, 
when it was found, there lay a small heap of fine sand 

One can figure, of course, that here is an altar, erected by the same un- 
balanced mmd which has been killing the sheep But no offering has yet been 
laid on it. 


Later Halliday spent the evening here, and I walked back with him. He 
tells me that on his first night m the boathouse, he saw a light moving over 
the salt marsh, about three hundred feet away 

He was sitting on the small balcony of the boathouse, which surrounds 
it on three sides, and glancing toward the marsh, saw a light there It seemed 
to float above the marsh at a distance of three or four feet, and was m- 


At first he thought it was someone on the way to the beach, with a flash- 

I 13 ”*'??’ a " d t ,e ™tched with some curiosity Earlier m the evening 
he had himself walked along the edge of the swamp and decided it was 
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not passable But halfway through the marsh the light stopped and then 
disappeared. 

“I decided the chap, whoever it was, was m trouble,” he said, “so I called 
to him But there was no answer, and the light didn’t appear again ” 

“Marsh gas, probably,” I explained. “Methane, C H , of course.” 

“Marsh gas bums with a thm blue flame, doesn’t it? This was a small light, 
rather white. I waited an hour or so, but it didn’t show again ” 

I have, since my return, looked up the book on the Oakville phenomena 
which I discovered on the desk of the mam house It is not significant, but 
it is interesting, to find that Mrs Riggs produced fleeting lights, sometimes 
of a bluish-green, from the cabinet, again a sparkling point which generally 
localized itself near her head. But I cannot find any record of a light persist- 
ing for any length of fame, or following a definite course. 


July 3rd. 

The house is rented. As it rained this morning, the secretary came alone, 
and seemed very well satisfied 

But at the last moment my conscience began to worry me, and perhaps, 
too, for none of our motives are unmixed, I was afraid he suspected some- 
thing He made some observation about the rent being low for a property 
of that size, and glanced at me as he said it, so I plunged 

“I think I’d better be honest with you, even if it costs me money,” I said 
“The house is cheap because it— well, it isn’t an easy house to rent.” 

“Too lonely, eh?” 

“Partly that, and partly because— a porbon of the house is very old, and 
there have been some stones about it circulabng m the neighborhood for 
years ” 

“Ghost stones 7 ” 

“You can call them that ” 

He seemed to be amused, rather than alarmed He gnnned broadly and 
took out a cigarette 

“Ghosts won’t bother me any,” he said rather boastfully “What kind of a 
ghost 7 ” 

“I don’t believe anyone claims to have seen anything The reports are 
mostly of raps and various noises ” 

He seemed to take a peculiar, almost a furtive, enjoyment out of my state- 
ment, my confession, rather 

“Hot dog!” he said “Well, raps won’t bother me, and Mr Bethel’s got 
a deaf ear, he can turn that up at night if they worry him ” 

So the house is rented, unless something unexpected turns up, and I have 
done my part But I confess to an extreme distaste for the secretary, and 
Edith may find herself with a small problem on her hands For just before 
we left he spied her on the float, and gave her a careful mspecbon. 

“That looks pretty good to me,” he said And although his gesture em- 
braced the water front his eyes were on her 
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I have arranged with Annie Cochran, following Gordon’s query about a 
servant, to resume her old position at the mam house She refuses to remain 
after dark, but I presume this will be satisfactory. She will also commence 

tomorrow to get the house m readiness 

With that strange swiftness with which news travels m the country, al- 
ready the word has gone out that the place is rented, and I lay to that our 
sudden popularity this afternoon. The first to arrive was Doctor If award, 
as nervous and ]erky as ever, fiddling with Ins collar, and when for a moment 
excluded from the talk, gnawing abstractedly at bis finger ends Nothing es- 
capes the man, I sometimes feel that he goes about on Ins rounds, collecting 
gossip as assiduously as he disperses the medicines lie puts up in Ins small 
dispensary, and that his mind is similarly stocked with it. put up ncatb on 
shelves and in order, so that he can conveniently pnt Ins hand on it 

He addressed himself mostly to Jane— there is a certain type of medical 
man who wins his way into families by the favor of women, and is more at 
his ease with them than with its menfolk— and only beat a circuitous route 
to the subject uppermost m his mind, which clearly was that an elderly in- 
valid had taken Twin Hollows and would probably require a physician 
In the course of tins roundabout talk, however, I came finally to the con- 
clusion that, like the detective, he was watching me And, as had happened 
with Greenough, I became absurdly self-conscious. The \ cry knowledge that, 
the moment I looked away. Ins eyes slid to me and there remained, made me 
awkward As a result I upset my teacup, and while Jane was hurrying for a 
cloth to repair the damage, he said, “Pretty nervous, aren’t you?" 

“Not particularly But I happen to specialize m upsetting teacups ” 

“How are you sleeping?” 

“Like a top,” I assured him with a certain truculence, I dare sar But he 
is fairly thick-skinned He passed it over by giving Ins collar a twitch 
“Dream any?” he inquired 


By heaven! The fellow was not only watching me, he was analyzing me 
And with that peculiar perverse humor which, I feel tonight, may get me into 
trouble yet, I answered I who seldom dream, and then the benign dreams 
of an uneventful life and an easy conscience, I answered, “Horribly!” 

He leaned back and took to biting a finger, staring at me over it “What 
do you mean by horribly’?” he inquired But some gleam of reason came 
to me then, and I laughed 

Sony'-, Hayward, I said, “I couldn’t resist it I never dream, at least noth- 
ing I can remember But you were being so professional— ” 

Jane s return prevented the apology which was on his lips, and he went 
hack to the local gossip Once I mentioned the matter of the sheep, but he 
rather dexterously side-stepped it, and finally brought the talk around to the 
renting of the house But I am confident that Greenough has been to lnm 
about me, and has asked him to give him an opinion on my mental balance 

I was on guard after that, determined to exhibit myself in my most ra- 
tional manner But there is something upsetting m the mere thought that 
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one’s sanity is being brought into question. One’s usually automatic acts be- 
come self-conscious ones And tonight I could laugh, if I were not somewhat 
disturbed by it, at the care with which I placed my cigarette on the saucer 
of my teacup and flung the silver spoon into the grate, at the sudden com- 
prehension of what I had done, and my wild leap to recover the spoon, and 
at Hayward's intent expression as I turned from the fireplace with the spoon 
m my hand, and muttered something about being the original man who put 
Ins umbrella to bed and stood himself m the corner He was too absorbed 
to smile. 

He left finally, when the Livingston es arrived 

“You must take good care of tins fine husband of yours, Mrs Porter," he 
said, holding her hand in the paternal fashion of his type. “He's probably 
been overdoing it a bit” The result of which is that Jane herself has taken 
to watching me quietly, over her tapestry, and that she suggested this evening 
that I take a course of bromide for my nerves 

Irritated at Hayward as I w'as, and annoyed at myself, I saw lnm to his car, 
and asked him the question which has been m the back of my mmd ever 
since I found the letter m the library desk 

“By the way,” I said, “you knew my Uncle Horace pretty well Better than 
I did, m recent years Did he have many friends— I mean, locally?” 

He straightened his he with a jerk 

“He had no intimates at all, so far as I know I knew him as well as any- 
body He rather liked Mrs Livingstone, but he had no use for Livingstone 
himself ” 

“Well, I'll change the question Do you know of any quarrel he had had, 
shortly before he died?” 

“That’s easier He quarreled with a good many people I imagine you know 
that as well as I do " 

“He never mentioned to you that he had had a definite difference of opin- 
ion with anyone?” 

Looking back tonight over that conversation, I am inclined to think that 
he had an answer for that question, and that he almost gave it But he 
changed his mmd. The purpose of his visit must have come to him, Gree- 
nough’s story about that idiotic circle and my own lame explanation of it, 
and all the outrageous mess m which I had involved myself 

“I'd like to know why you ask me that,” he said instead 

“He had never talked to you about calling on the police, in some 
emergency?” 

“Never I see what you're driving at. Porter,” he added “I admit, I had 
some thought of that myself at the time But the autopsy showed the cause 
of death, all right He wasn't murdered ” 

“The blow on the head had nothing to do with it, then?” 

He glanced at me quickly 

“If it was a blow,” he said, “it didn't help matters any, of course But 
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I prefer to think that the lie.nl mjmy u.n kcuvuI in he fill." He h< 'late,!. 

“Don’t you?’’ 

“Naturally,” I agreed 

But there was a significance m that pause of his, follow ul In Don i }<»u 
which has stayed with me cvet since. It was almost ns though, in uta' of 
Greenough’s visit to him and my own questions, 1 had been somehow re 
sponsible for the poor old boy’s death, and was seeking ic-.nsu ranee 

1 oo a m. I ain not able to sleep, and so, recipient of all ms repressions I 
come to you I base repeated my little formula over and over, as some people 
count sheep “Milton and Dry den and Pope” “Milton and Drydui and 
Pope,” but without result Yet I have seen whole clasMomns succumb to the 
soporific effect of that or some similar phrase m the cirlv hours of a bright 


morning 

I have even been out, m dressing-gown and slippers, and v andcrc cl a wav 
down the mam road, where I was surprised b} a countrvman with a trued load 
of produce and probably recognized If any more sheep are hilled tonight' 
Wlint am I to think about this red-lamp business 7 
Into ever}' situation it insistently intrudes itself. It was burning when old 
Horace died, I had tinned it on m the closed and shuttered den the day 
I received that curious message about the letter, Jane lights it to develop 
the pictures of the house for Larkin, and Nylie’s sheep arc killed. Wlul is 
more, Jane secs a face, either outside the window or behind her in the pantrv 
From the moment of its entrance into the house, after eighteen years of quiet, 
the old stories of liauntings arc revived, raps are heard, footsteps wander 
about, and furniture appears to move 

Is Greenough right, and am I ready for the psjchopalhic ward of some 
hospital? Is this accumulation of evidence actual, or have I imagined it 7 
And yet I am sane enough, apparently I listen, and I hear the familiar sounds 
of nighttime here, Jock moving about uneasily m Jane’s bedroom nc\t to 
mine, the rhythmic creaking of the runway to the float, as the wash of the 
tide swings it to and fro on its rollers I hear no voices whispering 
Yet Mrs Livingstone was most explicit this afternoon She clcarlv has no 
nerves, being complacent with the complacence of fat rapidly gamed m mid- 
dle age, and no imagination, or she would have taken lemon m her tea. and 
no sugar But she sat there, ignonng little Livingstone’s attempts to change 
the subject, and soberly warned me against renting the house 

Jane s face was a study So far I had been able to keep from her much of 
the local gossip about the house, and all of the talk about the red lamp 

But now she heard it all, garnished and embellished, and I caught her cv cs 
fixed on me piteously 

‘JVt too late, William?” she asked “Must we rent it now'?” 

“It’s all signed, sealed, and delivered, my dear,” I said “But all is not lost 

1 omorrow morning I shall take my little hatchet and smash that lamp to 
kingdom come” 1 

Mrs Livingstone took a slice of cake 
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“I'm sure you have my permission,” she said, “and as I gave it to your 
Uncle Horace, I dare say I have a right to say so ” 

“Perhaps you would like to ha^ e it back?” 

“God forbidl” she said quickly 

“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” Livingstone put m irritably, “lefs talk about some- 
thing else Mrs Porter, will you show me your garden?” 

I had a feeling that his wife had wanted just tins, perhaps had given him 
some secret signal, for she settled back the moment they had gone and, so 
to speak, opened fire 
“You’re not a spiritist, Mr Porter?” 

“T am a cynic; I am a carrion crow,’” I quoted But I saw the words 
had no meaning for her. She may have felt some underlying amusement m 
them, however, for she staff ened somewhat, and rather abruptly changed her 
point of attack 

“I have often wondered,” she said slowly, “whether you have ever con- 
sidered your uncle’s death as— unusual ” 

“You mean that you do?” 

“Personally,” she said, looking directly at me, “I think he was frightened 
to death ” She hesitated. She gave me the impression of venturing on ground 
which was unpleasant to her. “Either that or—” She abandoned that, and 
began again, hurriedly. 

“My husband dislikes the subject,” she said “But I will tell you why I 
believe what I do, and you can see what you can make of it. You remember 
that Mrs Porter was not well when you both came out, the day he was 
found dead, and toward evening you took her home? Well, Annie Cochran 
would not stay alone that night, and I stayed with her It was very— curious ” 
“Just what do you mean by curious?” 

“That there was somebody m the house that night, or something ” 

“And you don’t believe it was somebody?” 

“I don’t know what I believe,” she said, rather breathlessly “I suppose, 
since you claim to be a cyme you will laugh, but I have to tell you just the 
same ” 

Stripping her narrative to the skeleton, she had been skeptical before, but 
that night the house had been strangely uncanny They had sat m the kitchen 
with all the lights on, and at two o’clock m the morning she distinctly heard 
somebody walking m the hall overhead, on the second floor Doors seemed 
to open and shut, and finally, on a crash from somewhere m the dmmg-room, 
“like a doubled fist striking the table,” Annie Cochran had bolted outside 
and stayed there. At dawn she came back, and said she had distinctly seen 
a ball of light floating m the room over the den, shortly after she went out 
“And was the red lamp lighted, while all this was going on?” 

“That's one of the fnost curious things about it It was not, when I made 
a round of that floor early m the evening But it was going at dawn ” 

There is, of course, one thing I can do I can meet Mr Bethel when he 
arnves and lay my cards on the table It will take all my courage; I know 
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how I Should feel if I had taken a house, and at the moment of my arrival a 
wild-eyed owner came to turn me away, on the ground that Ins house is 
haunted Or, we will say, subject to inexplicable nocturnal visits. 

Shall I take Halliday into my confidence? I need a fresh brain on Die 
matter, certainly Someone who will see that the local connection of the mur- 
dered sheep with the red lamp, and so with old Horace’s death, is Die ab- 
surdity it must be 


Jvly 4th. 

A ouiET Fourth, but in spite of all precautions, more sheep uerc killed last 
night, and m fear of my life I have been expecting a visit from Grccnough 
this morning. But perhaps old Morrison— it looked like the Morrison truck 
did not recognize me last night. 

But to make things more unpleasant all around, the fellow this lime did 
not leave his infernal chalk mark! One can imagine Greenough straightening 
from his investigation and deciding that his recent talk wiDi me has put me 
on my guard Heigh-ho! 

The neighborhood is m a wild state of alarm The failure of the detective 
from town to stop the killings has probably added to the superstitious fears 
which seem mixed up m it But the more intelligent farmers have got out 
their rifles and duck guns, and there will be short shrift for the fellow if lie 
is seen at work 

Public opinion appears to be divided between a demon and a dangerous 
lunatic at large 

Otherwise, I have recovered from last night’s hysteria The cleaning of Die 
house for Mr. Bethel begins today, and I have decided to let it go on If on 
hearing my story he decides not to stay no harm will be done, if he remains, 
it is m order for him 

Jane said at breakfast, “Are you letting him come, William?” 

“I shall tell him all I know, my dear After that it is up to him.” 

“But is it? Suppose something happens to him?” 

“What on earth could happen?” I inquired irritably “He doesn’t need to 
light that silly lamp Anyhow, I’m going to destroy it. And as for the other 
matter, Die sheep, the fellow is sticking to sheep, thank God ” 

But I am not so certain, just now, as to destroying the lamp This is the 
result of a conversation wiDi Annie Cochran, as I admitted her, armed with 
broom and pail, to the house this morning 

She represents, I imagine, the lowest grade of local intelligence, and I dare 
say she is responsible for much of Die superstitious fear of the lamp But, 
after all, her attitude represents that of a part of the community, and if 
I destroy the lamp I shall undoubtedly be held responsible for any local 
tragedies for the next lifetime or two 

In 1 a word, Annie Cochran not only believes that the lamp houses a demon 
s ie believes that to smash the lamp will liberate that demon m perpetuity' 
Incredible? Yet who am I to laugh at this, who went arunmng to Lear 
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Mth a double-exposure photograph, and have been secretly annoyed that little 
Pethngill has never asked me to one of his table-tippmg seances? Or who 
have, m deference to Annie Cochran and her kind, most carefully locked 
away the red lamp m an attic closet of the other house, there to contain 
its devil unreleased. Or who am, at tins moment, somewhat oppressed by a 
so-called spirit message I have ]ust received, forwarded to me by Cameron's 
secretary. 

It is a difference of degree, not of kmd 

Tins is my first letter from the spirit world, and it comes via Salem, Ohiol 
I have had a curious message or two, witness the unknown correspondent 
who for several years at intervals sent me a playmg-card in an envelope, so 
that it was nothing unusual for me to receive the deuce of spades with my 
bacon and eggs, or the knave of diamonds for tea. But this one stands m a 
class by itself. It has, m Mr Cameron’s absence, been forwarded to me by 
his secretary 

My dear Mr. Porter. 

In Mr. Cameron's absence on his vacation 1 am forwarding the enclosed 
message at the request of the writer , who appears to have considerable faith 
in our ability to locate the person for whom it is intended I 

We have had no previous correspondence with the young lady. At least 
I can find none in our files But I know you will not mind my saying, in Mr 
Cameron's absence, that he has always regarded these Ouija-board commu- 
nications as purely subconscious in origin, in other words, as unconscious 
fraud. 

The enclosed note is very long, and fully detailed Even the arrangement 
of the furniture m the room is desenbed, and the lighting of it. How she 
came to omit a red lamp I cannot tell, I have somehow grown to expect one! 
But no amount of light handling of the matter on my part can alter the fact 
that I am not as comfortable about the thing as I might be The damnable 
accuracy of it is m itself disconcerting The name is right, even to my initial, 

I am living in a lodge, which even my own subconscious mind could hardly 
have anticipated a few days ago And I am warned of danger, on a morning 
when I feel that danger is, as Edith would say, my middle name 

According to the writer, she and the other sitter, who she naively explains 
was her fianed, received twice the name, William A Porter Assured then 
that they had it accurately, the “control” spelled out as follows 

Advise you and Jane to go elsewhere Lodge dangerous 

It sounds, I admit, like a telegraphic message, with one word to spare One 
rather looks for the word love, so often added to get full value for one’s 
money But it is a definite warning for all that. 

So the Lodge is dangerous, and Jane and I advised to go elsewhere Heaven 
knows I’d like nothing better 

Our love story goes on, and I am as helpless there as m other directions, 
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Edith proffering liersdf simply and sweetly, in a thousand small coquetries 
and as many unstudied allurements, and young Halliday gravel} adoring her, 

and holding back 

Today, along with the rest of the summer colony, they made a pilgrimage 
m the car to the scenes of the various meadow tragedies, ending up with the 
stone altar and I suspect matters came very nearly to a head between them, 
for Edith was very talkative on their return, and Halliday very quiet and a 
trifle psile# 

And tonight, sitting on the veranda of the boathouse, while the boy set off 
Roman candles and skyrockets over the water, Edith asked me how I thought 
she could earn some money. 

“Earn money?” I said. “What on earth for? I’ve never known you to think 
about money before ” 

“Well, Fm thinking about it now” she said briefly, and relapsed into si- 
lence, from which she roused m a moment or so to state that money was a 
pest, and if she were making a world she’d have none m it 

I found my position slightly delicate, but I ventured to suggest that no 
man worth his salt would care to have his wife support him She ignored 
that completely, however, and said she was thinking of writing a book A 
book, she said, would bring in a great deal of money, and “nobody would 
need to worry about anything ” 

“And you could get it published, Father William,” she said “Everybody 
knows who you are. And you could correct the spelling, couldn’t you 7 That’s 
the only thing that’s really worrying me ” 

And I honestly believe the child is trying it Her light is still going tonight 
as I can see under her door 


July $th 

The sheriff has offered a thousand dollars reward for the apprehension and 
conviction of the sheep killer A notice to that effect is neatly tacked on a 
post outside our gates, and must rather appeal to Greenougli’s sense of hu- 
mor, if he has any. I understand Livingstone is privately offering another five 
hundred 

Mr Bethel and his secretary arrive tomorrow, and the house is about ready 
for them, m spite of the fact that Annie Cochran moves about it, unoccupied 
as it is, like a scared rabbit I shall see him at once on his arrival 

Halliday will finish the float today, and I understand he intends then to 
start on the sloop He has found a way to address me, instead of the formal 
‘ sir” of the first day or two, and now calls me “skipper.” 

He is visibly more cheerful since yesterday However hopeless the future 
looks, he must, during that “showdown” yesterday, as Edith would undoubt- 
edly call it, have been fairly assured of her love for him Today I overheard 
a conversation between him and Clara 

ell, I must be getting on,” he said “It’s my wash day ” 
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“Wash day, is it?" she commented skeptically “I'd like to see your clothes 
after you wash them ” 

“Who said anything about clothes?” he demanded. “It’s my dishwashing 
day I always do them every Monday morning ” 

I watched him go down the drive, his head virtuously erect and Jock, who 
adores him, bidding him a reluctant good-by. He will not follow him m that 
direebon 

The boy wheedles Clara out of food, too, while Jane stands by and smiles 
Passing the pantry window yesterday I saw him stop abruptly and stare at 
the table inside 

“I beg your pardon, Clara,” he said, “but are those custard, pies?” 

“They are And you needn't be thinking—” 

“Real, honest-to-goodness custard pies?” 

“That’s what the cookbook calls them ” 

“Would you mind if I came a little closer, Clara?” he inquired “I have 
heard of them, but it is so long since I have seen one, let alone tasted it—” 
“They’re too fresh to cut,” said Clara, weakening, one could see, by inches 
“But I could come back,” he said gently “I could go and sit m my lonely 
boathouse, surrounded by the cans I live out of, and think about them And 
later I could come back, you know ” 

And although he did not come back, a half hour later I saw Clara carrying 
one down to him, neatly covered with a napkin 
Today, for the first time, I have taken him fully into my confidence I 
had been halfway debating it, but the matter of the dressing-gown decided 
it 

(Note I find that m the original journal I made no note of tins incident. 
The facts are as follows) : 

At Jane’s suggestion I proceeded to the mam house, to remove such of 
Uncle Horace’s clothing as remained m the closets and so on, to a trunk m 
the attic Since the night of her expenence m the pantry she had not entered 
the house. Armed with a package of moth-preventive, I was on my way when 
I met Halhday, and he returned with me 
We worked quietly, for there is something depressing m the emptiness of 
such garments, and m their mute reminder that sooner or later we must all 
shed the clothing that we call the flesh 

I said something of this and the boy gave me rather a twisted smile 
“It can’t be so bad,” he said “Not worse than tilings are here sometimes, 
anyhow And as Burroughs said— wasn’t it Burroughs?—' 'the dead do not he 
m the grave, lamenting there is no immortality ’ ” 

“Then you don’t believe m immortality?” 

“I don’t know what I believe,” he replied “I know it isn’t any use telling 
us we’re going to be happy m the next world, to make up for our being 
miserable m this ” 

It was shortly after this that I located the dressing-gown which poor old 
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Horace was wearing when lie was found, and discovered that there v,crc 
bloodstains on it near the hem 

“I’m going to ask you something,” I said to Halhdny. A man dies or heart 
failure, and as he falls strikes his head, so that it bleeds, lie lies there, from 
some time in the evening until seven o’clock m the morning there wouldn t 
be much blood, would there?” 

“Hardly any, I should say ” 

“And none m this location, I imagine.” 

I showed it to him, and he looked at me curiously, 

“I’m afraid I don’t get it, skipper,” he said “You mean, lie mo\ cd, after- 
ward?” 

“If you want to know exactly what I mean, I believe the poor old chap was 
knocked down, that he got up and managed to dispose of something he had 
m his hand, something he didn’t want seen, and that after that Ins heart 
failed ” 

He picked up the dressing-gown and carried it to the window . 

“Tell me about it,” he said quietly 

As neither one of us knows anything about the heart, or w hat occurs when 
a fatal seizure attacks it, it is possible Halliday is right. That is, that feeling 
ill he got up, crumpled the letter m his hand, turned out the desk light, 
and then fell But that he recovered himself and managed to drag himself 
to his feet again, when the full force of the seizure came, and he fell once 
more, not to rise 

“There is no real reason to believe that he was not alone,” he said. “Nor 
even that he ‘saw something,’ as Mrs Livingstone intimates.” 

But the letter I had found in the drawer interests him. He has made a 
copy of it, and taken it home to study 

I appeal to you to consider the enormity of the idea Your failure to com- 
prehend my own attitude to it, however, makes me believe that you may be 
tempted to go on with it In that case I shall feel it my duty, not only to go 
to the police but to warn society in general 

I realize fully the unpleasantness of my own situation, even, if you are 
consistent, its danger But— 

But— -what? said Halliday “ ‘But I shall do what I have threatened, if 
you go on with it ’ ” He glanced up at me “It doesn’t sound like sheep-killmg, 
does it?” 

“No,” I was obliged to admit “It does not ” 


T July 6th. 

1 AM m A FAIR WAY to go to ]ail if things keep on as they have been going’ 

And not only for sheep-killmg If we have not had a tragedy here, certainly 
today there is every indication of it And with the fatality which has attended 
me for the past week or so, I have managed to get myself involved m it 
Last night a youth named Carroway, sworn m by Starr a few days ago as 
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deputy constable, was assigned to the highroad behind our property as his 
beat He was armed against the sheep killer with a .30-30 Winchester, which 
was found tins morning m the hedge not far from our gates. 

Nothing is known of his movements from nine o’clock, when he went on 
duty, until a few minutes after midnight, when he appeared breathless on 
the town slip, minus his rifle and, jumping into a motor launch moored at 
the float, started off into the bay. 

Peter Geiss, an old fisherman, was smoking his pipe on the slip at the 
time, but Peter is deaf, and although Carroway shouted something the old 
man did not hear it There is, however, an intermediate clue here, for on his 
way Carroway had run into the Bennett House, and told the night clerk there 
to awaken Greenough and get him to our float, that the sheep killer had 
taken a boat there and was somewhere out on the water. 

The deputy’s idea was probably to drive the fugitive back to the shore, 
and as there are, due to the marshes, but few landing-places there, he seems 
so far as I can make out to have figured that the unknown would be forced 
back to our slip. 

Grecnougli appears to have lost no time He threw an overcoat over his 
pajamas, took his revolver, and commandeering a car m the street, was on our 
pier before Carroway had been on the water ten minutes And here, with 
that fatality which has recently pursued me, he found me returning from the 
floatl 

There are times when misfortune apparently picks up some hapless in- 
dividual as her victim and, perhaps for the good of his soul, hammers him 
on this side and on that until he himself begins to think he has deserved it 
He is guilty of something, he knows not what 

I was a guilty man as I faced Greenough! And yet the scene must have had 
its elements of humor I, rather shaken already with the night air, my teeth 
rattling, and tins ghostly figure suddenly appearing on the runway above me 
and turning my knees to water, a terror which only changed m quality when 
this ghost instructed me to put up my hands 

But I knew the voice, and I managed as debonair a manner as was possible 
under the circumstances 

“Nothing m them but a flashlight,” I said “However, if you insist-” 

He seemed to hesitate Then he laughed a little, not too pleasantly, and 
came down the runway to me 

“Out rather late, aren’t you, Mr Porter 7 ” he asked 

It was my turn to hesitate 

“I came down to pull the canoe up onto the float,” I said finally “Mrs 
Porter thought the sea was rising ” 

“Sounds quiet enough to me,” he retorted and turning on his flash, he 
ran it over the surface of the water, which was as still as a millpond, and 
onto the canoe, which lay bottom up and still dripping, on the float 

It is indicative of the whole situation, I think, that he lighted the flash 
He was no longer lurking in the dark, waiting for the motorboat to drive 
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the maiauder ashore That marauder, m the shape of a shivering profes r 
of English literature, slightly unbalanced mentally, was before him 

Then he seemed to be listening, and knowing the story this morning, I 
dare say he was listening for the beat of the motor engine. There was no 
sound, and this, I imagine, puzzled him, as it is puzzling the entire commu- 
nity today I am myself not particularly observant, and any testimony 1 might 
give would, under the circumstances, be discredited m advance. Bui. m> own 
impression is that there was the sound of an engine from somewhere on the 
bay as 1 crossed the lawn, and that it had ceased before I reached the water s 

edge 

Greenough was frankly puzzled. He had, one perceives, a problem on his 
hands. He wanted Canoway to come in and identify me, for without that 
identification he was helpless And somewhere out on the water was Carro- 
\vay, possibly with a stalled engine He put his hands to lus mouth and 
called. 

“Hi, Bob!” lie yelled. “Bob.” 

But there was no answer, except that Halliday came running out and asked 
what the trouble was Greenough was thoroughly irritated, be lapsed into a 
sulky, watchful silence, and offered no objection when I sluvcrmgly suggested 
that I go back to my bed I left them both there, Halliday preparing to roiv 
out and locate the launch if possible, and came back to the Lodge. 

This morning I learn that Carroway's boat was found by Grccnougb who 
had a fast launch with a searchlight, at one o'clock this morning, drifting 
out with the tide and about two miles from land. It was empty, and no sign 
of young Carroway was found. As it trailed no doty, our mystery has appar- 
ently become a tragedy. 

And I am under suspicion. I have put that down, and sitbng back have 
stared at it. It is true. And suppose what I am expecting at any moment 
takes place, and Greenough comes mto the drive, to confront me with the 
damnable mass of evidence he has put together, the circle enclosing the tri- 
angle; the fact that the sheep-killing did not commence until after our arrival 
at the Lodge, the night Momson, driving his truckload of produce, saw me 
on the road, and most of all, with last night! 

Suppose I tell him the actual fact? That my wife has some cunous power, 
and that m obedience to it she last night roused me from a virtuous sleep, 
to tell me she had clairvoyantly seen a man taking a boat from our float, 
and that I must immediately go down; that there was, she felt, something 
terribly wrong? Suppose I told him that, which is exactly the fact? And also 
t lat, once there, I found that Edith had left the canoe m the water, and 

ryf „ la d, the careful individual I am, drawn it up out of harm’s way? 
Will he believe that? I wonder— 

Quite aside from my unwillingness to drag Jane mto this, particularly as 
t ic possessor of a faculty which she herself only reluctantly reveals even to 

me, is my conviction that such a story, soberly told, would only increase 
Greenough s suspicion of my sanity 
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And as if to add to the precariousncss of the situation, Halliday himself 
m all innocence has added another damning factor, gave it, indeed, to the 
detcctne last night. 

Yesterday, it appears, in repairing the float, lie found a new and razor-sharp 
knife between the top of one of the barrels and the planks which made the 
flooring 

"I didn't tell you, skipper,” he says, "because I was afraid of alarming you 
And, of course, there might have been some simple explanation. Starr might 
have dropped it, during lus carpentering ” 

He was first amused and then infuriated by the veb which seems to be 
closing around me 

“Of course they can't do anything,” he sajs, "unless they catch you m the 
act ” 

But the unconscious humor of that statement set me laughing, and after a 
moment he saw it and grinned sheepishly. “You know what I mean,” he said 
“And m one way, if you can stand it, it's not a bad thing ” 

Pressed for an explanation, it appears that he had been thinking of going 
after the reward himself, and that this matter of Carroway has decided him 
“Reward or no reward,” he said, quietly, “I've had a bit of training; they 
put me m the Intelligence m Germany, dunng the occupation And of course 
the way to catch a criminal is to keep him from knowing who's after him 
Then again, if he learns the police are watching you-and he may— he's watch- 
ing them, you know— it may make him a bit reckless You never can tell ” 
But he has a third reason, although he has not mentioned it He is chival- 
rously determined to protect me, and through me, Edith 


July yth 

Another day has gone by, and I am still at large Free, I suppose m order 
that I may eventually again sally forth, some dark night, with my piece of 
chalk and another kmfe-for has not Greenough my original one?-to kill 
more sheep, if indeed there be any remaining for slaughter, or to stab and 
throw overboard another hapless boatman 

To save my life, I cannot prevent my absurd situation from colonng my 
actions. I constantly remind myself of the centipede which, on being asked 
how it used its many legs, became suddenly conscious of them and fell over 
into the ditch 

For example, at breakfast this morning I gravely poured some coffee into 
Jock's saucer, instead of the leftover cream from the breakfast table And 
Edith caught me m the act 

“Nobody home,” she announced “Poor old dear, so nice and once so in- 
telligent! It is sad," she said to Jane, “to see his mind failing him by inches 
But his heart is all right If the worst comes to the worst—” 

“Don’t talk about my mind,” I snapped, and then was sorry for it “I 
don't feel humorous at breakfast, my dear,” I said “I'm sorry ” 

But the plain truth is that I am sadly upset Even what before seemed a 
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plain and obvious duty, to go to the other house tonight and tell Mr Bethel 
on his arrival the exact situation, has been all day a mailer for most anxious 
thought. It had seemed quite simple before. I would say to him. Sir, I ha\e 
rented you tins house. True, I warned your secretary' of certain unpleasant 
qualities it is supposed to have, but I must also warn you. The building is 
reported to be haunted. I do not believe this, nor I dare say will yon, but I 
feel that I must tell you/' 

Or again 

“There is also a popular— or unpopular— idea that some recent shccp-kill* 
mgs around the vicinity are somehow connected with this haunting. The 
police do not think so, but the more ignorant of the natn es do. If tins alarms 
you, I am prepared to pay back your money to you ” 

Not quite m this fashion but with a similar candor, I have been prepared 
to clarify my relations with my new tenant. But now what happens? Will 
Greenough, for instance, credit my entire disinterestedness? Will he not 
rather believe that I have given but one more evidence of my essential lunacy? 
Would I not myself, only a few weeks ago, have distrusted any individual 
who came to me with such a tale? 

After all, I have told young Gordon. At least I have that to my comfort 
if anything happens. But what am I writing? What can happen? “It is sad," 
says Edith cheerfully, “to see his mmd failing him by inches.” Perhaps it is. 

I have seen Bethel, and I have not told him. He gives me every' impression, 
m spite of his infirmity, of being able to look after himself, and after to- 
night's experience he is welcome to do so Let him have his raps and his 
footsteps, let him find his teakettle on the floor, and his faces in the pantry. 
Let him freeze m cold airs or stew m his own juice I have done my part 
His car drove m at eight-thirty, and I followed it along the drive True to 
her agreement, Annie Cochran had only waited until seven and then had 
taken a firm departure, and I dare say this threw him mto the execrable 
temper m which I found him The secretary had assisted him mto the house, 
and I found him m the library, with only one lamp going, huddled m a chair 
among a clutter of wraps, and introduced myself. He barely acknowledged it 
“Where the devil's the servant?” he barked at me. “I thought there was a 
woman, or somebody ” 

“There is a very good woman,” I said, ‘Tut she goes home before dark. 
That is, I corrected myself, she leaves early' I told your secretary that ” 
“Do you suppose she's left a fire? Gordonl” he called “Go and see if 
there's a fire I want some hot water ” 


He fumbled m a pocket and brought out what I fancy was a beef cube 
or some similar concoction, and sat with it m his hand. 

“Which way does the house face?” he asked suddenly 
“East Toward the bay ” 7 

want a ba J b room Don't like the morning sun Don’t like any- 

Yn^l r — S ; 6 and L peeied "P at me trough Ins spectacles 

Young Gordon returned then with a cup of hot water and a spoon, and 
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Mr. Bethel favored me with little or no further attention. He has but one 
usable hand, and the secretary held the cup while he stirred the tablet m it 
Only once did he favor me with direct speech dunng this proceeding He 
glanced up as I stood— he had not asked me to sit down— and said, “Been 
having some sheep-killing around here lately, haven't you?” 

I may have flushed slightly, but I doubt if he could see it, although his 
eyes were on me. “Yes,” I admitted 
“Saw it m the papers,” he said, and went back to his broth 
Then if ever was my time to plunge, but to save my life I could not do it 
That truculent, childish old man, one leg stretched out before him m the 
relaxation of partial paralysis, one hand contracted m his lap with the tome 
spasm of his condition, taking soup under the direction of a pasty-faced boy 
who gnnned at me above his white head, was no recipient of such information 
as I had to give And he allowed me no further opportunity, the cup empty, 
he indicated that he wished to go upstairs, and with a nod m my direction 
he shuffled out, Gordon supporting him on the infirm side. 

I had had some notion of offering my assistance, but I felt that this recog- 
nition of his condition would only annoy him, obvious as it was, he had not 
mentioned it to me, and I guessed that it was a cross borne not only without 
fortitude, but with a continuing resentment I followed them to the foot of 
the stairs however, and part way up, pausing for breath, he must have sus- 
pected my presence there for he turned and looked down 

“What do you think is behind this sheep-killing?” he said Just that Not 
good night Nothing whatever about the house, nothing about my presence 
or my approaching departure “Who’s killed them?” he rasped 
“Some maniac, probably.” 

“A mamacl” he barked, and steadying himself by Gordon, twisted around 
so he could see me better “Religious tomfoolery, eh? The Blood of the 
Lamb!” 

He cackled dryly, stanng down at me Then he turned, without another 
word, and went on up and out of my sight 


July 8th 

On Halliday’s advice I am not leaving the property, and whenever it is 
humanly possible, I am m sight of Thomas Thus today I have been weeding 
Jane’s flower beds for her, and with the garage doors open have been osten- 
tatiously oiling the car Tonight, too, I have drawn the table m my room to 
the window and am there making tins day’s entry, m full view of any observer 
who chances to take any interest m my movements 

I am, I am convinced, under espionage Old Thomas is too frequently in 
view, as he patters around Ins daylight tasks, and tonight I have a distinct 
impression that some observer who takes an interest m my movements is 
outside, watching my window Jock believes this, also He is restless, moving 
from the passage into my room and back again, and twice, standing near me, 
the short ruff on the back of Ins neck has risen 
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Halliday brought me today fuilhei details about Garrow.u s chsappc.n.ince 
“The hotel clerk lan down to the picis,” he says, “and he hemd ihc engine 
going for some time. The boat didn't start tip the beach, but out into the 
bay as if Canoway felt the othci man had a good start on lnm, and was 
trying to cross tlie ba y- Thcn lic clthcr losi lhc S0lind ()f lllc enginc > ° r 51 


“He waited on the slip for a half hour or so and then went back to the 
hotel Greenough came m about that time and called up Starr, and they went 
together to tire town slip. But Carroway hadn't shown up, and after a tune 


Greenough decided to go out after lnm. 

“They found the boat pretty well out in the bay-the tide was going out- 
and empty. They looked around, as well as they could, then Starr got into it 
and brought it back. But here’s the part they’re not telling. Peter Gciss sn\s 
Greenough got some waste and wiped something off the top of the engine 


box.” 


“He didn’t see what it was?” 

“They wouldn’t let him near the boat, but lie says it was the cnclc again ” 
Of any other details there arc apparently none. Bob Carroway lias appar- 
ently gone the way of all flesh, poor lad And while Greenough or some 
emissary of his watches me from my own drive, the murdciei is pethaps 
concocting some further deviltry 

In the meantime a veritable panic has, according to Halliday, seized the 
countryside, and of this we have certain evidence ourselves. The road be- 
yond the Lodge gates, usually a procession of twin lights, is tonight dark 
and silent No motorboats with returning picnic parties rumble across the 
water, throwing us now and then a bit of song. The fishcimen, staitmg out at 
three m the morning, are going armed and m fear of their lives And each 
man suspects the other 

My own position is as unpleasant as possible Today Jane said to me, "I 
wish you would get a meat knife m Oakville today, William ” 

“What do you mean by a meat knife?” 

“Just a good sharp knife,” she said, “with a long blade ” 

“My dear,” I said, “anyone buying such a knife m Oakville today would be 
put into jail at once. Personally, I need razor blades, but I shall grow a beard 
like the sloop’s before I purchase any ” 

“You could send for one, in town.” 

And I could not tell her that such a proceeding would be even worse than 
the other 


Jane’s own attitude these days is curious She is quite convinced, for in- 
stance, that she had a premonition of Cairoway’s death the night she sent 
me to the slip. As she has no idea that this piemomtion of licis may be most 
unpleasant m its consequences to me, today I got her to talk about it 
Just how did it come?” 


“I don’t know I had been asleep, I think 


Yes, I know 1 had. I wakened, 
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anyhow, and I seemed to be looking at the slip There was somebody there, 
kneeling " 

“Kneeling? Saying his prayers, you mean?'’ with a recollection of the altar 

“I think he was feeling for something, under the float ” 

There is a certain circumstantial quality to tins, one must admit He had 
been seen and was being followed, and his knife for some reason was still 
where he had left it Or rather, it was not there, since Halliday had that day 
found it and taken it away Had it not been for that, poor Carroway might 
have met his end there on our slip, and not later But the knife was gone, 
and there was nothing left but flight 

Just where that flight began no one can say It seems incredible that he had 
left his boat moored directly below our boathouse, with Halliday so close at 
hand It seems more likely that he ran up the beach a way, and that— well, 
de mortms nil nisi bonum Perhaps I am wrong, but it seems to me that 
Carroway could more easily have followed him by one of the rowboats from 
our slip, than follow the method he did, with the loss of time involved 

Still, I myself would not have started out unarmed after a killer, even of 
sheep, unless I had first raised the alarm and was fairly sure of assistance 
to follow 

“But I don't see,” I said to Jane, “why you felt that there was anything 
ominous m this dream of yours, or whatever it was " 

“I ne\ er have them without a reason ” 

“But that night when you so unjustly accused me of holding up the chapel 
wall-" 

“There was a reason there," she said coldly “I thought it quite likely I 
might have to go and get you " 

There may be one comfort to the superstitious m all this, not once since 
the night when we lighted the red lamp m the pantry, has it— 

Midnight I have ]ust had rather a cunous expenence, and I am still con- 
siderably shaken 

I had no more than written the above words when I glanced out the win- 
dow, and distinctly saw a small red light through the window of the den m 
the mam house 

My first thought, so certain was I that the lamp was carefully hidden m 
the attic, was of fire Long before, I had seen Mr Bethel’s light, m the room 
above it, go out, and soon after that young Gordon's had been likewise ex- 
tinguished 

I went quickly to my window and leaned out So dark is the night that it 
hangs outside like an opaque curtain, and as the light almost immediately 
disappeared, I was left staring into this void, when suddenly Jock on the 
staircase landing gave vent to an unearthly howl 

The next moment I heard, under the trees and toward the house, the short 
dry cough of cardiac asthma, and smelled the queer, unmistakable odor of 
Uncle Horace’s herbal cigarette 

I have reasoned with myself for the last ten minutes or so All the evidence 
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is against me, Greenough may be watching me, or having me watched, and 
some poor devil out under the trees is suffering from the night air. Or old 
Mr. Bethel, unable to sleep, has somehow dragged himself out for a midnight 

airing under the trees ^ , 

But I saw the lamp. And it is locked m the attic. I myself put it there, and 

at this moment have the key 


July yth 

I made an excuse this morning to Annie Cochran, and she slipped me up 
the kitchen staircase of the other house and so to the attic. The lamp was as 
I had left it and the closet locked, and today 1 am asking myself whether, 
with that cunous lack of perspective one finds at night, I did not see in- 
stead of the lamp far away, the lighted end of a cigar close at hand 

Annie’s report on my tenants is satisfactory on the whole She doesn’t 
much care for the secretary, but the old man’s ‘hark is worse than his bite ’ 
He comes down m the morning, or is helped down, to his breakfast, and she 
cuts his food for him— he seems to dislike the boy’s doing it~reads the paper, 
and then goes to work. 

“To work?” I asked. “What sort of work?” 


“He’s writing a book.” 

But it appears that he is writing it only in the nonliteral sense. He is dictat- 
ing a book And it also appears that he has chosen this place because of its 
isolation, and Annie’s orders are that he receives no visitors. 

But it also appears that young Gordon is perhaps not as courageous as he 
made out to me when he came to look over the house, and that he has 
been “hearing things ” 

“What sort of tilings?” 

“He didn’t say But he asked me this morning if I’d been m the house 


last night ‘If you find me here at night, it’ll be because I’m paralyzed and 
can't move,’ I said, ‘and if you take my advice, you’ll not go round hunting 
if you hear anything ’ ” 

“That must have cheered him considerably ” 

“I don’t know about that He just looked at me and said, ‘What’s the 
game, anyhow? I’ll bet a dollar you’re m on it ’ ” 


Edith has sprung a surprise on us all. I have noticed for a day or two that 
she has been taking a keen interest m the mail, yet Edith’s mail, with Halli- 
day here, is largely a matter of delicate paper and the large square hand- 
writing of the modem young woman, and has dealt this summer largely with 

T S l Partie f’ SU T er reSOrtS ’ and vanous y° u ”g men who seem 
recognizable to her under such cognomens as Chick, Bud, and Curlev 

Bun^eivw®’ We 5 her mai ! mClude J d a b ™»^lAe envelope, and she 
Bung the white, rose, and mauve heap aside and pounced on it A moment 

later she got up and coming around the table to me, gravely kissed that nor- 
IrmtXr “ gradUa ’ ly emerg ” 6 hke « on an ebb S, 
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“As one literary artist to another,” she said, “ I salute you ” And placed be- 
fore me a check for twenty dollars 

She has written a feature article on our sheep-killing, and has sold it 

“And it took me only two hours,” she says triumphantly. After that she 
was rather silent, computing I dare say how much she can earn, giving four 
hours a day to it for six days a week At the rate, then, of ten thousand a 
year! 

“Considerably more than I receive, Edith,” I said gravely, and I saw I had 
been right by the way she started 

She set off at once for the boathouse, but came back later considerably 
crestfallen, and poured out her troubles to me 

“If he had anything he would give it to me,” she wailed “If I can write 
and make money—” 

“You can't fight the masculine instinct, my dear, to support its woman, 
not be kept by her ” 

“And wait for years and years to do it!” she said “The best years of our 
lives going by, and— nothing ” 

“Besides, have you considered this? You will not always find subjects as 
salable as this one has been ” 

“Subjects!” she said scornfully. “Why, this place is full of them.” 

The result of which has been on my part all day an uneasy apprehension 
as to what she will choose next Nor am I made easier by a question she 
asked me just before dinner 

“What became of the Riggs woman?” she asked “Do you suppose she's 
still around here?” 

“I imagine not Why 7 ” 

“I just wondered,” she said, and wandered to that particular comer of the 
veranda from which she has a distant but apparently satisfactory view of the 
boathouse 

Perhaps Halliday is right. (Note In his suggestion that Jane and I take 
the sloop and go down the coast for a few days ) If any sheep are killed m 
my absence, or anything more serious should happen, it will serve to rout 
Greenough's absurd determination to involve me, and provide a complete 
alibi At the same time, it will be rest and recreation for Jane, and it may 
put me m a better frame of mind 

Peter Geiss, he thinks, would go with us as captain and bunk under a 
pup tent, leaving the cabin to Jane and myself 

[On board the sloop) July 10th 
Amazing, the celerity with which youth thinks and acts Tonight Jane and 
I— and Peter Geiss— are rolling gently to our anchor m Bass Cove, close enough 
m to be quiet and far enough out to escape the mosquitoes And yet only 
yesterday the plan was an amorphous thing, floating m the air between Halli- 
day and myself, a mere ghost of an idea, without material substance 

I am glad to sit m my wicker chair, this journal on my knee, and rest my 
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body. I have indeed earned my night's repose Now and then I reach out a 
languid hand and touch a fishing-line, one end of which is tied to the arm 
of my chair, the other extending into those mysterious depths from which 
I hope to lure tomorrow's breakfast 

The sloop is tidy. Is even fairly seaworthy. Her bottom has today been 
scrubbed with a broom, and her sails, slightly mildewed, still present from 
a distance a certain impressiveness 

“What,” I shout at Peter Gciss, “is that small sail m front? Forward, 1 
mean.” 

“How's that?” 

“The sail there, what's its name?” I say, pointing “Name?” 

“I’ll say it’s a shame,” he says. “Canvas on this boat cost the old gentle- 
man a lot of money.” 

By and by, however, I learn the jib and the flying jib. Also that sen water 
is an unsatisfactory cleansing medium, as witness the supper dishes 

“Why,” I demanded of Jane, “did Nausicaa wash her garments in the sea, 
when there was a nver at hand?” 

“I haven't an idea,” she says absently, her eyes on her alcohol cookmg- 
stove. “They weren’t overly clean m those days, were they?” 

But I think my dear Jane is exceedingly uncertain as to just what days w crc 
those of Nausicaa 

We have a small cabin, with four bunks m it, and two of these are now 
neatly and geometrically made up, ready for the night. In Jane’s small closet 
there is food of all sorts, neat row's of tins and wax-paper packages If we 
are washed out to sea we can, I imagine, live indefinitely on denied ham, 
sardines, and cheese And I have always my fishing-line 
Ahl A tug at it' 


July nth 

1 HAVE BEEN playing solitaire today, as a cover for my thoughts. For this, I 
take it, is the great virtue of solitaire, that it insures against frivolous inter- 
ruption, while at the same time leaving the mind free to wander where it 
will 

. My wornes are dropping from me. Helena Lear is with Edith, and no 
doubt Hall, day is camped on their doorstep, as vigilant as a watchdog, and 
certainly more dependable than Jock I can see, too, with better perspective 
how atard my anxiety has been as to Greenough It is his business to believe 
every man guilty until he has proved lumself innocent And am I not now 
m the act of proving my innocence? 

But my problem remains And trying to solve it is like nlavma solitaire 

si Jisris r S 

oeneves, m other words, that some cu- 
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nous and perhaps monstrous idea lies behind the sheep-killing, and that it 
may be the same idea to which the letter refers. 

“There is something behind it/' lie asserts “Something so vital to the man 
who believes it that he is ready to kill-lias killed certainly once and possibly 
twice— to protect it ” 

But the nature of the idea, or conviction, he nobly evades 

“And this monstrous idea was to kill sheep, and build a stone altar?” 

“How do we know that isn’t merely a propitiatory sacnfice, skipper? A 
sort of preliminary to the real thing?” 

“And what is to be the real thing?” 

“What is the wickedest crime you can name, against society?” 

“The taking of human life ” 

“Exactly ” 

But tins, as he says, is as far as he goes He is, however, careful to say that 
Ins theory has got him somewhere, that is, that there is a definite idea behind 
what has been happening 
“An insane one, then.” 

“Not necessarily,” he objects “Your Uncle Horace didn’t write that letter 
to a man he considered insane.” 

Peter Geiss has his own theory about poor Carroway’s death Carroway, he 
says, probably located the boat, he could do that by cutting off his engine 
and listening for the oars Then, m black darkness, he steered toward it, 
probably with the idea of driving the fellow back But Peter does not think 
that Carroway would have closed in on the murderer, unarmed as he was 
“The chances are,” he said today, “that the fellow crept up on him, quiet- 
hke, and leaped into the launch.” 

“But he was unarmed, too,” I said, remembering the knife under our slip 
It seemed to me that Peter not only heard that with surprising distinctness, 
but that he shot a stealthy glance at me 

“He had an oar,” he said, and fell back into his customary taciturnity 
The nights are wonderful I have brought my mattress out of the cabin, 
and shall sleep tonight face up to the stars We are anchored m Pirate Harbor, 
that small enclosed anchorage the shore of which has been so frequently dug 
for treasure that it is pitted like a pock-marked face. 

In our forenggmg hangs our riding light It should be white, but as in a 
burst of energy this evening I scraped a supper plate over the side, I also 
scraped off the lantern So it is red, our red sailing light It reminds me of 
the lamp at home I think about light m general What do I know about light, 
anyhow? That it is a wave, a vibration, and that only within a certain fixed 
range can it be perceived by my human sensonum, that, below the infrared, 
and above the ultraviolet, are waves our human eye cannot perceive Then, 
all around us are things to which our human senses do not react How far 
dare I extend that? From invisible things to invisible beings is not so far, 

I dare say 
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What is reality and what is not? Only what we can see, hear, touch, or 
taste 7 But that is absurd Thought is reality, perhaps the only reality 

But can thought exist independent of the body? The spiritists believe it 
can And undoubtedly the universe is full of unheard sounds, all the noises 
m the world go echoing around our unhearmg ears for centuries, and then 

comes the radio and begins to pick them up for us 

But the radio requires a peculiar sort of receiving instrument, and so with 
the sights and sounds beyond out normal ken. Jane may be such an instru- 
ment So for all I know may be Peter Geiss, snoring m his pup tent Even 

myself— 

(Note I fell asleep here, and the entry is incomplete ) 


July 12 th 

Just what did Peter Geiss see last night? 

If I were asked to name, m order of their psychic quality, the three per- 
sons on this boat, I would put Jane first and Peter last 
He is a materialist Not for him the interesting abstractions, the contro- 
versial problems of the universe The life of the mind, the questions of the 
soul, are hidden from him His food, Ins tobacco, the direction of the wind, 
the state of the tide, these cover the field of Ins speculations and anxieties 
And yet— Peter saw something last night 

It was about one o'clock m the mommg, and he had wakened and crawled 
out of his pup tent, with, according to him “the feeling that we were m for 
a blow There was a cold wind across my feet.” 

So he rose, and he saw that our red lantern was burning low, and gingerly 
stepping across me, reached into a locker for the oil can When he straightened 
up he saw a shadowy figure standing m the bow of the boat, directly under 
the lantern 

He thought at first that it was I, but the next moment he had stumbled 
across me as I lay supine, and the oil can fell and went arollmg The noise 
did not disturb the figure, and Peter gave a long look at it before he howled 
like a hyena and brought me up all standing 

It was only then that it disappeared “Just blew to windward,” according 
to Peter I never saw it at all 

Peter did not go to bed again all night, but sat huddled by the wheel, 
staring forward, a queer old figure of terror without hope And I admit I was 
not much better 

i ^ or ^ ter says that was that of a man in a dressmg-gown, and that “it 
ooked like the old gentleman ” By which he means my Uncle Horace 


Ellis Landing July ^ th 

Ednh w' 5 hf w”?? a ? d T P repann § t0 knd and take a motor back 
Ldith wires that Halliday has been hurt She gives no details 
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July 14th 

Halliday's condition is not critical, thank God. We found him (Note* 
m my bedroom here at the Lodge) with Edith and Helena fussing over him, 
and with his collarbone broken, the result, not of the attack but of his 
ditching the car. 

For he is the indirect victim of an attack 

On the evening of the 12th lie was on his way to the station at Oakville 
to meet Helena Lear and Edith, who were m town on some mysterious fem- 
inine errand which detained them until the late tram 

At eleven o'clock, then, he took the car and started off, and as he was 
early took the longer route through the back country The one by Sanger's 
Mill and the Livingstone place. It was near the drive into the Livingstones ' 
that a man carrying a sawed-off shotgun stopped the car and asked for a lift 
into town He was, he said, one of Starr's special deputies , watching for the 
sheep killer. 

It was very dark, and he could only see the outlines of the deputy. But 
as, all along, lie had come across men similarly armed— ‘ "The fence comers 
were full of them,” he says— he thought nothing of it, and told the fellow 
to ]ump m. 

“I hadn't seen him,” he said, “but I got an impression of him You know 
what I mean A heavy square type, and he got into the car like that, slowly 
and deliberately. I think he had a cigar m his mouth, not lighted, he talked 
like it anyhow ” 

Once m the car the man was taciturn. Halliday spoke once or twice, and 
got only a sort of grunt in reply, and finally he began to be uneasy He had, 
he says, the feeling that the fellow's whole body was taut, and that his silence 
was covering some sort of stealthy motion, “or something,” he adds, rather 
vaguely 

“And, of course, he had his gun Lying across his knees as well as I could 
make out ” 

They had gone about a mile by that time, and then Halliday began to 
smell a queer odor 

“He was not trying to anesthetize me ” He is certain 1 He d had it m his 
pocket, and something had gone wrong, the cork came out, perhaps Anyhow, 
all at once it struck me that ether was a queer tiling for one of Starr s deputies 
to be carrying, and I felt I was m for trouble ” 

He took his left hand quietly from the steering-wheel, and began to fumble 
m the pocket where he had put his revolver And although he is confident 
he made no sound, the fellow must have had ears like a bat, for just then 
Halliday saw him raise the gun, and as he ducked forward the barrel of it 
hit the seat back behind him with a sickening thud 

But he had somehow turned the wheel of the car, and the next moment 
it had left the road Halliday made a clutch at it, but it was too late, he saw, 
as the car swung, the lights of another car ahead and coming toward them, 
then they struck a fence, and the machine turned over 
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He had been found, by the people m the other car, unconscious in the 
wreckage, and brought to the Lodge No sign of the other man was dis- 

covered 

But this story, curious and ominous as it is, is as nothing to my sensations 
today when I visited my small garage, where my car is awaiting insurance 
adiustment before undergoing repairs 

The point of the matter is this Greenough has already been to sec our 
invalid, and has assured him that he has been the victim of an ordinary 


attempt at a holdup 

“Only difference is,” he told Halhday, "that our men around with weapons 
gave tire fellow a chance to carry his gun openly Gave him a good excuse 
for a lift, too. Most people around here now aren't stopping tlrerr cars for 
anything or anybody But of course they’d pick up a deputy ” 

“I'm not as familiar with crime as you are,” Halhday had responded 


“But is ether part of the modern holdup outfit?” 

“It's pretty hard to name offhand anything they don't use,” said Gree- 
nough, imperturbably “From women's stockings up ” 

Which was, I imagine, a bit of unconscious humor 
So Greenough dismisses the possibility of any connection between Halli- 
day’s trouble and the unknown malefactor, in a word, my absence has prob- 
ably not altered his suspicion of me a particle Or had not, for withm the 


next half hour I propose to show him that an absolute connection exists be- 


tween the two 


On the right-hand cushion of my car, which during the salvaging of it was 
thrown upside down into the rear, there is marked an infinitesimal circle m 
chalk, enclosing a crude triangle I have sent for Greenough 
Later Truly the way of the innocent is hard 

Doctor Hayward was making his afternoon call on Halhday when the de- 
tective came, and as I feel confident that the doctor is m Greenough's con- 
fidence I was glad to spring my little bombshell on them both at the same 
time But tonight I am feeling much like Bunyan’s Man m an Iron Cage “I 
am now a man of despair, and am shut up m it ” 

Edith was on the veranda when the detective came, and young Gordon 
was with her During our absence he has struck up with her an acquaintance 

of sorts, but she dislikes lnm extremely She has, Jane tells me, nicknamed 
him Shifty 

As Hayward was still upstairs, I sparred politely with Greenough for a few 

minutes We had had good weather for the trip, fishing was only fair. It was 

too bad to be brought hack as we were Yes, but if tilings like that were 

going on, it was better to be on the ground “What sort of things?” he 
asKca 


“We have had two murderous attacks, haven't we? One successful, and 
one not 


“So you class this little affair of 
“Don't you?’’ 


young Halliday's with the other?” 
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“Not until Fve got something that ties them together, Mr. Porter/' 
Hayward had come m and stood inside the doorway, gnawing at his fingers 
and listening 

“But if you found something did tie them together?” 

“For instance?” 

“I'm going to ask you something Was there or was there not something 
drawn on top of the engine box of the boat from which Carroway disap- 
peared?” 

“How do you know that?” he shot at me And like a fool I said, thinking 
to protect Peter Geiss, “That doesn’t matter, does it? It’s the fact I’m after ” 
“Suppose there were What would that prove?” 

“And suppose I can show you another, and similar mark on my car, made 
there by Halhday’s assailant before he struck at him?” 

It was then that Greenough smiled horribly, damnably 
“It’s there, is it?” he said, and looked up at Hayward 
“It is there ” 

He got up, the remains of that smile still plastered on his face, and con- 
fronted me. 

“That's curious,” he said “I examined that car m the ditch, before they 
moved it, Mr Porter And I've been over it here with the doctor, since If 
there's anything there of the sort you describe, it’s been put there since yes- 
terday afternoon ” 

And then I saw where I stood They believed that, finding Halliday as- 
saulted during my absence, I was attempting to link that assault with the 
sheep-killmg and with Carroway’s death, and turn it to my own advantage 
In other words, to prove that the reign of terror had gone on m my absence* 

A drowning man, swimming exhaustedly toward a log which sinks when he 
touches it, must have much the same sensation that I had, as I stood there 
facing Greenough’s vile smile and the doctor’s searching gaze 
“You can go out and look,” I said feebly “It’s there.” 

I did not go with them I heard Edith and Gordon follow them out, and 
then I sat down and faced my situation 
And indeed it has passed the point of philosophical endurance. Even if 
Carroway’s body is not found and no charge of murder can be brought, it is 
not hard to see what power lies m this detective’s hands, backed by his con- 
viction of my guilt He may not impnson me, but he can cost me my reputa- 
tion, even my position m the University. He can hound me out of the only 
life I know and am fitted for, the warm place behind the dram pipe 

It is well enough for Halliday to say that we can assume a counteroffensive 
When? With him temporanly crippled, and every act of mine watched and 
questioned? And, even with all other things equal, how? 

Nor do I see, as he does, any possible clue m young Gordon finding the 
chalk with which the drawing was done, behind the lawn roller m the garage, 
a fact which Edith reported after Hayward and Greenough had gone, or in 
the scrap of paper m which it was wrapped when found For one thing, 
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Edith's memory as to what was on the paper may be at fault Naturally, not 
knowing my situation, she would observe it only casually 

According to Clara, the only persons visiting the car after it was brought 
back yesterday morning were Annie Cochran and Thomas, who were there 
when it was returned, Greenough, who spent some time there while the 
doctor made his call on Halliday, the doctor himself, who wandered m later 
to look at it, young Gordon, who she says showed particular interest m it 
and a sort of ghoulish amusement, and the Livmgstones. Or rather, Living- 
stone only, who appears to have stood m the doorway smoking and sun eying 
it while his wife carried up to the invalid a ]ar of ]ellied broth 

But as the garage door was unlocked all night, such speculation is purely 
futile 

Edith suggests malicious mischief 

“The village children are chalking up circles with triangles all over the 
fences,” she says, “and old Starr came out here yesterday with one between 
his shoulders. He almost had a stroke when I told him ” 

Her explanation of the paper found about the chalk and what was on it is 
equally simple That m itself, she concludes, proves her contention “It looked 
as if children had been playing with a typewriter,” she says And she has 
reproduced it from memory, as nearly as possible, Greenough having earned 
it off with him 

It was done, she says, on a typewriter m a curious jumble of capitals and 
small letters, and the paper was perforated at the side, as if it were from a 
loose-leaf notebook Also, it had been tom, so that only a portion of the 
typing remained 

This portion was, according to her, as follows* 


GeLTr, K 28 


(Note As will be seen, Edith's memory was extremely good She made 

only one error m the cipher The final number, 28, should, of course, have 
been 24 ) 

Tonight I have had a long talk with Halliday It appears that the time of 
Peter Geiss's appantion almost exactly coincides with the attack. This how- 
ever, does not impress Halliday as it does me. 

“You have to remember, skipper," he says, “that old Geiss has been scared 
almost out of his wits the last few weeks. And the Carroway affair has earned 

th « r S rr0r ng ^ lt out onto h is domain, which is the water.” 

Then why didn't he see Carroway?” 

Search me,” he said, with a shrug that set him wincing. “What’s bothering 
me is why doesn t anybody see Carroway? Eight days, and no body found 


WW left hlm 3 *7 mlnutes ag0 ’ he had Edlth ’ s copy of ft 

P per in the garage, and was propped up m hed with a pencil. 

If we had the original we’d be better off " he said “It oughtn’t to be har 
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to find the typewriter m the vicinity that wrote it And if Greenough isn’t 
crazy with the heat lie’s looking for it now.” 

I glanced at my own portable machine, sitting on the table, and he fol- 
lowed my eyes and smiled 

“You’ve got your best alibi right there,” he said, “if this turns out to be a 
cipher. And I think it is ” 

He has, it appears, some small knowledge of ciphers, and from the mixture 
of capitals and small letters he believes he recognizes this one But it re- 
quires a key word, or two key words 

“Even without it,” he says, “it could be solved, possibly, if I had enough 
of it But with only this scrap— And I don’t get the number added to it ” 

The idea of tins type of cipher, I gather, is to take a word, or two words, 
containing thirteen letters of the alphabet, no one used twice. Wntten first 
in small or lower-case size these letters represent the first thirteen letters of 
the alphabet. The same word or words repeated m capitals becomes the sec- 
ond half of the alphabet 

Thus the words subnormal diet becomes a key m this fashion 

subnormaldiet SUBNORMALDIET 
abcdcfghijklm nopqrstuvwxyz 

But as subnormal diet was the only key phrase we could thmlc of, and as 
it obviously did not fit, I left him still biting the end of his pencil, and came 
to complete this record 

Renan said that the man who has time to keep a private diary has never 
understood the immensity of the universe But I reply to Renan that the man 
m my position, who does not keep a private diary and thus let off his surplus 
thoughts, is liable to burst into minute fragments and scatter over the said 
immensity of the universe! 


Sunday , July 15th 

The one pleasure that never palls is the pleasure of not going to church 
Again, as I recorded once before, a quiet morning and I am still at large 
Jane has gone Sometimes I suspect Jane of throwing a sop to Providence m 
this matter of church-going, almost, one might say, of bargaining with the 
Almighty “I will do thus and so,” says Jane to herself, “and m return I have a 
right to ask thus and so ” 

Yet she asks little enough, a quiet life, peace, and if not active happiness, 
that resignation which after the hot days of youth are over, passes for con- 
tentment And as she went out this morning, demurely dressed m the Sab- 
batical restraint which is a part of her bargain, I felt rather than said a small 
prayer for her, that she who asks so little may keep what she has 
And Jane is worried She knows nothing, but she suspects everything By 
that, I mean that she is somehow aware, after her own curious fashion, that 
there is something wrong with her world She watches me, when I am not 
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looking at her She has an odd, rather furtive, dishlc of Doctor Harvard 
And she is almost criminally forwarding Edith’s love affair. 

Since Halliday was brought here Jane and I ha\e shared btr bed loom, 
and this morning, buttoning my collar, 1 said, ‘"I lie sooner that bo> goc^ 
back to the boathouse, the better.” 

“Why 7 ” she demanded, almost militantlj 

“Well, if you can’t sec what’s going on under jour escs, my dear—’ 

“I don’t see why it shouldn’t go on There’s not too much lose m the 
world ” 

“Nor enough bread and cheese ” 

“We didn’t have very much when we started. William,” siic said, looting 
up at me wistfully 

“And we haven’t much more now,” I said, and kissed her 

But the plain truth is that Jane’s nerves are shaken She wants Edith set* 
tied, she would like nothing better than a speedy marriage if that w ould take 
us back to the city at once All her old hatred and distmst of this place hnsc 

been steadily reviving, and the attack on Halliday has about oaten awa\ her 
resistance 


All life is the resistance of an undiscos crahle principle against unceasing 

orces nd my poor Jane, after years of protected life, is onl\ chsco\cnns 
those unceasing forces 

Later Poor Carroway s body has been found The tide was unusually low 
f 1S a emoon and a y awl Bass Co\e, crossing the bay, saw it 
h , f, g J a “, d °™’ f d covered it, not without difficult! The poor lad 

with him Tl 1 ' V 1 f' *’ / end an anc ' 10r ro P e > aid Hie anchor thrown mer 

urfacelaw ° t n ayS a U \ e b ° d >’ 1,35 beCn onl > 3 fc "' ** beneath the 
surface, floating at the end of its tragic tether. 

was' summoned^aTsMn^the £ al1 here > " e heard tIle details He 

ammation From f b ° dy was Brought m, and made a hash' ex* 

and then thrown into thzsT* ^ C ^°^ y " aS beaten mcr thc head first 

ion “Of course 3 the bef °r e he touched tlie W'ater,” is Hayward’s opm- 

the lungs, we canTe^certam!” ^ I£ ^ 15 n ° " ater m th ° middle 

tain of his personal^nS Wander ^ d m Bus afternoon after salvaging cer* 
Peter declares that the m 101 ^ * be S * 00 P’ we beamed other facts Thus, 
how to use a rope, sailor-fashion ^ Carr0Way was a sailor > or at least knew 

fnend could not accuse^me nf ^ aSlde? tbls was cheering new’s, for my best 
The hodv it jl ° f 3ny nautical knowledge 

fee half hitched around the wnsts, from 

ends, again, the anchor had b ^ m Wltb simdar half hitches, and to these 
P~ g would not tak Pe^s * 
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“T\\ o half hitches is about the quickest and easiest tie there is,” he assures 
me, “and the best to hold If it slips one way it holds another ” 

There is, it seems to me, a certain relish in Peter’s account of these grue- 
some details, a gusto m the telling Like the ancient Greeks, Peter’s literature 
is purely oral, and he has by accident stumbled on an epic 
But the recovery of the body has roused the neighborhood to fever heat 
There ha\e been those, up to now, who have half believed that Carroway 
had been the victim of an accident, had somehow stumbled and fallen over- 
board. and to prove this they brought out the fact that, like many of the men 
on the waterside, he could not swim. 

There were others, too, who still inclined to the belief that some super- 
natural influence had been at work, that Carroway, indeed, had been the 
victim of some other-world foul play But even these superstitious folk cannot 
now blame the red lamp. Carroway has been murdered, by hands which 
wielded the oar that struck him, and which tied the half hitches which “if 
they slipped one way, held the other ” 

The anchor presents the only possible clue, and that is a feeble one There 
was no anchor m the boat Carroway took out. On the other hand, there is a 
sort of halfhearted recognition of it by Doctor Hayward as one stolen from 
his small knockabout sometime late m June 

“Of course, all these anchors are as like as peas,” he said this afternoon, 
'Tut the boys down at the wharf say it’s mine, and they can tell two fishhooks 
apart, same size and same kind ” 

The county authorities have finally roused themselves and the sheriff, 
Benchley, is m Oakville Under the excuse of examining our float Greenough 
brought him out, and Halhday dressed and went with them, to show where 
he had found the knife On their return they stopped m and looked at my 
car 

When Halliday came back he was grave and quiet In vam did Edith try 
to coax him into his usual lightheartedness While I have no idea as to what 
happened, I can make a fair guess, for he announced at supper that he was 

through playing the invalid. 

“It’s time for me to be up and about,” he said 

Benchley has increased the county’s reward to twenty-five hundred dol- 
lars, and this with Livingstone’s makes three thousand As a result, until 
twilight frightened them back to their hearths, the vicinity was filled this 
afternoon with amateur detectives According to Annie Cochran, one of 
them was skulking around the hedge of the mam house when Mr Bethel 
saw him and drove him off 

Just what that irritable and exclusive gentleman makes of the situation, 

I do not know He must have learned, through Gordon, of our trouble here, 
but he makes no sign Now and then, but not often, I see him on the terrace, 
and if he acknowledges my finger to my cap, I do not see it 

He is so consistently unpleasant that one must respect it, as consistency 
of any sort is respected 
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My own position is rather strengthened than weakened by today’s develop- 
ments, and I imagine Greenough himself is somewhat at sea Not only am 
I no sailor, and obviously no sailor, but I am not a physically muscular man 
In the pursuit of English literature the wear and tear is on trouser seats 
rather than on muscles, m ten years my one annual physical orgy has been 
putting up the fly screens each Apnl. 

I could no more strangle a man than I could bulldog a steer 
And unless Greenough is more beset with prejudices and theory than I 
think he is, he must know this He has, m addition, a slowly growing list 
of qualifications, all of which the murderer must possess, and few of 'which 
are mine Thus. 

The murderer is physically strong. I am not The murderer (or at least 
Halliday s assailant) wore a soft, dark hat, well pulled down I have here m 
the country a golf cap and a summer straw. No other. The murderer had a 
sailor s knowledge of a rope I haven’t the slightest knowledge of a rope, 
except that it is used on Mondays to hang out the washing 
On only two points do I plead guilty, and there with reservations. For 
the murderer shows a knowledge of the countryside, not only equal to my 
own but better And Halliday says he got into the car as would a man of 
middle life, rather than youth I am middle-aged-if that be not the next 
period just ahead and never quite reached, until some day we waken to find 
a we av< ^ P assed 111 the night and are now old, and taking an ingenuous 


0 ^ 0 =“,“^ Whldl ,S - sM1 1 shal1 I not attend 
the circmmtanr mat IS ae customar 5' *quette under 

bwt faor! “i SUSPeCted agent 0f 46 death remain decorously 
X!?*’ the ° nly one ra ®tire neighborhood so nussing? Or does he go 

c m andbe^susDected’^+ll^ f * Sh ° W ^ Voi cin’- 

TW SUS P ec ? d as tiie d °g returning to his vomit? 

dared-that Tour ^ l ° quesfaon Gr eenough about it, if I 

hands, that Laimt has an avid curiosity as to the work of his 

what shall I do? Pm enCe ’ 6 retums to Under these circumstances, 

homrSame sort of™^ n°T S ftim 1 Can aSord > and sta y at 
when I gave Jane a rather 1 pr0mise ^nchl effected with my soul yesterday. 
One of r° U T 111311 USUal f0r 1116 ^eciL. plate 

recovery of the body aporoacTrT 11 + n | mg around ^ vicinity since the 
tween the murder and tife attsrl- ° n 3 possible connection be- 

the garage, but as Greenoush had°r f * found ^ lm coming out of 

CUS He°pned d ”e f £ ° Und "e ^ ° D ** Seat 

"But don’t youAeraonany^beTJ’there 1 e ™ ded hlm 35 wel1 as 1 couU 

% d,eVe ftere ,s s °” e connection?’’ he masted 
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“I should have to have some proof of such a connection ” 

“And you have none 7 " he asked, eyeing me closely 
“I imagine you know at least as much about it as I do Have you found 
any?" 

Perhaps my attitude had annoyed him, or perhaps he merely had the 
discoverer’s pride m achievement, for he put away the handful of yellow 
paper, on which he had made no notes, and smiled 

“I haven’t found any connection,’’ he said “But I have found something 
your detects es missed, Mr. Porter I have found where the fellow hid after 
the crash, when the other car was rescuing Mr Iialhday ” 

But the odd part of that discovery to my mmd is not that hiding-place, 
nor Greenough’s failure to locate it As a matter of fact, I doubt if Greenough 
has ever looked for it He seems to have taken for granted that Halhday’s 
assailant merely escaped the wreck and made off m the dark 

No The point that strikes me, and struck Halhday when I told him is the 
intimate knowledge of that location shown, and the quickness with which 
he took advantage of it 

(Note In view of what we now know, I imagine this is an error The 
chances seem to be that he was thrown near the mouth of the culvert, and 
that the lights of the oncoming car showed it to him ) 

Crossing the road, according to the reporter, and about fifteen feet from 
where the car was ditched, is a small culvert Hardly a culvert, either, but a 
largish clay pipe designed to carry the drainage of the higher fields on one 
side to the lower on the other. 

“Have you searched this pipe?" I asked 

“I looked m If I’d had a pair of overalls I’d have gone m But as the only 
clothes I have with me are on me—” He smiled again It s a good job for a 
ferret,” he said 

He gave me up reluctantly, at last, and prepared to go 
“So you think it’s only an ordinary case of holdup 7 he asked 
“I think it’s a damned unpleasant case of holdup,” I replied, and he went 
away But I have been thinking of his phrase since his departure 

How much of the present world disorganization lies m that very use o 
the word ordinary 1 Time was when no holdup was ordinary, and an act o 
physical violence or a murder caused a shock that swept us all Is it true, 
then, that one cannot turn the minds of a people to killing, as m the recent 
war, and then expect them at once, when the crisis is over, to regard li e as 
precious? And is this the reason Greenough spoke of its being a ‘ queer time 
m the world”? 

Is every criminal, then, merely seeking escape from reality? 

But why the word criminal? Was not I myself seeking to escape it, when 
on June 16th I wrote m this very journal 

Yet what is it that I want? My little rut is comfortable, so long have I lam 
in it that now my very body has conformed 
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For the lest of this afternoon, I have made my will! To my deaily beloved 
wife, Jane Porter , I bequeath , etc 

There is something strangely comforting m making a will, it is as if one 
has completed the last ntes, and now, with such complacence as may be, 
faces whatever is to come. Like Ishmacl m Moby Dick, I survive myself, my 
death and burial are locked up in my desk. I am like a quiet ghost with a clear 
conscience , sitting inside the bars of a snug family vault. 

A ghost, too, I begin to feel, among other ghosts 

Ignore it as I will, there is a certain weight in the slowly accumulating 
mass of evidence at my disposal, a weight and a consistency which have 
commenced to influence me. I am bound to admit that, if I were able to 
conceive of the survival of intelligence beyond death, I could also conceive 

t lat poor old Horace has been on hand dunng some of our recent experi- 
ences 


Not Thomas’s “George,” the spirit evoked by Mrs. Riggs and still surviving 

m the lamp; not some malicious demon, frightening honest folk by ringing 

)e s an pmc lm g women m the dark. But a mind like my own, only greatci 

n Y tS + w f edge? 3nd painfull y lr ymg in its bodiless state to communi- 

cate that knowledge to me. 

The sum total of evidence is rather startling. 

(a) Jane’s photograph, taken on Class Day. 

c re£ “ Sal t0 en , ter U,e maln house > Pasted in to tins lime. 

) My own curious telepathic message, relative to the letter 

e ferr "“*? the red lamp ra lhe pantr y- (Doubtful.) 

M P t P ecu \™ conduct at the same time. 

PctVAsTL^ 5 s S u™°r n of' identification of ,t. (Yet 

'"ircr f he iookmg for such “ 

Halhday. ' e aCt * lal UlIS v,si0n “-responds in time with llie attack on 

Hon the nigh? CMowayt a 7 m m T 0r5 ! 1 n0t lncludcd J™c’s P>emoni- 
house Norhavelmclu/edthp? 11 ^ 61 !' 3, 0r 161 disllke and dj strust of the 
stone, Annie Cochran, or Thomas” Of °he t0 ’ d by MrS Living ' 

my personal experience or contact h rn tl ° r ’ thcy are not ° nl y beyond 

m WiH, a ia COn T Ch °r n f ’ apparenU y ™thout moVve’ * ^ W ° td may be UScd 

-6 wi tlrout seeing hc^clock, ™ >’« ^ rise m lire mom- 

supernatural I grant her a strange power^L 6 furdl ^ without touching the 

^ and a fcw bc -’ - 
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seen and heard by normal eyes and ears But as I grant this same faculty 
to Jock, it seems to me to be rather a question of ordinary limitations than 
of a peephole, as I may put it, into another world 

On the other hand, I must not disregard the fact that Jane seems an essen- 
tial part of the phenomena which I have recorded On the two occasions 
when I ha\e had the strongest impression of some disembodied presence, 
she has been asleep near by In the case of the photograph, it was Jane who 
operated the camera, m the pantry of the mam house, it was Jane who saw 
the face behind her, reflected in the window. And so on 

I am driven to wondenng if, in some states, Jane herself does not provide 
the medium for these manifestations Whether she does not throw off some 
excess of vital matter, m which the poor naked and disembodied intelligence 
may clothe itself 

But that is to accept the whole theory of spiritism, and I am not prepared 
to do that, to travel with Cameron and little Pettmgill, weighing the dying 
with the one and claiming that the purely chemical loss of weight is the 
weight of the soul; and sitting m the dark with the other, asking nonphysical 
intelligences to commit various physical acts! Putting their belief m eternity 
into the grasping hands of a paid medium, and seeing God m the pulling of a 
black thread 

Which reminds me of an amusing conversation at luncheon today, Halh- 
day’s last meal with us before returning to the boathouse 

“What becomes of all the mediums 7 ” Edith asked suddenly, apropos of 
nothing at all. 

“What becomes of all the hairpins, and dead birds? I asked, not too 
originally 

“But it is queer,” she persisted “These women come and make a furore 
Then all at once they disappear ” 

“They get discovered and then quit,” Halhday said And, of course, even a 
medium must die m time Not that they actually die, of course They 
simply go into the fourth dimension ” 

“And what's the fourth dimension 7 ” 

“Why, don't you know?” he asked “The simplest thing m the world Its 
the cube of a cube And once you get into it you can turn yourself inside out 
like a glove Not that I see any particular use m that, but it might be 
interesting ” 

Edith, it appears, intends to write an article on mediums! 

July ljth 

I do not tike young Gordon He has little enough time to himself— only, I 
gather, an hour or so after luncheon, while Mr Bethel sleeps— but he spen s 

that here, if possible . 

Edith snubs him, but he is as thick-skinned as one of the porpoises which 

rolls itself m the bay 
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"Why, if you’re so clever,” I overheard her today, “don’t you go out and 
do something? Use your brains ” 

“It takes brains to do what I’m doing,” he said, “and don’t you forget it ” 
But as to what he is doing he is discreetly silent. There is a book under 
way, but he pames any attempt to discuss it Also, he seems to delight m 
investing Mr Bethel with a considerable amount of mystery. 

“The boss is having one of Ins fits today,” he will say 
“What sort of fits?” 


“That would be telling,” he says craftily, and ostentatiously changes the 
subject 

Edith, who has a very feminine curiosity, has questioned Annie Cochran 
but without much result The “fit” days, so far as we can make out, are 
merely days when the invalid is less well than others, and mostly keeps Ins 
bed. Annie Cochran, however, has her own explanation of them, she believes 
that those days follow nights when “George” has been particularly active, and 
when presumably Mr. Bethel has not been sleeping on his good ear. 

And as proof of this, she produces the fact that twice now, having left 
her teakettle empty on top of the stove, she has found it full m the morning 
As Mr. Bethel cannot get downstairs unassisted, and as the secretary has 
always stoutly maintained that he has not left his room all night, Annie 
Cochran falls back on George”; and, one must admit, not without reason 

Poor Carroway was laid away yesterday, after the largest funeral m the 
history of these parts And so ends one chapter m our drama Ends, that is, 
ror him. What is to come after, no one can say 

One thing has tended somewhat to relieve the local strain. No sheep have 
been kmedfor eighteen days, and the altar m the field still remains without 
1 3t f n P 16 ™ are > 1 bdheve, one or two summer people who still make it 

•l . rj eC ' e 0 ^rly-mommg excursion, hoping to find on it who knows 

M hom ^ saCnfice But they have only their walk for their pains 

* n?° n ' wh ° passes jt ever y morning m her truck, makes a daily 
rep °? of xt to dara, and so it filters to the family, 
edara says the altar is still empty.” 

10 ky 3 Cl ” Cken ° n hersdf ™ ere ,s somethins 
pantheistic ^ I ^ 1 ' aS Ina -’ ^ e “ ls silent, reflecting on the meaning of 

* 1S ^ Iaggl . e? too > wHo t>nngs us much of our local news Todav for m- 

1 “ ra*‘ lea some other « S r tone of th,s enb7 

cutel ofpte, T„ whJi ot n ’Lf e ^T’ f made “ “ °* 

late hour, m order to avoid the procession of c ter * he accident We chose a 

roads the farthcr bacl: the better-dunng fte altootr ^ ° OT 

"* "' Cre SUCCCSSM ’ f ° r alth0 “gh. like my own, the general sent,- 
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mcnt is one of rcpnc' c, there are few still who will trust themselves out after 
twilight Mr Logan, the rector of the Oakville Episcopal Church, Samt 
Jude’s, had an experience m point the other night Calling late on a dying 
parishioner he ran out of gasoline on the main road, some six miles from 
home. He endeavored to stop various cars as they flew past, but m the gen- 
eral terror no one would pick him up, and after being fired at by one excited 
motorist he gave it up and walked back to the rectory 

We must have presented a curious study for any observer, working with 
guilty haste, and I in particular emerging from the pipe covered with mud 
and a heterogeneous collection of leaves and grasses Not only was Halhday 
too broad in the shoulders for casv access, but Ins injury forbade the neces- 
sary gymnastics There was a time when, half m and half out of the pipe, I 
could hear him laughing consumedly 

But I found nothing, save that undoubtedly someone had preceded me 
into it A man skilled m such matters might have read a story into the vanous 
marks and depressions, but they were not for me 

I retreated, inch by inch, and was again free as to my legs but a pnsoner 
as to the remainder of my body, when Halhday called that a car was coming 
I had three choices, one was to remain m my present shameful state, an- 
other was to emerge and face the public eye, looking as though I had been 
tarred and feathered, and the third was to retire into my burrow. 

I retired. With that peculiar venom with which fate has been pursuing 
me, the car slopped over me, and Starr spoke 
“Looking over the scene of your trouble 7 ” he said 

“Looking for the clues you fellows can’t find,” Halhday retorted easily 
I could hear Starr snort, and then chuckle dryly as he let m his clutch 
again “I’ll give you a dollar for every clue you find,” he called, and the car 
moved on 

When Halhday gave me the signal I emerged feebly into the open air, 
and stood upright “That was a narrow squeak,” I said 

But he w'as looking after the disappearing car Yes, he said ut nn v 
it was a mistake I should have told him you were there 

The net result of the search was not encouraging True, Halh ay pic e 
up, outside the pipe, half of the lens of an eyeglass, but there is no proof 
that it belonged to his assailant On the other hand, I myself a ma e a 
discovery of a certain amount of importance Halhday had said that the man 
he had picked up had seemed to be a heavy man, broadly and squarely built 
But my experience showed me that no very heavy man cou ave en ere 
the pipe We have, m effect, to recast our picture of the murderer, a man 
of medium size, we will say, compactly if muscularly built 

Tonight, sitting down to make this entry, I have missed my oun am pen, 
and as it has my initials on it we must recover it tomorrow 1 possi e 
would be extremely unpleasant under the circumstances or tarr, or m 

stance, m a burst of zeal to find it m the pipe 

True, Peter Geiss could swear that, at the moment Halhday was attacked 
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he and I were looking for a ghost m the forerigging of the sloop. But I am at 
this disadvantage, that they give me no opportunity to defend myself, for 
they make no accusation. Their method is that damnable one of watchful 
waiting, Greenough’s psychological idea that, given enough rope a criminal 
will hang himself. 


July iSth 

Edith and Halliday went this morning to recover my fountain pen, Edith 
m spite of our protests determined to crawl into the pipe for it. To this end 
she put on my mechanic’s overalls m which I oil and grease my car, and ver> 
sweet indeed she looked in them. 

But the pen was not there She found the cap of it, embedded m the 
mud, but not the pen itself It looks as though Starr has lost no timel 
Edith, I believe, suspects something. There is a growing gravity and ma- 
turity m her, she tries to show me, by small caresses and attentions, that 
she believes m me and loves me But she knows that there is something 
wrong 


And she has, I think, quarreled with Halliday There was nothing on the 
surface to show it, on their return today, but he declined her invitation to 
luncheon and went off, whistling rather ostentatiously, to his bacon and beans 
at the boathouse This afternoon, while Mr Bethel slept, she accepted young 
Gordon’s invitation to go canoeing, and had the audacity to take the canoe, 

so to speak, from under poor Halhday’s nose According to Jane, she needs 
a good shaking 


There is, I understand, no definite engagement between them 
“Much as I— care for her,” Halliday said to me, while he was still invalided 
iiere and I guess you know how it is with me, skipper-I’m not going to tie 
her down until I’ve something to offer her besides myself She’s young, and 
I m not going to take that advantage of her.” 

‘‘But you do care for her?” 

Care for her? Oh, my God!” he said, and groaned, poor lad 

EdS I ^e c e J^ ^ f S, ^ h3 , S fi F rCd b maybe f ° Ur <<Three Wlth luck ” what 
leneft d f ^ he does not dare tast hmself for that 

and attachment- 1<3 13 m blm 1S s0 different from hers, sentiment 

Z T h .w Slde ’ 3nd Str0n S P assi °n on h. S Heigh-ho. 

thlTheartach ^™] t u™ ten Ul0usand do!lars “ *° would stop all 

men t0 whom ten “ do,,ars b 

? al !' day Iast n, S ht he saw the red 

the details this mn n ? ind kk rary °f the mam house He told me 

It XlTZlf n 3lted f ° r Edlft t0 d0n ^ overalls, 
not sleep. S ’ 3 er his accident, at the boathouse, and he could 

o2af S 1 la? aloToiddl 1 ** “ d 

sort of dull-red light coming from the windows of the 
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library of the other house, and I watched it for a while. It was extremely 
faint, and at first I thought it might be a fire, then, as it didn't grow any, 
I saw it must be a light of some sort ” 

He knew the stories of the red lamp, but he also knew I had locked it 
away, so after a time he started up toward the house He was about half- 
way up the lawn when it went out, suddenly, and left him staring. 

But he was cunous, and he went on He made a complete circuit of the 
building, but there was no movement or sound from within, and so he turned 
and went back again He believes the light was in the den, not the library, 
for he saw only a diffused reddish glare, as though it came from behind 
He could not, through any of the three long French windows which open onto 
the terrace, see the source of that glare 

Here, then, is corroboration of my own impression of some few nights 
ago, but with a difference For I saw the light itself, a momentary flash as 
though a breeze had for an instant pushed open the heavy curtains at the 
den windows, and then had let them fall again. 

I am convinced that young Gordon has never seen the light, or he would 
have spoken of it He is fluent enough about what he calls the “spooky” 
quality of the house. It is unlikely that Mr. Bethel, imprisoned m his upper 
room, can have any knowledge of it Yet here we have two dispassionate 
observers, seeing at different times and under different circumstances, a light 
apparently of spontaneous origin and no known cause . 

Cameron says (Note Experiments in Psychical Phenomena , a book I had 
sent for some days before.) that the production of lights is very common, 
he quotes the appearance of bluish-green lights in the experiments with 
Mary Outland, the brilliant starlike white lights of Mrs. Riggs, and the 
luminous effulgence which was frequently seen hanging over the head of the 
Polish medium, Markowitz 

But m no case is the production of red light mentioned, and in every in- 
stance this spontaneous production of light is in the presence of a medium 

In the case of Markowitz, for instance, I find on referring to him 

Following the appearance of the effulgence, usually came the materializa- 
tion Sometimes there emerged from between the curtains of the cabinet, 
while the medium was in sight and securely held, a large white face ; again 
it would be a small hand and arm which apparently came, not from between 
the curtains , but through the material itself. 

But this is no field of conjecture for a man about to go to bed My nerves 
are not at their best, anyhow, and m spite of myself, I find that from behind 
the shght breeze which is waving my curtains, I am expecting somet ling ex- 
tremely unpleasant to appear. 

July igth 

A sudden and terrifying storm outside Above the howling of the wind I can 
hear the surf beating against the shore Halhday reports, over the telephone, 
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that the float is in danger and that the 1 unway has biokcn loose. But iliac 
is nothing to do I have just been out, and I do nol propose lo he soaked again. 

(Note: The appioach of the storm had made Jane very ncivous, and I had 
driven m to Doctor Haywaid’s for a sleeping-medicine for her ) 

Jock is as had as Jane, and should have a narcotic, alsol lie is moving un- 
easily from place to place, now and then emitting a dismal howl, and Claia is 
sitting forlornly at the foot of the staiicasc, under the impression that it is 
the only place free from metal m the house, and thus less likely to attract the 
lightning. 

It is indeed a night for dark deeds. And foi daik thought. 

I wonder if I have any justification for my suspicions? Why should II nj'- 
ward, preparing to go out to an obstetnc ease, start me along a new and 
probably unjustified line of thought? Surely, of all men in the world, he 
lias the best light to carry ether. I must be careful not to do as Giccnough 
has done, allow my necessity for finding the guilty man to run away with my 
judgment 

And yet, m spite of myself, I cannot help feeling that Hayward fulfills 
many of the rcqunements. He alone, of all the people hereabout, is free 
to move about the country at night without suspicion. He knew Uncle Horace 
“as well as anybody.” He is— and God foigivc me if I am wrong— enough of 
a sailor to know and use the half hitch. 

There arc other points, also He is about my age, if anything oldci, but lie 
is a muscular man. And he is, like all general practitioners m the country* by 
way of being a suigcon, also. He would know how to find the iiigular vein of 
a sheep 

I have reread this. Possibly Giccnough is light, after all, and I am a trifle 
mad. For why sheep? Sheep and a stone altar! And only an hour or so ago 
lie was saying to me, m his professional voice, “Tell her to take plenty of 
water with it, and not to be impatient. These things take an hour 01 so to 
get m their work ” 


In all earnestness I appeal Lo you io considei the enoimity of the idea, 
wrote poor old Horace, more than a year ago. But while killing sheep is 
unpleasant, even sad, llieic is no particular enormity m it I pass by a leg 
o springtime lamb without considering that a tragedy lies behind it The 
murder of Carroway, too, cannot come under the strictures of that lcttci; 
it was done as a matter of piotection, 

° f all , t0 r U J e p ? ssiblllties suggested by the letter comes the attack 
SVmhnl nn V nd ^ ^ S ^ MCr Clkl Ulal > wll 5' noi have put lllS devilish 
strike? n 1C Car Unn ^ ^ ia ^ S1 ^ cn ^ 11C ^ C a mi fc before he prepared to 


Why have crept m later and done it? 

examined?! "rw'r “ ’T ° SS to U,e car - Giccnough lmd 

W™ ,t the , n f i” f °. nC ; aCCOrdme 10 C,ara ' nnd there some time. 
,J S 't; th , cn ’ thc doctor's typewriter which wiote the cipher over which 
Ilalliday has been puzzling? The GeLTr K 2 S? 1 
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July zoth 

Maggie Morrison disappeared last night, disappeared as completely as 
though she had been wiped from the face of the earth by the storm. 

Livingstone telephoned me the facts at seven tins morning, and Halhday 
and I took the car and went over. We have been out with the searching party 
all day, but without result. 

After luncheon }oung Gordon joined us, sent by Mr. Bethel, who had not 
heard the news until that hour. It was all we three could do to keep Edith 
from starting out, also, but it was not work for a woman 

Tonight the search is still going on Starr has sworn m more deputies, and 
the entire countryside is aroused. 

Jane has been ill all day, and has kept her bed. 


July zist 

No trace of the unfortunate girl tonight, and all hope of finding her alive 
is slowly being abandoned. 

I can now record such facts as we know, relative to the mystery 
The girl went m to Oakville yesterday to do some shopping, and remained 
for dinner with Thomas and his wife In spite of Thomas's prophecy of a 
storm she insisted on staying over for a moving picture, and it was therefore 
ten-thirty when, alone m the farm truck, she started out of town 
Nothing more is known of her movements, save that she got as far as 
tlie Hilbum Road, about two hundred yards beyond the Livmgstones' gate 
The truck was found there yesterday morning at daylight by an early laborer 
on the Morrison farm, who, however, thought that she had abandoned it 
there during the storm the night before, and neglected to report it. 

At the farmhouse itself there was no uneasiness, as the family supposed 
the girl had remained in town. But when the hour came for her to start 
out with her milk delivery, and she had not arrived, inquiries were set on 
foot 

The truck shows no signs of any struggle, and that robbery was not the 
motive of whatever has happened is shown by the fact that the missing girl s 
pocketbook was found behind the seat of the truck, where she usually placed 
it 

Greenough and the sheriff were on the ground when we got there, as well 
as a small knot of country folk, kept at a distance by a deputy or two, and al- 
ready a small posse, hastily recruited, was beating the woods near by Such 
clues as there may have been, however, had been obliterated by the storm 
There is no trace of the dreaded symbol m chalk 

Halhday has reconstructed the story, m view of his own experience 
“The fellow was waiting,” he said, “and hailed her, as he hailed me He 
knew nobody would pass a man caught out m a storm like that He got m, 
and of course she hadn't a chance m the world ” 

He does not therefore agree with the general conviction, that we are deal- 
ing with a sexual crime And that word general does not include all of the 
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population, there are many, I understand, among the mote ignount v ho 
have put together the almost uncanny wolcncc of tlic elements that nmhU 
a night indeed for demons, and the complete disappearance of the unfortu- 
nate girl, and are building out of it and their own superstitious fears a theory 
that the girl’s body will never be found, that she has been, indeed, spirited 
away. 

It has its elements of strangeness, at that Possibly fi\e hundred men and 
boys have been searching steadily since yesterdaj morning, the brick coun- 
try, where it happened, is fairly open, the sea, with its salt marshes, both 
of which would give unlimited opportunity for concealment, is fulh six miles 
by road from where the truck was found 

Much talk is going around as to a stor> from the lighthouse on the ex- 
treme tip of Robinson’s Point today. As is to be expected, the superstitious 
are making considerable capital of it And I mjsclf am not disposed to dis- 
miss it without considerable thought 
The story is as follows 

On the night of the tragedy, a flying night bird of some sort broke one of 
those windows of the lighthouse which protect the light itself The keeper and 
the second keeper repaired it as best they could, but the terrific gusts of the 
wind made them uneasy, and they remained on watch 

(Note In lighthouses of a certain type there is a small aperture, running 
down through the successive floors of the building, and through which, as 
the light revolves, the weights of the clockwork mechanism of the lamp 
slowly descend. 


It should also be said that the Robinson’s Point light is a red flash, tuned 
at ten seconds ) 

They sat, high m the air, m the room just beneath the light, now and 

then glancing up to see that all was well The storm increased m violence, 

and as the sea came up the surf beat on the rocks below with a crashing 

only equaled by the thunder itself As is usual m the high tide of the full 

11°™’ 6 ,° W , P ? rtl ° T n tke P omt to landward, and the keepers' houses, 

mm n Ln!!!J e i, S led L b0at l 10USe ’ 3nd 011 St0iage t3nk Were S00n cut off from the 
mainland by a strip of angry ocean 

achiallv^l^ SS> Were , com ^ orta ^^ e enough, and the underkeeper had 

the stomi I^w? deVCI ? °L clock ’ when there came a sudden lull in 

Abo" ? th3t , time ' whlch 1 wel1 remember, when there came one 

to^seo^Te?? qU T mg PaUSeS m ^ attack whldl ^em. not a 
and sky for one fin ^ % T* enn f togetker a h the powders of wand, sea, 

tower tfe Ward ’ * e hghtkee P er > heard something below m tire 

Stnp of tide, and no boat could have landed°th 46 b >’ a 
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Neither one of them moved or spoke, but the keeper remembers that, as 
the steps came on inexorably, a cold air began to eddy around the small 
circular room, and that he looked up at the red light apprehensively. 

The act, one sees, was the habit of a lifetime Even then, with his body 
fairly frozen with terror of what was on the staircase, he looked up. 

At the top of the second flight the steps paused, and both keepers drew 
a breath Then they heard a small dry cough, and the steps recommenced 
on the third level 

Up and up. The stairs curved round the inside wall of the tower, and they 
knew they would not see what was climbing until it was fairly on them 
They sat there, their eyes glued to the door, and heard the steps coming 
up the last round Whatever it was, it was on them It reached the top, and 
the next step would bnng it into view. 

Then the storm burst again, in an explosion that fairly set the tower 
rocking, and simultaneously the electric lights m the room went out 

It was then that the assistant keeper swears that something touched him, 
something cold, but there seems to be no doubt, whether that is true or 
not, that the whole room was filled with a cold eddying wind referred to 
before 

I prefer to trust the head keeper’s statement. Ward is an unemotional 
type, and this is what he says 

“I was scared enough, but when the lights went out I looked up at t ie 
lamp It’s an oil burner, and it was all right Old Faithful, we call it We , 
you have to understand that we weren’t entirely m the dark, even then, 
some of the red light from above came down, and I could see where Jim 
was standing I couldn’t see him, y’understand, but I could see where he 
was And there was a third party m the room, over near the stair door 
That is, he was there one minute, the next he was gone 

They did not make an immediate investigation True to ^ their type, ey 
ran up and inspected the lamp, but it was sitting pretty, as ar sajs 
They had candles, for it was not unusual for storms to put the a 'vi e ig 1 
company out of service, and keeping close together they went down tliroug i 
the successive floors of the tower They found nothing, and the ou er oor 

was still closed and bolted . . f 

In view of so detailed and corroborative a statement, the na supp 


my early skepticism has had a severe blow , 

What would be the change, should we enter another world, with the 
faculties we have now, but no limitations m their use 7 For a er a , 1 
the brain that sees, and the human eye is only a faulty window, wine 
shows us but a tmy portion of the universe, the ear hears on y a mo icum 
of sound To carry with us that strange thing of which the ram is on y an 
instrument for our poor physical use, and thus to hear all things, see a 

things, perhaps even know all things . 

And thus equipped with limitless faculties, who woul are o ea' 
the emotions? To sorrow, then, to love, even perhaps to hate And who shall 
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laugh at the poor ghost who, browing and sndtnnq all things, miles its 
despeiate attempt to avert a w iclcdncss? To tonuy, thioucli 1 ' 

mantle of the flesh, a knowledge that is not convcvable i o stand in, nnm 
mg its pale amorphous hands, while crimes go on and unnet css ny wrctchu 

ness inhabits the earth? . , 

Nothing bodily accounts for personality Back of c\ err thing plivsical. and 

greater than anything physical, is the mind And mind is not an attribute ot 
matter 


]uly 22 nd 

The body has not been found, and the sheriff has raised the regard to 
thousand dollars. This with Livingstone’s original fnc hundred for the sheep 
killer, which is to go to the finder of the murderer as being m all prob ibilitv 
the same individual, raises the reward to fifty-fir c hundred dollars. 

Today, however, certain information acquired by Halbday lias shifted the 
scene of tlic search to the salt marshes and the bay, and tonight, ns I glance 
from my window 7 I can see lanterns moung m the marsh beyond tbe mam 
house, and up and dow 7 n the shore Jane has made coffee, and those of the 
searchers who come up this way from the beach hare been stopping m 
Every bit of woodland m the county, according to the sheriff, has been 
beaten without icsult, and tomorrow they rvill drag the bar’ 

We get a curious reaction from the men who are searching The police, of 
course, see m it nothing unusual, and are prosecuting the ease with rigor. 
But the fishermen, always a superstitious crorvd, seem to me only halfhearted 
m the search. 

The story from the lighthouse has convinced them once more of the 
diabolical nature of whatever is at w 7 ork among us, and there is current also a 
tale from some passing motorist that the red lamp was burning m the mam 
house at midnight the night of the 19th 

Coming up from oui salt marsh, there is more than one who has made a 
wide detour to avoid the other house. 

Halliday’s discovery, made today, is as follows He calculated just liow r far 
the truck would have to go after it was hailed, before it stopped, and went 
back to that point, which w 7 as not far from the entrance to the Livingstone 
drive Already the crowd of searchers and sensation hunters had pretty w 7 ell 
estroyed any clue that might have been left, but about twenty j'ards from 
the gates he found marks m the mud indicating that, not only had the 
truck been backed to that point, but it had been turned there and headed 
track toward Oakville and the bay 

Just where it left the road again, if at all, is a question I believe Halliday 
has taken a scraping from the wheels and proposes to have it analvzed He 
nnds something suspicious m it I cannot say what 

I have spent today reoigamzmg my household. None of the women, m- 

y** Clara? are t0 l eave * after unaccompanied, and although 

10 entrance into any house has yet been attempted, Halliday and I have 
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spent the late afternoon tightening window locks and adding new bolts where 

thev are necessary , . 

I took advantage of the opportunity to tell Halliday my suspicions about 

the doctor He was so astonished that he let go of the window sash, dropping 
it on my fingers 

“The doctor!” he said “Never m this world, skipper 
And when I had put forth all my evidence he was still skeptical 
“I admit, of course, that the weight of it is rather startling, e s “ * ow y 
“Rut It wasn't the doctor I picked up I’d know him, even m the dark 
““so certxujTofthat, HalJay But I think Maggie Mornson would 

have ” 

“That I don't believe she would have stopped that truck f ° r a ^ 

one she didn't know. You have to consider the character of 

as timid as a rabbit about some things. Supers ’ particular reason 
have gone by, after your experience, unless s e a possibly by the 

for stopping And I still think she recognize 1 ; j » 

lightning, which was practically mcessant an so s PP - {or 

‘You're right m one tiling, probably, he said. Mie nan 

stopping” ^ the house m the evening, 

Edith has been recalcitrant about not leaving tiie 

but has finally agreed to it. budded down to it yet ” 

“I can write,” she says resignedly. I h dreams of opulence are 

But nothing is more clear than that Edith toews o ^ 

slowly fading. Her article on “The Beac a o who 

to her, and tiie Mornson mystery is being * 

are doing it as a part of the f y,s ^' t an d °^sume7work on her tapestry, 
Jane has entirely recovered and ^ as J d to dme at the Living- 

with us a barometer of normality She has 

stones' tonight, not particularly to my de igi • , " and let's have a 

“Come over and dme ” Mrs Livingstone telephon , 
little bridge I've had the horrors for three ajs. evening 

“You don’t object to my wearing my revolver, as a part 

outfit? ” „ P -hnn^e has been turned into an 

“Everybody’s doing it,” she said Tins 

arsenal ” r1 omg to turn down mv 

But m the midst of death we are m i ’ , t d ] e t out a series 

bed last night, saw two feet projecting from beneath it, 

of wild shneks. . . 1rr a.^rded for a pan of dr\ 

Needless to say, they were my boots, has 3 

ones. _ £ or a final professional 

Later Doctor Hayward stopped m this evening lcttcr X wn> 

visit to Jane, and on an impulse I showe 11 retensc of reading it a 

he mistaken, but it seemed to me that, 
second time, he was playing for time 

f -xii 1 



. "What do you nuke 


"Curious!" lie said, when lie passed ii back to me 


°I it?” . . , . n 

“The last pail o£ il is fairly cle.u. Tic was m danger, and knew it 

"But the rest of it?" he said “What does he say? The wickedness of the 

idea. What idea?” 

"You haven't any opinion on that, yourself? 

"No ” lie said slowly. "I can't say that I have " 

The tension, 01 whatevci it was, seemed to relax then. “As a mallei of 
fact," he said, “I thought it was addiesscd to me, when I commenced it. 
We’d had a long argument not long bcfoic his death, on euthanasia. 1 be- 
lieved in putting the unfit out of the woild, he didn t. But of com sc the 
end of it settles that " 


I-Ic laughed again, bit the end of a thumb, hesitated, and then got his hat 
"Dangeil” he said “And the policel No, that wasn’t foi me ” 

“And you still believe lie died of heart disease?” 

“It was lus licai l, all light,” lie said and, going out, climbed heavily into 
Ins car. He seemed absti acted, and made no reply to my good night. 

I can read mto this what I like His mannci was not that of a guilty man; 
on the otlici hand, it was not cntnely natiu.il, cilhci. He was both watchful 
and self-conscious. And I do not believe lie lead the lettei twice 
One of the evening ncwspapcis tonight punts a Photostat ic copy of the 
ciphci found in oui gaiagc, and offeis a pn/c foi its solution. 

Edith's memoiy is shown to have been faulty in only one particular The 
cipher, as published reads 


GcL'J’i, K 24. 


July 2 yd 

Mas. Livings'i one has given 111c something to think about. 

The dmnci went ofl vciy well. A tnflc too much food and seivicc, ac- 
cording to Jane, foi a meal en famille in the countiy. 

“One can see they have not always had money," says Jane, with the calm 
superiority of one who has never had it. 

But the bridge was nutating. It is always a mistake to scat font people at a 
table, and place cards bet 01c them when then nnnds aic full of anothci 
and totally diffcicnt matlci This I would deal and bid a spade, foi example, 
and wait patiently for Livingstone to soil Ins caids I11 the pause, convcisa- 

between the women would he going on. Finally Livingstone would say. 
Who dealt?” 

“I did," I lcply, as patiently as possible. "And bid a spade." 

"A heart," fiom him 
“You'll have to say two hcaits ” 

"All right,'' he assents reluctantly. “Two hcaits ” 

d lien we wail Mis Livingstone finishes what she is saying and picks up hci 
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“Let’s see/' she says, “did anybody do anything?” 

“I dealt/' I say, “and bid-” 

“It wasn't your deal, was it? I'm perfectly sure I dealt that last hand ” 
“We have the blue cards/' I explain “Now I have bid a spade, and Mr 
Livingstone has bid two hearts If you want to declare anything—” 

“I don't,” she says promptly, and starts laying out the dummy We re- 
strain her by mam force, and Jane looks bewildered 
“I’m afraid I'm a little mixed,” she says. “You bid two spades, Mr Living- 
stone?” 

After two hours of that sort of thing last night I was ready to go out and 
bite a hole m one of the porch pillars But Jane at that point tactfully ended 
the game and saved my reason 

Nevertheless, the evening was not without a peculiar interest of its own 
While Mr. Livingstone took Jane to see his hothouses I had a few moments 
alone with his wife, and I received what is to me a new angle on the whole 
mysterious business 

We were m the library, and I was wandering around looking at Living- 
stone's books. They were the usual uncut editions a man thinks he should 
have on his shelves, but reserves for his old age to read, Darwin, Huxley, 
and Haeckel, De Maupassant (m English), Tennyson, Wordsworth, and 
Shelley, and, of course, Emerson, among others 

In one corner, however, was a large and well-worn collection of oo r s o 
an entirely different character They were, as a matter of fact, oo 'S on 
psychic subjects, and as I glanced up from them Mrs Livingstone was wa c i- 

mg me gravely. „ T , „ 

“If you do not know what you believe on these matters, sai , you 

must certainly know the opinions of others ” , , 

“And you?” she said “Are you still a cynic? A carrion crow? 1 turned 

and faced her 

“I don’t know what I am ” 

“Ah I You have heard the lighthouse story? ’ 

“Yes ” 

She said nothing for a moment, then What about your new 
Your Mr. Bethel? Has he made any complaint?’ „ 

“Not yet As a matter of fact I have talked to him only once 


“Mostly about hot water and a beef cube/’ I admitted n , 

m which the house faces He struck me as an extremely im a e an 
type ” T 

“‘Irritable and material/” she repeated thoughtfully^ “And 5 el I suppose 

you know they are saying that he is using the red lamp , 

“The red lamp is locked away So far as I know, he docsn t cicn su pec 

its existence” 


Eor some reason or other that puzzled her 
But it's been seen burning,” she protested, after a b an p use 
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"It is locked in a closet on the uppci flooi, Mis. Livingstone, and 1 have 
the key. What is more, I heard that stoiy some time ago, and investigated. 
So far as I can tell, it has not been disluibcd since I pul il there. Of com sc, 
he may have biought another similar lamp, but that’s going mthei iai, 

isn't it?" 

"Annie Cochran would know." 

"I’ll ask her, if you like. But piivalcly, I believe that if she so much as 
saw such a lamp, she would urn slnicking fiom the place." 

She picked up some knitting at hci elbow and woikcd at it thought fully. 
"You have changed since I last talked to you,’ she said at last. What 
has brought about that change, Mi. Boiler?" 

"A good bit lias happened since then " 

Slic looked up at me scaicbmgly. 

"Including the lighthouse." 

“Including the lighthouse," I agiccd, soberly. It was then she pul down 


her knitting. 

"Why has lie come back?" she asked, watching me intently. "Why is he 
cai lli-bound? Have you no idea?" 

"I haven’t an idea what you mean by c, nth-bound." 

"Just what I appeal to mean, and you know it,” she said. 

But aflci a moment, during which she continued hci cmiously searching 
gaze at me, she picked up hci woik again, with a smile. 

"There is always a reason," she said. "You can laugh if you like; Liv docs. 
But I know what I know. There is always a icason when they come back 
like this. A very good reason." 

But beyond that she refused to go. Whether she has an inkling of this 
"icason” to which she attributes wlial she refcis to as Ins "coming back" 1 
have no idea. 

The conversation, as 1 lccoid it, seems ns cxtiaoidinaiy ns the entno situa- 
tion, two intelligent people, a man and a woman, discussing the jclimi of a 
spint to earth, much as they might that of a friend fiom Km ope. 

"What biought him back?” 

"Goodness knowsl Some soil of business, perhaps.” 

Some of the humoi of the thing occurred to me on the way home and, 
with no disicspccl, I chuckled. 

“What in the woild arc you laughing at?” Jane demanded. 

"Sheer relief that that’s over,” I said. 

It was then that Jane made the lcmaik about the Livingstoncs not always 
navmg had money 


T 7 J 

Tin: •iruck , accoulmg to M.ill.day’s analyse had been dnvon llnongh hew 
leaf mold. But a second drenching ram tow.ud morning, and still continum 
Cscouraces him. Into the bargain, the ca.s of scaichcs and summci tom is 
alike have made it practically impossible to identify any tiail. 
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He has given his information and the result of the report to Greenough, 
but that gentleman appears to think he requires no assistance 

“If you amateurs would keep out,” he grumbled, “we would get some- 
where with tins case. Some day one of you is going to be missing, and I’ll 
have more trouble on my hands ” 

From which one may gather that Mr Greenough feels that we are not 
through with the situation 

Greenough himself is frankly puzzled Whether his espionage of me as- 
sures him that my single excursion the night of the tragedy was to Doctor 
Hayward’s office and back again, or whether he believes that this new 
catastrophe bears no relation to the sheep-killing, I do not know 
But the fact remains that, when we met today, he showed me more 
civility than he has shown m our casual encounters recently But I have 
reason to believe that I am still being carefully watched, especially at night, 
and that his vigilance has increased since the loss of my fountain pen 
He has, m his mind, definitely connected me with Carroway and it is, 
I dare say, only needed to establish some connection between this recent 
mystery and the ones that have preceded it, to set him at my heels again 
As a matter of fact, until the body is found or some such connection is 
established, he has no case m law against anybody, according ^to Halhday 
“There can be no murder without a body,” says Halhday The law of 
corpus delicti, you know He either has to find the Mornson girl, or failing 
that, pm his case to Carroway ” 

He (Halhday) and Edith have taken the car and gone out this evening 
Jane is very uneasy, but I feel that they will be safe enough 
The best time to travel is immediately after a railroad accident 


July 25th 

And now where are we 7 . , 0 

We can no longer doubt that the same hand which throttled Gairowaj 
and attacked Halhday, has brought about the disappearance and almost cer- 
tain murder of Maggie Morrison , 

Halhday knows it Edith knows it I know it But what use are we o ma ^ 
of our knowledge? What effect, for instance, will it have on my own serio- 
comic position? Could Greenough arrest me on suspicion 7 Although mi 1- 
< 3 ay laughs at that, he is, I think, a trifle uncertain He feels, as I do, that 
before long Greenough will have to satisfy the public by an arres o som 
sort, and that I am the only person against whom he has t le s 1a w 
case 

We held a three-cornered conference at the boathouse tins afternoon, 
while Jane slept after luncheon, and for the first time - 11 ^ as 
fully mto our confidence She went a trifle pale, but she slippe a lan 

mine as a vote of confidence , , , . 

You,” she said, “the gentlest soul on earth, hiding a ni e un r 
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float there, and going out at night m a boat to kill somebo y VA } 
can’t even row a boat properly 1” 

The small laugh which followed helped us all . 

What developed last night is as follows* Halliday got out of the car at the 
spot where the truck was found, and had Edith go back and approach slowly, 
along the road from town Approximately, the conditions were the same 
as those of the night of the disappearance, save that no ram was falling 

Halliday, it appears, was searching for that spot, back among the trees, 
where the unknown had waited, secure from observation but still able to see 
the truck’s lights far enough away to be able to run out and hail it before it 


had passed 

After two or three experiments he found the proper location, and there 
commenced a sort of intensive search with the pocket flash, with Edith m 
the car, to warn him of any approach, and the lights out. 

(Note Perhaps it is well to record here a conversation with Halliday, 
which took place a day or so before 

In that, I recall, he stated that the first man who takes a case blazes the 
trail for any others who may come after The situation more or less crystallizes 
under his handling of it This he claims is the weakness of the French 
system which follows one direction until it ends m a blind alley, before it 
takes up another, and the strength of Scotland Yard, where into a central 
office is brought from varying sources all collectible material, which is there 
assorted and clarified 

“Greenough’s mistake here,” he said, “is that he has directed all his efforts 
toward finding the body, under the impression that that will yield the neces- 
sary clues That’s all well enough, but time is going by, has gone by, and he 
has nobody And m the meantime ram is wiping out some possible clues, and 
the murderer himself is free to pick up the others ” 

He insisted that there would be clues, of one sort or another 
“There is no such thing as a perfect crime,” he said, “and of course the 
general idea that a clue is some mysterious phenomenon which it requires 
superhuman powers to understand, is all bosh. Clues are practically always 
trivial, because it is only the trivial things the criminal overlooks. He takes 
care of the big ones ” 

It may be as well to add, too, that the reason he did not make this investi- 
gation earlier was that, until the search shifted to the sea and the marshes, 
the wcmity where the truck was found was still the focal point, and was 
rarely without its constable, or its group of cunous onlookers ) 

Not under the tree he had selected, but perhaps a dozen feet away from 
it, he found, well trampled into the ground, a small screw cap, made of 
tin; exactly similar, he tells me, to those used on the cans of certain makes 
of ether, and underneath which there is a cork 

“In my rase, he was unlucky,” he explains “He went through the same 
procedure, and took the cap off before he hailed me, but the cork came out 

iiP linn nrHf m- lunlr Tool- ~ ** 
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As to his discovery of the murderer's infernal symbol, he is more reticent 
He had some sort of a “hunch" to examine the trees themselves, he says 
simply. 

“What do you mean by a 'hunch'?” 

“I don't know Just an idea, I suppose ” 

“You thought there might be something on a tree?” 

“I don't know that I thought about it at all, skipper I just turned the 
flash up, and there it was ” 

Perhaps I am wrong, but his explanation does not quite satisfy me, nor, 
I think, does it satisfy himself With all his keen intelligence he is strictly 
conventional, I think he believes it would somehow invalidate his manhood 
to confess that his “hunch” might have been a guidance by some unseen 
source. 

But the triangle enclosed m a circle was there, on a tree only thirty eet 
back from the road 


July 26th 

Annie Cochran says absolutely that there is neither a red lamp nor a red 

lantern m the other house 

I stopped her this morning and asked her 

The day has brought no developments m the Momson case, wnc las 
settled down more or less into a routine The searchers are ewer eaci a>, 
the fishermen have gone back to their nets and trawls, an 0 a y W1 P r 
ably see the last of the attempts to drag likely spots on the ay 
There are many now who'd believe that tins time ie a ” c 
shorter, and that the body, securely anchored to tire ooze at the bottom 

die bay, will not be uncovered by the lowest tide , 1 . 

But if the day has brought no developments outside, it has brought one 

rtt the morning mail returned to me *"**££2* 
office my letter of thanks to the young woman m a ’ ’ r- c(:)t]OU , ; 

which would puzzle me more, did I not suspect tire la y o 
name, for all her apparent frankness fliat on 

For another, Jane has at last unbosomed herself mvnntlv Rather 

the night of the nineteenth she saw Maggie Momson, c : am j „ had 

on die morning of the twentieth, for granted that she h* " ™ 
another of her curious psychic experiences, diere is a * ^ her usion 

here as marked as die interval between Uncle Horace s d 

of lum lying on the library floor. , fhr mrrht of 

Maggie Momson disappeared presumably at eleren 0 entieth 

the nineteenth, June’s vision occurred at three the morning of the iwcnt.cu 

m days, giving as an excuse tf.at she meant to look mcr tt mren 
clothing and bring back such as required mending 
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“I need a little attention of that sort myself,” I observed “I don’t mind 
competing with a tapestry— after all, that is art, and what am I to art?— but 
I resent competing with a younger and handsomer man.” 

She gave me the smile with which every wife greets an old familiar jocu- 
larity of every husband, and left me to my reading. 

When an hour, however, had gone by and she had not returned, I began 
to grow uneasy. Halhday, I knew, was out on the bay, and m such times as 
these any small deviation from the normal is upsetting. I started after her, 
therefore, and was startled not to find her m the living-quarters or on the 
veranda But when I called she answered from below, and going down I 
found her among the boats 1 

“Well!” I said. “And are you going fishing?” 

“I was just wandering about,” she said. “There’s another boat, isn’t there?” 
“Halhday’s out m it Why?” 

But she pretended not to hear me, and went up the steps again. Even 
then she made various excuses not to leave at once She went inside, and I 
could hear her straightening the small living-room When there was nothing 
more to do she came out again 

“I don’t think he has cooked a thing since it happened,” she said “Suppose 
we wait for him, and take him back to luncheon?” 

She is no actress, is Jane, and it began to dawn on me that she was de- 
termined to wait for Halhday’s return, and that she had one of her hidden 
reasons for it. It was there, sitting on the boathouse veranda, that she finally 
told lier story, which is detailed m the extreme 

S ' 1C Sa ,‘ d i °f M a Sg le ’s disappearance, that a 

it. w.lham h T 1 a mnS ’. an c d that 1 Was nervous - 1 felt queer— I can’t describe 

0 bed Z It r TL pre ”° mtl0n ’ 1 &wk ’ “yhow, I didn’t want to go 

powde’r” y ° U ‘ y ° U Started 0ff t0 Doctor Hayward’s for a 

You had meant deliberately to stay awake?” 

wink for fear somethin^ V. SOmedlmg tern ^ es me > an d I am afraid even to 
“Edith was Zfat fn ?r nS Whll t my ey6S are closed * Xt Ue that 
bad gone the storm began' to 'com” iT her r °° m ’ and after yOU 

around the windows downstairs and then’wf 1 , felt , q “f r , and l urn Py I went 
down to wait for you ” ' ° WGnt mto t ie hvmg-room and sat 

Let s see. What time was that?” 

yon ^ ” aybe a Tben-I hate to tell 

1 saldTgr^V “SoIe S ad m ’ C ^ f °° ,ISh thmgS « ^ dear,” 

m0mmt - -nt m there He sat and 
At the parlor organl What m the world-” 

At the parlor organ,” she said positively "Or , 

1 osiuveiy Or rather, above and b ehin d 
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it, where it sits across the comer And after a while, I thought I saw some- 
thing there ” 

“What sort of ‘something’’” 

“I can’t tell you,” she said, and shivered “That is it wasn’t really any- 
thing. It was like a mist I could ]ust tell there was something there, and 
then Jock lifted up his head and howled at it, and— I don’t even remember 
getting upstairs, William.” 

Now, so far, this runs fairly true to form, the usual strange combination 
of the grotesque— witness the parlor organ*— overstrained nerves due to the 
approach of an electrical storm, and Jock, absently staring at nothing at all 
and preparing to give the storm howl for howl 

It is the remainder of Jane’s story which seems worthy of consideration, 

m view of her previous average of hits 

She vent to sleep, sinking fathoms deep into unconsciousness, but at 
three o’clock she wakened, suddenly and fully, and sat up m her bed But 
she was not in a bed at all She was m a boat, and Maggie Morrison also 
was m it, lying at her feet. After a time— she has no idea how long— the vision 
faded, and she was still sitting up m her bed 

Such details as I can draw from her are as follows 
“Did you see Uncle Horace m the same way 7 ” 

“Wakening out of a sleep 7 Yes ” 

“Was there the same sort of light?” , , 

“Not a light exactly It doesn’t come from anywhere I can t describe it 

exactly, the things I see are luminous ” , , . , 

She has, however, her strict limitations, she speaks of a oa , u w 
it was quiet or m motion she has no idea, asked if she an ie gir were 
alone, she thinks not, but can give no reason for so thinking s ^ „ as , 
she believed the girl was dead, she says, “I felt that she was ea , aia 
qualifies that by adding, “Besides, I never have these visions un ess 
has died.” i 

This, like most broad statements, is an error, but m this case 
developments bear her out I myself believe that, if she saw i 

girl at all, she saw her dead, as she says np 

She saw no rope on the body or m the boat, and iere w 

injury on the girl , , Ao „ na 

“She looked very peaceful,” says Jane, and sets me to s iu .j iere 

On one point, however, she is entirely definite S e ^ „ s ^ e 

were pieces of cloth tied around the oarlocks of the boat Wh 
adds, as an afterthought 

“To^keep’the oars from making a noise,” says my Jane, who has been in a 

rowboat perhaps a half-dozen times m all her life! , , 

We sat on the veranda while Hall.day came so with the boat he had 
been out, I dare say, on some scouting business of his own, . *“> ]oc j. s 0 f 

sort of terror that by some unlucky chance we might 
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this very boat, wrapped with white cloth, “to keep the oars from making 
a noise.” But they showed no stigma of crime 
“Why,” I said to Jane, as Halhday tied his boat and came with Ins 
splendid stride up the runway, “why did you come down here to look at 
our boats, my dear?” 

She showed a faint distress. 

“I don’t know, William I just had a feeling that I had to come ” 

I have not asked her why she has suppressed this experience for so long 
Carrying it down with her to pour my breakfast coffee, going with it through 
the day, and at night mounting the stairs with it and so to bed Brushing 
her hair meticulously, and settling Jock for the night, going m to kiss Edith 
and tuck her into her fresh white bed, and then closing her door and shutting 
herself away with it for the night. And always with the guilty feeling that 
she was withholding that which should be known. 

For she no more doubts that Maggie Morrison was killed and thrown 
into the sea from a boat with muffled oarlocks, than she doubts her own 
existence But coupled with that certainty has been her dread of possible 
publicity, and that ever present feeling of hers that whatever power she has 
is somehow shameful 
My poor Jane 


rp , , „ JUly 2’7tll 

Ihe BLOW has fallen again, and tins time almost at our very door. That 
it is not murder is not due to any lack of intention, but to weakness m 

r SP t nt " la , rge P ° rtl0n o£ tiie da > r m ur g»ig Edith and Jane 
to go back to town, but without result 

Not unless you go,” Jane said firmly, and Edith and I exchanged glances. 

oo^hon than h fn ’ eVentS have left me m a P^anous 

cipitate matters rv-V™ l ^ 4 lat any move on “S' P :lrl would only pre- 
an early arrest mn h n0U ^ 1 las glven ou ^ a statement to the reporters that 

1 d ° DOt - understand 

fact thaf Peter G°e^f mg haS Saved me ’ 80 far > has been tire single 

Halhday was attacked Sl °° P ^ and h ° Ur "’ hen 

To record last night’s strange affair m sequence 

and “ ’or gr0Wmg chrcnic with me lately, 

cxtrcmelT dark^I ^acerLlvirb Wen .^ downstairs and outside. The night was 

close to the Lodge, but gradually exte'"? 3 ° n ® idle c * nve > keeping at first 
to the darkness ’ n s ^ e P s as 1 grew accustomed 

ward the other house^Vhcanf some sort of m° CXtreme of my swmg to ‘ 
slopped to hsten It was a cautrousts 
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swung m among the trees and stood listening It was not repeated, however, 
and I turned to go back 

I had, however, lost my way, and for some brief time I floundered about 
At last I found the sundial, by sinking against it, and thus orienting myself, 
turned about and struck back toward the Lodge 

I had not gone ten feet before I heard the bell ringing 
(Note- A large bell on the kitchen porch of the mam house and used m 
times before the telephone was installed, to summon the gardener. It is rung 
by pulling a rope attached to it) 

It rang sharply twice and then abruptly stopped, and the sudden silence 
seemed somehow ominous, like the stillness after a shriek 
There were no lights m the mam house, and no further sounds came 
from it. I dare say at such times one does not think, one acts automatically. 
Someone has said, “With the spinal cord Not the bram ” I do not recall 
thinking at all, but I do recall trying to feel my way through the trees, and 
that I ran into one and was partially stunned for an instant 
The house was still completely dark and silent I felt my way with more 
caution, skirted the shrubbery, and at last found the railing leading up the 
steps to the kitchen Here I was on safer ground, and I crossed the small 
porch to the door with increased confidence, only to stumble over something 
and almost fall I knew at once what it was, and I felt suddenly ill, although 
my bram was as acbve as ever m my life. “In the pit of his stomach man ^ 
always a coward.” But I found some matches in my dressing-gown pocket 
and, striking one, bent over a figure lying prone at my feet It was young 
Gordon, unconscious and bleeding from a blow on the head, an secure y 
tied with a rope I was still stooping over him, fumbling for another mate , 
when a flashlight shone m my face, fairly blinding me It playe on me or a 
moment, and then on the boy stretched on the floor and now slightly moving 
“What’s happened?” said a voice from behind it, and wit re le rec g 

nized it as the doctor’s . , „ 

“He’s hurt," I said, rising dizzily “Struck on the head, I think ^ 

“Open the door there and turn on the lights I’ll carry nm m 
I did as he told me, being still somewhat unsteady, an as ie 
boy on the floor and straightened I was aware that his eyes, as 


on me, were hostile and suspicious , r- 

Immediately, however, he went to work on the boy, examining 
and then removing the rope , . t,-.-.. + n 

“He’s only stunned,” he said, and leaving him lying as e w , 
move about the room Just inside the door was the poker ron } , 

range, and this, with the rope, he laid aside carefully en ie \ 
side, and with his flash examined the bell , , 

Just where were you, Porter, when this happened? ie as 'e 
“In the grounds, by ihe sund.al I couldn’t sleep When I heard the bell 
I came on a run ” 

It was the boy who pulled the bell?” 
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“I haven't an idea ” 

He went back to his patient, and examined the wound in the scalp more 
carefully After that he dressed it, the boy by that time moving about and 
groaning, but still only partially conscious. I gave such help as I could, getting 
water and so on, and when the dressing w ; as done the doctor disappeared 
and returned with a cushion Keeping the boy supine, lie slipped it under 
his head. Then he straightened 

“You'd better notify the old man,” he said "1*11 stay here, if you don’t 
mind.” 

And from the look he gave me, I gathered that he had no intention of 
leaving me with the boy 

I made my way upstairs to the room over the den, and knocked for some 
time before I was heard. Then Mr. Bethel called out, startled, and I asked 
if I could come m I heard him making heavy work of getting out of bed, 
and finally he shot the bolt and, opening the door an inch or two, glared 
out at me 

“What the devil’s the matter?” 

Nothing serious, I said There's been a little trouble downstairs, and 
we thought you'd better be told ” 

“A fire*” 

Not a fire, I reassured him, and gave him a brief account of what had 
occurred. 


He was not particularly gracious, demanded to know what the boy was 
doing outside at that hour, and seemed to feel that, with a doctor already 
m the house his responsibility was ended. As there was actually nothing 
he could do, I helped him back to his bed and left him sitting on the side, 
an unpleasant but helpless figure 

As I went out he asked me to bring him a cup of hot water! 

h,m IrTr T C ?™ Clons when 1 went ba <* to the kitchen, stanng around 
him and particdariy concentrating on the doctor and myself He put his 
hand to his head and felt the bandage P 

“Where'd I get that?” he asked thickly 

“Now Gordon 1 ” and ^ le ^ octor put him mto a chair 

“T-r u 4 - ° h 3ld ' wbat ba PP en ed to you? Try and think ” 

He hrt me,” he said finally “The dirty devil!” 

Who hit you?” 

were able to secure a Lly conn “ted™’ ^ ° £ hlS maundenn 8 s we 

He glanced at n ™ "YouTre 5 righ T r l° f n01ses m his r00m 

= d tbe place bas an .^£25 j£ 

Ho had got up, and gone down to the htchen for someth.ng to eat 
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After that, reluctant to go up to his room again, he had wandered out onto 
the kitchen steps and sat there It was then that he heard someone stealthily 
approaching the house. 

He listened, and finally he heard a window of the old gun room next to 
the laundry being raised. He stared that way, and insists he saw a dark 
figure there The next moment it was gone, and he was certain there was 
someone in the house 

He had, apparently, turned to enter the house and head off the intruder, 
but was struck down m the doorway. On the matter of ringing the bell he 
was rather vague at first, not remembenng that he had done so, but later 
saying he had had his hand on the rope, when the blow came 
Hayward listened to this intently Then he turned to me 
“And you were where, Porter?” „ 

“By the sundial On the other side of it I had started toward home 
“Do you mean to say that, after that bell rang, this , man Gordon spea r s 

of had time to tie him and escape, before you got here? 

“I’ve told you the facts. It isn’t a simple matter to get here from the 


sundial, m the dark ” , 

I remembered the hot water then, and finding some m the tea 'e e c ari :ie 
it up to Mr. Bethel He showed me more civility this time inquired after 
the boy, and even offered his pocket flask, lying on his bedside table there 
was a revolver beside it, and he saw me glance at it and smile grim y 
“What with the sounds inside your house, and the things that are happ 

mg outside, I think it best to be prepared for anything , 

So, m spite of young Gordon’s prophecy, he, too, has een leaning 
In spite of the doctor’s attitude and my own fears, I canno see o 
a dispassionate examination of the evidence would really mvo \ e me 
Gordon saw a man enter the gun-room window, an was a J* 
the kitchen by that man It must be perfectly evident to Gm 
hearing the doctor’s story, that had I for any reason esire , j 

nefarious entrance into the house, I need not have resortc 
have keys to every door, and can produce them 1T1 _ 

Thomas, however, who seems to have his own me 10 s ^ not 

formation, today tells a fact which, m my ignorance of such m , bccn 
noticed last night He states that the doctor reports e °y o r0un d the 

hed m the same manner as poor Carroway, in two ia 11 half hitches 

wrists, a turn or two about the body and arms, and ending m 


at the ankles , . v-j u rrn i c ft 

The rope, it appears, was not brought for the P^ ose ’ } “ klto hcn, when 
lying on the top of Annie Cochran’s laundry basket m tl 
she went home last night . . *i icjr {o 

Later- Greenough and Doctor Hayvard ha\e driven P‘ J , urn ]j Crc 
the mam house I have telephoned to Halhday, and ie is 
I may need him 
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July zSlh. 

After all, things passed off yesterday better than I had hoped. The detec- 
tive concedes that, while in daylight it is a simple matter to reach the main 
house from the sundial, it is not an easy one at night. And I think he was 
puzzled when I said, “After all, the real mystery to me is how Doctor Hay- 
ward, who says he was passing on the mam road m his car, could reach the 
house so soon after I did ” 

“He had his car ” 

“But he didn’t drive m You left it outside the Lodge gates, doctor, didn't 
you?” 

“I didn’t know just where the bell was ringing.” 

“But you knew there was such a bell on the mam house Everyone around 
here knows that. Even at that, you made very good time I had only had 
time to light one match and see the boy, when you turned your flashlight on 


I imagine, and Halliday agrees with me, that whatever Greenough had m 
mind when he came, the new element thus introduced caused him to hesi- 
tate. And to add to his hesitation, the doctor, from the breezy unctuousness 
of his entrance, took to switching and gnawing his finger tips 

I don t suppose you are intimating that I knocked the boy down. Porter,” 
he said, but it sounds like it As a matter of fact, I didn’t even know him, 
never saw him, to my knowledge, until last night ” 

I m not intimating anything I’m m a peculiar position, that’s all And 
you have been considerably more than intimating that I was where I had no 
business to be last night I had, you see, exactly as much reason to be there 
as you had Rather more, I imagine ” 

I was, perhaps, a trifle excited, but heaven knows I had a right to be 
“I know what you have in your mind, Mr. Greenough, and I’m glad to 
ave this chance to lay my cards on the table Ask my wife why I was on the 
itoat the night Carroway was killed m the bay She’ll tell you I was m bed, 

r0us . ed m ® and , sent me down to the beach Ask Peter Getss 

the neknf ** ^ ^ * hen Ha May was attacked, he can tell you. Ask 

he mad 11? S P ° r ‘ er , who told here, about that culyert under 

excursion Jmm 1 3 , S Ca j overturned ’ an< t as t Halliday himself about our 

ask yourself ,f I u ’ 3nd V ° S “ g my founlam pen there And then 

rake an fi hlL b -T” 46 f 1 “' r00m wmdow of *e mam house to 
make an entrance when I have m this desk a Tcpv fn a •, » 

Greenough smiled dryly y CTery door “ the P kce ’ 

cuZr he "a,? “As 5 d lT!’ C0 T deImg that you haren ’t been ae- 
ro? it :td A :: your ~ Mr - 

believes fh^madeTtecbcal eroT' And Yd* n0t S °’ that Halhday 
- I have given my defense t X LZ 
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that my list of witnesses is painfully weak, my wife, my niece’s fiancd, and 
Peter Geiss! 

And Peter Geiss, by local repute, is, like some of the weak sisters of the 
world, to be bought with a price 

Nevertheless, I feel a great sense of relief. I have at least made a hole 
m that web of circumstantial evidence which has seemed to be closing around 
me, and sent the detective scurrying back to the center of it again, to spin 
such new threads as he is able. 


July 29th. 

Today has been quiet Those constant reminders of the latest tragedy, the 
boats dragging the bay, have disappeared, and once more we see gay little 
picnic parties, chugging across the water to Robinson’s Point or thereabouts, 
laden with hampers and, I dare say, with flasks 
Edith came down to luncheon m her best pmk frock, with a hat to match, 
and made shameless eyes at me during that meal The cause of this sudden 
attention developed later, when she took the car— and Halhday— and went 
to the lighthouse Over the purpose behind this unexpected display of in- 
terest m our coast guard service she draws a discreet veil 
For the rest of the day, there is nothing to record Jane and I took a 
brief walk this afternoon, and noticed a man clearing the woods on Nyhe’s 
farm, across the road. We stopped and watched him for a time, and he 
seemed curiously inexpert at the job But perhaps I am too ready to suspect 
Greenough’s fine hand m everything I see 
I confess, however, to a certain unholy joy when Jock made a most un- 
gentlemanly attack on him, and was only called off with real difficulty. 

Young Gordon, although still confined to his room, is up and about again 
Today I asked Hayward, who had been to see him, if I might visit him, 
but he shook his head 

He is still m an excitable condition,” he said “Better give him a day or 
two more ” 

As, however, Annie Cochran reports him m excellent shape, although 
moody and irritable, I can only feel that the doctor has his own reasons for 
keeping me away from him At the same time, I must be careful not to 
allow suspicion to carry me too far Mr Bethel states flatly that the boy lias 
no idea of who attacked him and himself suggests Thomas! 

% talk with Mr Bethel last night was interesting and not without an 
unusual quality of its own He chose to be civil, and rather more than that 
1 felt that the alarm of my entrance once over, he not only greeted me with 
a sense of relief, but kept me as long as possible And he roiced something 
°f the sort before I left 

“My infirmity cuts me off from my kind," he said “I am dependent on {lie 
indulgence of others, and that is a poor tiling ” 

As it was the first time he had referred to his condition, I ventured to 



ask how he managed without Gordon It seemed to me ihat the small Hugh 
he gave was ironical. 

“Paid solicitude!” he said. “I can manage without it. J make heavy weather 
of it, but I manage.” My offer to assist lnm upsians before I left, however, 
met with a decided negative He was not going up yet; when he chd, it 
would be a slow pioccss, but he had done it the last night 01 so, “somehow.” 
My last impicssion of him is of a helpless and yet indefinably militant figuic 
in a dimly lighted room, sitting uptight in his chair, one withered hand 
palm upward, oil his knee, and the other not too far fiom the icvolvcr. 

I am puzzled over that picture, as I am over the one winch I saw from 
the terrace window, as I approached. He gave the same impicssion then 
as he did when I left, of a man waiting for something 

As I looked in at him, lie was facing tovvaid the hall and the dining-room 
door, directly across, with a concentration so gicat that my light tap at fust 
did not reach Ins cars. And during the cnliic conversation winch followed. 


every now and again I was conscious of a sudden abstraction on his pait, an 
intent listening, that made me nervous in spite of myself. 

But the conversation was both interesting and enlightening. He was, 
through the secretary and Annie Cochran, acquainted with tire general out- 
line of what has been going on, and even of the stones current about the 
house itself, especially as to the red lamp. 

“I dare say my statement that the icd lamp ,s locked awnv,” he said 

whimsically, would not greatly assist the situation. As I undeistjnd it, they 

would simply say that this was some further evidence of its abnormal 
powers. 


at nmhMn!? l!*® y0 "" g . G ' ° rdon - he has heard certain sounds m the house 

words. He has some TheoVof adirtu^nreifnidcc 1 '!”"' T T I™ 0 "’" 
undiscovered natural law, which I couldTot 

to find lnm' I l^ l miidi 8 ™Tto T Ure l a n0 T ed ' 1 l'™ ® tafic t1isconccrtcd 
theology had given birth to the wide ore id bel n^T”’ • ll “ l prCSCnl 
He went even further, and classed fho nrit b f J CV1 Spmls and 111 sorcery, 
the worship of sacred relics as fetishism. ° f 831015 aS P^cisxn, and 

which /have heafd lll0S ?, Cmious scnsatlon; > 

synchronize re of lllc lwo sides of the brain to 

r - now an exploded 

I had the feel.,,* that snmeh " b ? ,u fun «>ons at all ) 

dimly lighted room“ and heard those ™ne' V ' Cr J T S ag0 ’ 1 bad sat m J 
same instinctive revolt from them. "' 0tds ' And lhat 1 had had the 

But the impicssion was fieetimr ami , 

coincide, he added that I must not £ , ^ T. 11 ’" 1 our views did not 

Del, eve that he disregarded the spuilual 

I 352 ] 



side of the individual, or of the universe And he quoted Virgil’s Spintus 
inter edit with a certain unction 

“Soul animating matter!” he said “It is a great thought, Mr. Porter And 
I have reached that time m life when what is to come is assuming more 
importance than that which has gone ” 

Then he dismissed the subject, and went back again to the local situation, 
this time taking up the crimes themselves He sees no necessary connection 
between the disappearance of Maggie Morrison and the tragedy of Carroway, 
and on this I did not enlighten him On his saying, however, that m my 
place he would not feel safe m keeping Jane and Edith here, I told him at 
some length of my own involvement, and this brought about a discussion of 
Greenough and his methods 

He smiled dryly over my account of the detective’s psychological attitude 
“Psychology,” he said, “the study of men and motives, is a science m itself 
With all due respect to the gentleman m question, I imagine that his chief 
psychological resource would be that portion of the third degree which con- 
sists m knocking a man unconscious, and then obtaining his confession before 
he has entirely recovered his senses I would rather trust your young friend 
at the boathouse At least he appears to be using a certain independence of 
thought ” 

He broke off there, as he had once or twice before, and seemed again to 
be listening But m a moment he picked up the talk again. The mention of 
unconsciousness had brought Gordon to my mmd, and his first words on 
recovering It was then that I inquired if the secretary had recognize , or 
thought he recognized, his assailant that night, and that Mr et e re 

plied m the negative , 

“At least,” he said, Hie has not said so to me But he is a queer boy, moody 
and sometimes sullen A good secretary, but an indifferent companion 
As to the strange affair of the attack on Gordon, he himse wi nme 
Cochran’s assistance, examined the gun room the next morning ie oc 
of the window was broken, but he fancied that was a matter o o s an 1 

He was having it repaired , „ . , 

The boy’s story seems to be borne out by the facts, ie sai 
were indications, as you probably know, that someone ha en ere 
window But what strikes me as strange is that whoever di so s i 
known his way so well Gordon says no light was turned on, ye 11 
Puts his hand on the only weapon about, the poker, without diflicu u 
turned and glanced at me “How long have you known Thomas, uie g< 
dener?” he asked , . ,, 

Too long to think he would do a thing like that, I sai 7 
^ “I dare say And, although I think Thomas w not fond of Gordon that 

would be carrying a distaste rather far, I imagine ,, <n 

He has no anxiety for himself, or at least so he said, I am pen « y 
certain For as I looked back from the terrace on mv vay out he . 
uiore facing toward the hall, and— I somehow felt— watching i 
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July 3 oth . 

I have today borrowed some of Mrs. Livingstone's books on psychic research, 
and intend to go into them thoroughly. If there is any proof m a mass of 
evidence, it is certainly here 

On the other hand, one must remember that the hope of survival is the 
strongest desire of the human heart. How many, if they felt that this life 
was all, would care to go on with it 7 

Analyzing my last night's experience, however, I can find nothing m my 
mind before I went to sleep, to account for it. I ate a light dinner, and spent 
the evening after Jane retired, with this journal. The night was quiet, and 
my last waking thought was concerning the woodcutter across the road, who 
seems so singularly inactive except when someone leaves the Lodge, or ap- 
pears at one of its windows. 

One thing I have traced, however. It is distinctly possible that the herbal, 
aromatic odor I noticed at the end of the experience was due to the leaves 
he collected yesterday, and which I find have smoldered throughout the night 

It was after midnight when, just as I was dozing off, Jane came to my door 
and asked me if I would mmd sleeping m her room. 

“I can fix you a bed on the couch,” she said, avoiding my eyes. “I'm nervous 
tonight, for some reason.” 

I went once > trailing my bedding with me, and while she prepared die 
couch I observed her. She was very white, and I saw that her hands were 

answer 2 ’ ^ ^ Ieiased my ° ffer of some brandy with her usual evasive 


I'm all right,” she said “I just don't like being alone ” 

had fullv rompT alm ° St a !: ° nc< ;' bbe one exhausted, but the change of beds 
no? w Wh n r ’ TTr’f £or SOme bme star ”g mt ° the darkness I do 

n i k l T ; *° have fte fee, “g that we were not alone 

in the room but I imagine fully half an hour had passed 

it something 'ofhon-nr Th T , sensahon o£ bem S stealthily watched, and with 

seemed to tug at my covenngsTnd the 1 "f nSld Wlth rt Tllen someth,ng 
floor Almost immediately Tier tTtT “““ent they had slid to the 

room, a curtain billowed over my facTandthe d °J T' ™ gh ^ 
open Tlien all was silpnf r y ■. ' and ^ door mto die hall swung 

How much of this today to alloVtTmv ne ^ ^ ^ hal1 

edly Jane’s nervousness had affected me pmT j n< J* bnow * Undoubt- 
has a tendency to slip from a couch I qually undou ktedly bedclothmg 
gale of wind would blow out a curtain a j quietly experimented today A 

On the other hand, lamas certain today aTlW f ^ d °° r 
recently, that I had bolted the door when^T ^ Certam of anytlim g 

bolted m the morning H 1 entered the «>om But it was not 

If I have indeed actually had a nsvchm PV n 0 

poseless Up to this time I have imagined co^pH-f' * SeGmS sm § ularly P ur ' 

nagined, correctly or not, that these mex- 
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phcable occurrences have had a concealed but definite objective, if such a 
phrase may be used But m tins case there is apparently nothing 

Otherwise the night was quiet, without new developments Greenough con- 
tinues his work, handicapped by the usual difficulty besetting a detective in 
the country, that his ever}’ move is known and watched. Jane herself wakened 
this morning, after a quiet sleep, and although she is languid, the present 
intense heat may easily account for that. 

We have had, however, a de\elopment of our own, and this from Edith! 
It appears that tins morning, seeing Doctor Hayward pass on his round of 
morning calls, she went to his office and, on his housekeeper reporting him 
out, asked permission to go into his office and there leave him a note 
“A note?” I inquired. “What sort of a note?” 

“Any sort of note,” said Edith “As it happens, I asked him to tea tomorrow. 
It was all I could think of ” 

But what she really did was to type a few lines on his typewriter, tear the 
paper out, and put it in the small vanity case which is as much a part o 

her as the nose she powders from it , 

(As a net result of which audacious performance Halliday now informs 

me that the cipher words were not written on the doctor s mac ine ) 

A careful comparison under a magnifying glass shows this so t a even 


can recognize it. So there we are again . 

If we are to believe that the chalk which marked my car was brought 
that paper, we must grant that the doctor did not mark t e car r ™ 
words, that our contraoffensive is not to be launched, as ye , an 
only course is to continue rather ignomimously m our trenc es. 


July list 

Haltjday has found the boat , , . n-. j av he 

At least he has found a boat which answers Jane s description y 

took me to see it _ - hcl u a mI j e 

It lies m the small creek which extends through tie m 
north of the boathouse, and just beyond Robinson s oi n , . g^ely 

(Note: This creek is really a narrow estuary from ie ay, ^ £ ee t 

overgrown and its entrance hidden by reeds, and is on y a W00c j_ 

In length At its upper end, where the boat lay, the swamp 
land commences Although on another estate, the woodland is 

The boat, evidently an old and abandoned one, gn very little, 
recent use. That is, although it contains some wa er, 
whereas, as Halliday says, after the recent rams it mig w nt their 

The oarlocks are wrapped with dmgy m 

being stolen, or the boat taken away, the oars ha Wlt j 1 his 

the marsh Halliday located them but left them as y ’ t or j a ter 
penknife he cut away a small bit of the muffling on die oa 
possible identification 
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During the search tor the Mwiron rut umUiV-k 
covered and examined, ihue ate imtncou 
effectually prevent any clue bung di uncud a so.r thus, 
cr> of an entirely scnwoithy bo it, m m> leumb a W h* n. 
house in sight and that at a considuibk rh Vmi, " m u 

It was in this boat, llalliday bduus, th.-l the t.nmk": fin * o t .tn Ui r 
from our slip the night Carroway discmtral him, and Shorn .t, t * 
later climbed into Carrowav’s launch and attar 1 t A bun 

Small wonder that the boy’s face <ct hard as he r unm-i i? 

Yet, for one must find some bmnor now id.iv or ro m f i, thu. 
thing humorous m the careful indirection by whalt vc rc u> o: d 
rather ostentatious preparations to go fislinv H dhd \ \ <k, ,n" 
and sinkers, and I hopclessh uituHed m coil- of hsu 

Later, we rowed across the has and anihntd L\ the v lie tk bio,. >'ht'e 
we fished assiduously for some time. Our approach to the i of tin < re' 
w'as therefore of a most desultory sort, but once .’mimd Kohnrmt' iYmt 
we abandoned caution and towed mpidlv 

The mouth of the creek was well closed v ith water vcuh, but ve po'io 
the boat through them and o\cr a shoal, into the duper v cter buond 1 inn 
with a look around, we settled to the oirs again 

Had Greenough been able to sec us, from start to fun'll, he wou’d ?, ist 
had some basis for his suspicions of me 

Whether Halliday’s later discos cry has any significance or not v.t arc 
not certain Believing that, on the night of the girl s murder she was trough t 
m the truck to the water front, and coupling this with the finding of the 
boat, he left me sheltered from observation m the woodland and started 
through it toward the mam road 

In a half hour or so he came back again, and reported tint he had found 
the track of wheels driven through the W'oods, and that m one place a barbed- 
wire fence had been taken dow'n and boards placed over it. to permit the 
passage of a car across it 

This is, I imagine, fairly presumptive evidence, although it brings us no 
nearer the identity of the criminal than w'e w ere before And it lias this 
disadvantage, that the villagers have ahvays exerted a right of pre-emption 
over the fallen timber m the w'oods hereabout, as I know to my' cost, and 
that the trail may be nothing more nor less than that of some thrifty in- 
dividual, seeking fuel for Ins cooking-stove 

One thing, however, may be valuable Edith, wdio know's a number of 
unsuspected housewifely things, insists that the strips which wrapped the 
oarlocks are of a fine grade of material 

Look for somebody,” she says, "who uses linen sheets on lus bed, and 
cloesn t care what they cost ” 

From winch I gather among other things, that our little Edith has been 
pricing the equipment of a home 

Tonight that old sea chest which in the boathouse holds on its top the 

[ 356] 



law books which were to occupy Hnlhday’s leisure this summer, and which 
so far seem to be used chief!) to hold open his doors on windy days— the old 
sea chest contains to date the four clues which are our sole ammunition m 
the putative expedition against Grecnough They are* 

(a) Half of a broken lens from a pair of eyeglasses. 

(b) A scrap of paper, containing a cryptic bit of typing in large and small 
letters 

(c) The small cap of an ether can 

(d) A fragment of white cloth 

Had it not been for Hallidaj ’s unv, ittingly placing a weapon in the enemy’s 
hands we should also have had. 

(e) A very sharp knife, with a plain wooden handle and a blade approx- 
imately six inches long 


August ist 

I ah now convinced that any attempt to solve these crimes by the discovery 
of an underl)mg motive is a mistake Nor will Greenough’s study of psy- 
chology help him here, unless he be expert m its psychopathic developments 
One cannot piece together into a rational whole the fragmentary impulses 
of a lunatic 

An incendiary fire was started beneath the boathouse last night, or rather 
toward morning. An assortment of what was apparently oil-soaked waste was 
placed m one of the pails from the sloop, and a candle lighted and placed m 
it Over this W'as laid such lumber as was left from the repair of the pier 
Had Halhday been asleep the entire building might have burned As it 
happened, he had been m the woods near where we found the boat, on a 
chance that its proprietor might pay it a visit He discovered the fire from 
some distance and, by hard running, reached it m time to extinguish it 
He notified Greenough early this morning, but that gentleman was ex 
tremely noncommittal He stood with Ins hands m his pockets, kicking over 
the ashes of the fire. 

^What’s the big idea, Mr. Halhday?” he inquired 
I don’t get that,” said Halhday, belligerently 

‘Don’t you?” said Greenough and, after kicking the ashes once more, took 

an un niffled departure , , 

The best we can make of that is that the detective believes the whole 

* ln g a clumsy but concerted plan, on Halliday’s part and f .'If 

kave endeavored to show that, although his watchers would be able to testny 
that I had not left the house last night, the unknown is still at work 
Nor can I entirely blame him for that Whoever built the fire knew that 
Halhday was out at the time But Halhday could not so state without betraying 
bis knowledge of the boat, a matter he wishes to keep to lnmself as long as 
Possible 

Small wonder that the detective, estimating from its charred remains the 
amount of lumber heaped over the flame, was skeptical 
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“You are a good sleeper, Mr Halliday!” lie obsmed 
A new month begins today, and, like Pepvs, it behomes me io l.i! e Uwl 
of myself. In spite of my best endeavors, some of my anxut} has ciept into 
this record during the last month; and not always anxiety for imsdf Alone, 
I could take off my coat and fight this thing out. but I am handicapped In 
Edith and Jane. 

Edith will not go and leave Halliday, Jane will not consider abandoning 
me here, although she has no idea of the true situation 
“If you want to go back to town,” she snjs, “I'll go. too, of course But if 
you are talking about staying here alone, for some silly reason, I won't e\en 


consider it. You wouldn't have a clean shirt, after the first week M 
But, even if I felt that no action would be precipitated b) the police, m 
case of such a move, I have a responsibility I cannot c\ade The icsponssbih 
lty to my tenant 

I have, by a reduced rent and an alluring advertisement, brought here an 
elderly paralytic and Ins young secretary And, c\adc the issue ns I maj, the 
fact lemams that the last two acts of violence have been on my property. 
From the beginning, indeed, the most casual survey of the situation shows 
me that Twin Hollows has been a sort of focal point It was on this propertx 
that Nylie saw the sheep killer hunt sanctuary, not on it, but adjacent to it 
is sti ndden the boat, and it was from my own float that lie fust escaped 

, r0 ?T~ y and later klllcd llim ’ li: was cvcn very possibly his flashlight 
ia a 1 ay saw, the night of Ins arrival when, finding the boathouse occu- 
pmd he worked Ins way through the salt marsh toward the sea. 

,f,!if 0r mr Cent:ly tllC radmS ° f hlS actmty has bccn ™rrowcd to the property 
: /r e secretar y sees him outside a window, lie enters the house and 

lidav’s r0m :TT ^ nd 3 ^ CW days blter ’ P° ssib] y having ovcisccn Hal- 
tt boaSr S ° at ' he attemptS t0 dnve h,m b >- «dlmg fire to 

Y ^ B f ld ‘° MnCel h,s t0 return him Ins 

money, entire, and relieve me of responsibility 

What would he say, I wonder? 


room LmYeW te H “A*” T* a fuglh '’ e torsion into Ja'nc’s 
himself he has achieved “Yg TnYwIdTuM" * 'VY In SP ' tC ° f 
somewhat the better for an unexpectedly athletic HYef t0 thC 

I findYen^YYere fs ^ythYg mft 112 ' 5 b °° kS ’ and 3 pretty l0t o£ nonsense 

expect to find ,t' ~ "“* we ^ 

nervous force which actuates the wi ^ hy not bettcr accept that tlie 

beyond the penphery of that body? y m3y? m certam individuals, extend 

Nevertheless, it is as well that I hmnrrXt- <• 

1 brought away from the other house the 
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book I found there on the desk, on Eugenia Riggs and ihe Oakville Phenom- 
ena. It is no reading for Mr Bethel, under the circumstances 

One finds, for instance, that the small paneled room which we call the den 
v.as used for her seances That paneling m itself sounds suspicious. But 
stopl It was not paneled at that time; I recall when poor old Horace found 
that oak paneling and gleefully installed it m what had been the old kitchen 
of the original farm house 

An investigation, made just now, lias supplemented my memory The pho- 
tograph (Note. Plate I, Eugenia Riggs and the Oakville Phenomena ) shows 
a plastered wall, and one or two crude water colors on it. Possibly the spirit 
paintings of the text. 

It also shows that the cabinet, so called, was not a cabinet at all, but a 
dark curtain on a heavy pole, which extends across a blank comer In the 
picture these curtains arc thrown back, showing a small stand on which are 
the stage properties of "George," a bell, a pan of something, a glass, and a 
small bunch of flowers On the floor, ready for lus ghostly hand, is a guitar 


The w r all is certainly plastered. 

An inset shows the pan, set on its edge to allow' photography, and wit t e 
title. Imprint of hand in putty. Notice lack of usual whorls and ridges u 
m spite of this rather militant caption, I find I am unimpressed Rather 
am I wondering whether somewhere m the background there was no a r 
Riggs, with a short, broad thumb and a bent little finger, who was not igno- 
rant of the lack of the usual whorls and ndges m a pair of rubber gloves 
But it is no book for Mr. Bethel Mrs Riggs meets Markowitz on his own 
ground and fairly beats him. True, he produces a broad face and an ar 
which comes through the soiled stuff of the curtain But s e oes a 
more, she shows, under very dim red light— and anyone who as ie 
by it knows how negligible that is— hands which may be touc e an 
The hand,” says one witness, "came out from the ca me an 
Ward me I could see no body, but the billowing of the curtain md 
some unearthly presence behind it I asked permission to ouc 
medium agreed, provided I did it without force. I then oo r 
held it for a perceptible moment, when it seemed to disso ve a 
from my grasp ” , 

One may be sure it dissolved awayl And that as speedi y as possi ~ 

But, considering that plastered wall, the entire evi once m . * ^ 

ered together, forms a surprising whole. One must ta to assis ted the 
R J ggs family provided there were two of them, or to w °^ j sma ii 

lady Especially since the windows were "shuttered and bdted and t small 

strings of bells, which would ring at the slightest touch, wer g 
them ” ,1 

One does not wonder, since Annie Cochran probably had a 
book, that she found her teakettle moved about, and ha 
shamelessly taken from her. 
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August 3rd. 

Halliday, who „ an eaily nser, hurst » on us Uus morn.ng at the brcahfast 
table, fairly bnsthng with « And how about a picn.c todaG 

Ginger ale and fried chicken, I to prov.dc the gmger afc “\ Vl l. 

“Sit down, man, and pull yourself togetlic , bright presently.” 

ham, fetch the aromatic spirits of ammonia. He null he all r g P 

“What do I receive for a piece of very cheering news? 

“Who’s to judge whether it’s cheering or n0 |* , , Bcnchlcy 

“Well, I leave it to all of you, he said Grcenou 0 g 
came over yesterday and threw him off the case oas > , c ‘ ou pin’t 

say at the post ofhee Thirteen days lie’s been fooling around, and 

^“H only he had stayed a little longer,” Edith said regretful, v. “and some- 
body had killed himl It’s rotten bad luck, that s all. seCj 

The conversation had little or no meaning for Jane ? “Surclv they 

puzzled by our excitement and unable to understand our relief 5 

have left somebody,” she said ‘We ought not to be 
Who knows when something will break out again and then wh 
“Where indeed?” said Halliday, and he and Edith two-stepped 
living-room, where Edith sat down at the organ and played execrably a 

bars of “Shall We Gather at the River?” „ 

“Latest song hit,” she called “Words and music here, twenty-five cci • 

“I think you are all a trifle mad,” Jane said, and went out to do her momi g 

ordering A + i 1P 

The move is a totally unexpected one Yesterday, as Halliday said tn 

sheriff came over to the hotel and was closeted for an hour or two wi 1 
Greenough A bellboy reports that, on carrying some cracked ice to the room, 
he found Greenough sitting morosely by a table, and Benchley at the window, 
staring out Half an hour later the sheriff left, passing out of the hotel withou 
so much as a nod to anyone, and within the hour Greenough was paying ns 
bill m the lobby and ordering a car to take him to the tram 

Our own relief is enormous, but there is much grumbling among the sum- 
mer folk as well as the natives Starr is the usual variety of small-town con- 
stable, and it seems extraordinary that the case should be left m his care It is, 
of course, possible that another man is to be sent m Greenough’s place, but 
if so we have no intimation of it 

Later Incredible, the rapidity with which news circulates here The im- 
mediate result of Greenougli’s departure has been rather to revive the interest 
m the situation than otherwise I dare say as long as the police were on the 
case the people more or less lay back and depended on them, now they are 
thrown once more onto their own resources, and a variety of opinions and 
even of clues are being exchanged at the central clearing-house, the post office 
Thus 

This morning the cows of a man named Vaughan w'ere found huddled 
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in a comer of the field, giving c\ery evidence of having been run to death 
during the night 

(To the common-sense suggestion of a dog being the culprit, pitying 
glances ^ 

A stranger three days ago tried to buy a large knife m the hardware store 
(Later shown to be the Livmgstones’ new butler seeking a carvmg-kmfe ) 
The second keeper at the lighthouse has resigned, declanng the tower is 

haunted . , , 

(This is true, so far as the resignation goes He has, it appears, asked to be 

transferred But Ward says there has been no repetition of the strange affair 

the night of the storm.) , .* 

A car driven recklessly and without lights has been seen vice near 1 

Hilbum Road, both times after midnight , . 

(There seems a certain authenticity m tins, the car, owever, s 
lights until fairly close to another car, when it shuts them o en ire 

may be, of course, some defect m the dimmers ) , T 

My own relief is beyond words Looking m my s lavingimrror ’ 
am startled at the change in me the last few weeks The Lears are coming 

out to dinner tonight. More power to them 

August 4th 

The party last night was a great success. Lear had brought me ^ 

of claret, and with candles on the table and six wmegtees hastily borrow^ 
from Annie Cochran at the mam house, we took on qui c ^ 

looked a trifle puzzled when, at Edith’s suggestion, she Hall.day, my 
self drank to “the absent one!” But otherwise all was we , Halhday 

We divided after the meal, Jane and Helena to fa k, E*«> and J 
for tlie boatliouse and a canoe, and Lear and lop 

Leads quiet face and general dependability, and t0 which 

fresh mmd on the conditions here, impelled me to tell my story, 

he listened without interruption. , c an d that the 

His opinion is that we have to do with a homicidal ^ 

sheep-killing was preliminary to the rest, “a P r0 P l ia 1 ' t] er explanation 

“Of course, I am no psychiatrist,” he said, ‘but what otn 

have you?” commit a senes of 

“None at all ” I admitted “Of course, if I meant ^ doubt j£ gny 

crimes, I might find it useful to establish xny msam are the same, 

]ury, once convinced that the murderer and the sue p 
would doubt his essential lunacy.” , vmre "the man who 

‘On the other hand,” Lear said, m his cold aca e a ] an ced He doesn't 
sets out to commit such a series of enmes as ™ present an entirely 

have to kill sheep to make a plea of that sort depend on it ” 

rational face to the world, but something has shpped, Y 1 

The supernatural angle of the case he put aside with a gestu 


r* x" T 


“I won't even argue it," he said “There may be something to it, Fm not 
denying that. But it’s not stuff to be meddled with, when the Lord means 
to open that veil He will do it. And I am no peeping Tom ” 

He said further that Helena has taken up the Ouija board, and sits for 
hours “with anyone she can entrap," getting absurd messages which sound 
well and mean nothing. 

“In your place," he said, “I would forget it. If you get really to the point 
where you think you have something, send for Cameron and let him look 
mto it. But keep out of it yourself, Porter. It's bad medicine." 

I took them to the eleven-o'clock tram, and have only just returned. But 
I think it would amuse Lear, m spite of his hands-off attitude, to know that 
as I drove mto the garage and shut off the lights and the engine, m the very 
act of getting out of the car I heard once more that peculiar dry cough, the 
famt, slow footfall, and smelled again that curious herbal odor which I shall, 
all the days of my life, associate with my Uncle Horace. 

So unexpected was it, coming on top of the happiest evening of the sum- 
mer, that I stood for a moment immovable Then I leaped from the terrifying 
darkness of the garage out mto the moonlight, and there confronted joung 
Cordon, standing outside and quietly smoking 
“Hello!” I said, when I could speak “Out again, I see " 

o.™? Pkce gets my goat >” he re Phed. “I guess Im jumpy, since the 

back 6 But^he refas'' d^ ^ as ^ ed him ^ * ie care d to sit down before starting 

7? ge V ldl f h l 5nds rve left tiie house >” said elegantly. 

secret! vamiKprl him toward the house, and seeing him 

that he was th l ° U 1°^ lmg ’ as ^ ed him what it was, whereupon he said 
that he was thinking of the way I had shot out of the garage 

Put something over on you there, didn’t I?” 

Lou startled me What do you mean?” 

rj? ^ - 

S f f , aga “ mt0 of Jns secret convulsions of north 
through 4“” H ’ e h8ba,0USe •” hC S3,d ” d ’ abruptly, struck off 


uie couan in the h n n» j ^ 

which he has complained m A ’ ^ SS0Ciates it witli the other sounds of 
it, and with irpcneded Or has he merely been told of 

with it? 3 0 mmor > been deliberately alarming me 

hcquL™ do b ffterd m Ja T img ’ acc ° rd ™g *» trad.hon the drsesmate 

liuntcr returns on hS’ck T ** ?‘ d ”° St M* 5 'our 

ancient time who bXS TT ^ ^ 

oea with candles seem to go on 
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perennially retiring to God knows what unearthly couch, with the same ever- 
lasting candle m their hands 

But to record, m all seriousness, the possibility that they carry with them, 
without the flesh, the weaknesses of that flesh, is beyond my power of 
credulity. 


August gth 

I returned the wineglasses to Annie Cochran this morning, and as a result 
have been attempting ever since to reconcile what she says with the facts as 
we know them 

Annie Cochran declared that young Gordon has been m the habit of slip- 
ping out of the house at night, that he commenced to do it shortly after his 
arrival, and has done it ever since, that, indeed, he was not sitting on the 
kitchen steps before he was attacked, but had been out m the car, and was 
trying to get back into the house. 

She also believes that Mr. Bethel suspects it, and has been on the alert. 


especially since the night of the attack 

“There's been bad blood between them, ever since that night, she said 
“They talk a bit when I’m m the dmmg-room, but once I m out of it, they re 
glum as oysters ” 

She also suspects Mr Bethel of being afraid of Gordon On the nights 
when she assisted him upstairs, while the secretary was still invalided, s le 
always heard him bolt his door as soon as he was inside. 

“And the nights he stayed down,” she added, he had me bring own 
that revolver of his. He laid it to the fellow who got m by the gun-room 


window, but Tve got my own ideas about it ” . , 

Her reasons for not telling the detective are peculiarly feminine He Had 
antagonized her earlier by some highhanded method of his own, an ie was 

getting paid for finding things out I wasn’t ” , » 

But her other reason is curious, and shows a depth of loya ty o me v 


s unexpected and rather touching , . r „ j 

“I didn’t see the use of dragging this place m, she says s &° 
enough name already And there’s a lot of talk going on, some o 1 

me S1C k ” 1 Ff fn 

From the way she avoided my eyes and rattled at her stove, am e 
conjecture that my woodcutter— who, by the way, is missing o ay 1 
passed unnoticed, and that possibly either Starr or Nyhe as ccn 
Probably Nyhe In any event, Annie Cochran, and very li e y e en 
has evidently known that I have been under survei ance, a 

thought, only relieved by Annie’s loyalty , , j inr p' 

‘What makes you think he had been off the place, t ie nig 1 ’* , 

“He said he couldn’t sleep, didn’t he? And he got up an wen 
to get something to eat, and then went outside? 

“So he said ” 
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“Well, as far as I can make out, lie was dressed from top to toe. He 
didn’t need to do that to get down to the pantry.” 

And we had missed that! Hayward, Greenough, and I had checked up 
that story, according to our several abilities, and had never noticed that dis- 
crepancy. “I sent his clothes to be cleaned the next day,” she said, “and I 
noticed it then ” 

But her real contribution, if I may call it that, lay m the garage, and after 
tiptoeing to the hall and listening to the sound of Mr. Bethel's dictation 
from within, she drew me outside 

(Note The small garage for the mam house sits behind the kitchen, and 
not far from the kitchen door. There are two methods of access to it, one 
by the drive past the Lodge, which curves around the house, and the other by 
what we knew as “the lane,” a dirt road leading through the woodland, 
which extends toward Robinson’s Point, and which strikes the macadam 
highway further along ) 

“So far as I know,” she said, “that car’s only been out twice since they 
came, and that was to take Thomas home one time, and me another, the 
night of the storm But it’s been out, ]ust the same ” 

“Wouldn’t the old man hear it?” 

He might and he mightn’t Suppose it was rolled along the lane and 
started? He wouldn’t hear it there, would he?” 

To support her contention she showed me a number of marks m the lane, 
certainly suspicious but by no means evidential It is nothing unusual for 
motorists to strike into the woodland along the lane, under the impression 
that it is a public road, and to be brought up all standing at the house. 

ut against all this, at least as pointing to young Gordon as our possible 
criminal, is what is to me an insuperable obstacle We know that the crimes 

c T re , 1 C °? nec 1 ted Wlth tlie klllm g of the sheep It is not possible to doubt this 
And the sheep were killed and the altar built before Mr Bethel brought 

Gordon into the neighborhood Annie Cochran has a certain support for her 
contention, but not enough 

And she dislikes the boy extremely Probably she unwittingly revealed the 
reason for her attack on him just before I left 

hp I* 1 ?’ 8 som ^ in g wrong about him,” she said “When a man’s dishonest 
ne thinks everybody else is ” 

^Surely he doesn’t say that about you.” 

I nwcrtmV S l? 611 t0 r l0Ck ! ng his room and Carr 5 an g the key about with him 
a w u ^ 3 Amg of anybod y else ' s m W We ” 
cipher to an^np^V" 0 1 town eady today, taking the scrap of paper with the 
angle with him On ^ " n ° ws 5 * ere > ^ have not been able to discuss this new 
nofam™? ” 3 “ ? aS l? e fr0m a.screpancy ,n dates, however, Gordon 

stumbling-block as the attack on^ boy Wlf.'™ 1 ' W3y ’ 

andT"^ retouch a P SfatSL* IZZ 
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types after luncheon while Mr Bethel sleeps, and at four o'clock again is 
ready with his book and pencil. The few moments he has spent with Edith 
now and then are plainly stolen 


tt , August 6th 

ialliday s expert was not particularly helpful, I gather. We have this to 
our advantage, however, if advantage it be; the typing was done on a Rem- 
ington machine 

As I had expected, he does not take Annie Cochran's story very seriously, 
ut he bases his skepticism rather on the beginning of the terror before the 
boy came, than on the attack on the boy himself 

After all," he says, “how do we know that it wasn’t the old man himself 

who knocked him out 7 I imagine he has considerable strength m that one arm 
of his " 

Jtt s difficult, but I'll suppose it " 

Suppose the old chap heard him outside," he went on, “trying to get back 

into the house, and thought it was somebody else The killer, we’ll say He’d 

e pretty well justified m banging him on the head with a poker ” 

Granting he could have got there, which I doubt, how could he have tied 
him 7 " 

One point for you!” he said “And one more theory hanged with its own 
r°pe Still, you’ll admit it’s a nice idea to play with, Mr Bethel kills a 
Ur glar with a poker, sees it is his secretary, nngs the bell and calls help, 
and then gets up to his room and pretends to be asleep ’’ 

J-t was Gordon who rang the bell ” 

Oh, well, have it your own way!" he said disgustedly “But it was a pretty 
f mg while it lasted. And it’s my opinion still that there is more m it than 
meets the eye." 

Aside from this blind alley, up which Annie Cochran started us, we are 
a more nearly normal than we have been since the early days of the 
summer. I rise, shave, and bathe and go to my breakfast, no longer with 
e ^ ee hng that it may be, figuratively speaking, my last 
Jane is at the table, fresh m the crisp ginghams she affects, and which 
!? Ir turn are no crisper than the bacon She must have been sadly puzzled 
le as t f ew weeks, she shows such evident relief now Sometime during t le 
mca Edith, who has been awaiting her turn at our solitary tub, breezes into 
le r °°m surrounded by her usual aura, pats Jock, kisses Jane, and takes from 
me the society portion of the morning paper, after a casual glance at t le 
[l, 7 An y step outside, Thomas preparing to wash the veranda or the boy 

10 ^ as taken poor Maggie’s place, brings a faint color to her face u m 
a 5. J tunj s out to be Halhday, she is cavalier m the extreme 
Morning,” she says airily, and it may be adds, ‘Where on earth did %o« 

& c t that shirt?” 

s ^ ie matter with this shirt 7 ” , , 

othing at all,” she says, resuming her breakfast I just t loug 1 ma\ ic 
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someone tad given it to you. It isn’t exactly the sort of slnrt one buys, is it’’’ 
Her glance appeals to me, I am for a moment the arbiter between them 
“It is a perfectly good shirt/’ I say with decision, and am accused of se\ 
solidarity and poor taste, both apparently equal sms m Edith’s eyes. 

It is the apotheosis of the trivial, small things once more make up our 
lives, and we find pleasure m them. Clara brings in more bacon, catches a 
reflection of our morning cheerfulness and smiles with us, and even Jock, 
hearing unaccustomed laughter, joins m with sharp staccato barks. 

We are not worried by the uncertainty of the prospect before us, the long 
period ahead of Edith and Halliday before they can marry, that next sear, 
and the year after that, and God knows how many years to come, I shall 
be pouring the priceless treasures of the English language into ears that will 
not hear, that my vacation is more than half over, and that its net result so 
far is a loss to me of some odd pounds of weight 
We are once more safely behind the dram pipe. 


August fill 

Edith has today received the large sum of ten dollars for the lighthouse 
story While she is still far from the opulence she has anticipated, there has 
been great excitement here today, on receipt of the check 

She has kept a carbon copy, and has let me read it. It is well enough 
done, m her breezy fashion, but I find she has used the story of the so-called 
ghost at Twin Hollows as a basis to work from, and that she uses my name 
as the owner of the property. Quite aside from a distaste for seeing my 
name m print, I feel that the mere fact of its publication will give it a sub- 
stantiality it has hitherto lacked 

It is characteristic of the average mmd often to question what it hears, 
but to believe wholeheartedly what it reads 

I find that Halliday has been quietly working along the lines opened up 
by Annie Cochran He is convinced that Gordon has been going out at nights, 
clandestinely, and using the car to do so 


“I don't blame him for that,” he said today. “The car’s there, and not 
being used And I m not keen about Gordon— but from such views as I have 
had of Mr. Bethel, a little of him would go a long way Gordon’s discon- 
nected the speedometer, by the way But there’s something else ” 

He thinks it was Gordon who set fire to the boathouse He found a bit of 
ivaste outside the garage, hanging on a limb of blue spruce there, and a 
similar scrap on the raised walk over the marsh to the boathouse 

“°f course that lsn?t evidence, skipper,” he said, “except as a trout m the 
milk might be But the stuff’s there, and it needs some thinking about” 
But why?” I asked “There has to be a reason ” 


I can go a long way for one," he said thoughtfully, “and imagine he 
knows I ve been working on the case and wants to get nd of me But I grant 
that s not good Burning me out wouldn’t do that, unless he hoped I was 
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insidel But that is to imply that he is guilty of the crimes, and I don’t 
believe it” 

But he added, as an afterthought, “There’s one cunous thing, though 
That is, it may be curious, I'm not sure The machine he’s using is a Rem- 
ington ” 


August 8th 

This has been a nerve-racking day I for one am willing to cry quits, to 
compromise with crime, and to say, m effect, that if the murderer leaves us 
alone we will not disturb him. 

And yet the reason for my moral surrender does not he m any event today 
on which I can place my hand I cannot say that for this reason, or for that, 
I am through Discouraged Ready to go to the mountains and come back 
from a walk with a withered bunch of wild flowers held m my clenc e 
hand, or to sit on some piazza with my after-dinner cigar and talk politics 
m the presence of the universe Or to go back to town and help Jane se ect 

a new wallpaper for my study , T 

My condition probably arises from sheer confusion For the i e o 
cannot see where the results of Halhday’s search can lead us, nor, m % 

Edith this morning, at Halhday’s request, telephoned to Gordon ^ nd ^d 
him to lunch with us. He accepted, after a brief liesRation, and promp^y 
at one o’clock came down the drive, clad m white flannels an wi i an 

tional dose of pomade on his hair , 

Whether he was suspicious or not we cannot tell I mow a , 
him from a window, part way down the drive he came o a ea 
then turned, as if he had some idea of going back on some P re on 

But he evidently thought better of it, looked at his watch, and 

He made a poor impression on us, furtively watching atten ^ 

or spoon and otherwise bestowing most of his attention on w ^ a |. a 

bon, that is, as he bestowed on anybody at the beginning ^ roused 
novelist loves to call distrait, although any question a 
him to a faint enthusiasm He has, I suspect, an mor ma e or state _ 

“I’m a sort of wanderer,” he said once, apropos of som q j 

ment of mine “I stay m a place long enough to look about me and 

get the itch to move on Restless,” he added , e win( jows, 

And restless he was From where he sat he had his ^back toj ^ fee]ing 

but more than once he managed to turn and lo cnmP how trapped 

that the small room enclosed him too much, that e e ^ suspe cted me 
And more than once I found his eyes on me, and 

of some purpose he was attempting to discover tQ show slgn s of 

His nervousness finally infected me, and even J ® t un< j e rstand, 
distress The small lunch party, for some reason s . t 

was going badly Only Edith played up well, she pushed back 


last, and with her elbows on the table and her clim m her hands, said, ‘‘And 
now, tell us about the night you were hurt ” 

He was lighting a cigarette at the moment, and he halted, the match held 
m mid-air, and glanced from her to me 
‘Til do that,” he said, with his twisted smile, “if Mr. Porter will tell me 
how he and the doctor both happened to be such Johnnies on the spot ” 
But he carried that no further, and although the covert insolence of the 
speech brought the color to Edith’s face, she continued to smile. 

“There isn’t much to tell,” he went on. “The fellow got into the house 
all right, I turned to go m by the door and head him off, and that's all I 
remember ” 


“But you rang the bell first, didn’t you?” 

Whether because he hated to acknowledge that call for help, or for some 
reason none of us can determine tonight, he hesitated. 

Yes,' he said finally. “I was pretty well excited, but I suppose I did” 
On the subject of the house itself he was more fluent, showing a consider- 
able curiosity as to its history, and inquiring with more particularity than 
delicacy as to the circumstances surrounding Uncle Horace’s death 

The Cochran woman has a line of talk about it,” he gave as his ex- 
planation Seems to think he was done m, or something ” 

I told him of the doctors verdict of heart failure, and he seemed to be 
considering that. But almost immediately he asked me if I had tried hearing 
the bell as far away as the highroad, “with a motor engine going.” 

„tt \ d ° n 1 believe li: could be done,” he said, with Ins sideways glance at me. 

He s got good ears, the doctor ” 


He said something before he left about looking for another job, as this 

one was too confining, and the old man not easy to live with “I only took it 

t r * e , s ,“’ he sa ‘ d > " and rm about fed up with it. It’s too confining 

w h « d , Ct ' a , fc car o£ 1IS rot be£ore he’d let me take it out." 

d ZX' V] « A IT atte T Pt t0 allbl himself re gardmg car, he took his 

b2~mef d r s u” \° me manner he knows that the ear has 
Deen examined, and she may be right 

dfficute wX mv 8 ke° n °?1 S ro ™ dunn g his absence proceeded without 

entry Mr Bethel hivina X ™ Ie 5 :oc h ran ’s connivance he made an easy 
YI’J™ Bethel having retired for his after-luncheon siesta 

gutd ouLde n unte !reT “Ti n0thmg ’ and kaV,ng A ™ie Cochran on 
intensive search Tire bed disclosed nothing “ T* 

*•* 

h,m and of course tiie more I huXeYthe motel bunded theX 1 ” 8 ’’ ^ 
^He got it open at last without breaking the lock, an! found in Xthe note- 


(Note I find I have given no description of the notebook 
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journal. As it pla\cd a considerable part m the approaching tragedy, it de- 
sen es some attention 

It was a small, compact volume of the loose-leaf type, a sort of diary, but 
not regularly kept. Most of the entnes, due to the complication of the cipher, 
were very brief One or two, however, occupied almost a page, and all of them 
had been typed 

Needless to say, the cipher u as the one we had found on the scrap of paper 
picked up m my garage ) 

The discovery of the notebook with its cipher sent his excitement to fever 
pitch He ran through it for the code word, but was unable to find it Then, 
replacing the book and leaving the suitcase as he had found it, he set to wor 

more carefully on the room itself , 

The coil of rope and the knife were behind a row of books on the bookshelt, 
a packet of typing-paper and a box of carbon sheets thrown over t lem wi 

apparent casualness, to conceal them still further. 

So closely had he calculated the time that he had barely restored them to 
their places when Gordon slammed the entrance door downstairs, and e 
says, “If he had come straight up we’d have been caught I coul ave go ou 
but I don’t believe I could have locked the door But e stoppe 

second or two, and I just made it ” . rwUrcm 

He had not time to make the back staircase, however, rmi 

opened the linen-closet door, and he bolted m there e rear , 0 f 

lock his room and enter it, and almost immediately reappear an , , e 
Annie Cochran if she had been m it during his absence An angry _ P 
followed, within a foot or two of the linen closet, not t e e ^ s Q orc j on > s 
because of its lowered voices, and of an almost hysterica qua 1 § 

Every particle of Ins veneer had dropped from un, an recor ded 

made if he should find she had been m his room are not eve 
here 

And now, once again, where are we 7 We have, as against 

(a) The knife and the coil of rope v*. 

(b) Our belief that he uses the car, clandestine y, a ouse 

(c) At least an indication that he set the fire under r 

(d) The cipher, found m my garage his thoughts 

(e) The notebook, m the same cipher A man does not record 

m this manner, unless he wishes to keep them hi en Halhday to- 

, ( f ) linen strips muffling the oarlocks, and suggested to ^ ^ g 

day by his place of concealment The inventory o strong factor 

certain number of linen sheets If one is missing i 
m connecting him with tlie boat 

(g) The locking of his bedroom Waiiidav uses tlie word 

(h) Last and not least, an unpleasant personal, ty Hall, day uses 

degenerate, but I am not prepared to go so far 
As against all this, however, we have 
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(a) The attack on him at the kitchen door, and the manner in which 
he was tied, corresponding to the rope about Carroway. 

(b) The sheep-killing and murder of Carroway, taking place as they did 
before his arrival 

(c) The fact that Halliday cannot identify him as the man he picked up 
m his car. 


(d) The distinguishing mark by which the criminal has signed his crimes, 
so to speak, is the circle and triangle, drawn m chalk, while tins is not vital, 
Halliday found no chalk m the room. 

I have put to Halliday the boy’s veiled inquiry about the doctor. It is 
impossible for us to experiment with the bell, but he thinks it could be 
distinctly heard from the mam road 

On the other hand, the arrival of Hayward on the scene almost as soon 
as I had got there is extremely puzzling We have tonight paced off the dis- 
tance, m view of my statement that I had lighted only one match when 
the doctor’s flashlight was turned on me. 

There seems to be no doubt that Hayward was on the property that night 
But I do not accept the possibility, suggested by Halliday, that as he was m 
Greenough s confidence he had been watching me A man does not, I 
imagine go out on such an errand with his medical bag m his hand, and the 

f“ 7 A A”'. , W® 1 reCa11 d ‘ StmcU >' his tafcn S fa® * the dress- 
mgs for Gordon’s head 


Leonardo da Vinci said “Patience serves a ^ Au £ ust 9 th 

it wdl^have no^owe fh ^ ^ ^ 

u win nave no power to hurt you ” 

and iVm'rtdl unramfortaMe P3tlenCe 1 can find m m Y mental closet, 
I ftmt h has J Eddh S T » H T aC,SI !! 1 d ° DOt I >-ve, and so, 

Livingstone w.th a warmth aLhghflypS^f 1 

no one left it Amra Sran reports tot Mr Bethl™ h ° USe laSt mght ’ but 

and that the feud between them still mut B SUS P 1C10US of Gordon, 

assistance as much as possible bnues He declmes ^ e secretary’s 

ha^eh^eToc^’at' mgte" “ Sh0 '™ by the Care ™th *h,ch *e now 

windows Then fbnng’hm the keys’ " UnU Iocked aU *e doors and 

He kts me have that to get m with in’ to 'mommg 0 ^ t0 btdlen d °° r 

las showing considerable courage, to my mind 8 

Mrs Livingstone was slightly ruffled rm \ a , 

tned to lease her cards and Livings to* An 77 a m Va! ' * appears she had 

vingstone s on the old gentleman at to mam 
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house, but was finally compelled to put them under the door, although she 
could hear voices m the library 

But she recovered sufficiently to tell us a new story, illustrative of the 
general state of the local mind She says that three nights ago Hadly, who 
keeps the hardware store m Oakville, when passing the cemetery where Car- 
roway is buried, saw a figure walking slowly past the grave It stopped, looked 
at the mound, and then moved on, fading into nothing at the clump of ever- 
greens beyond it. 

Hadly seems to have made no further investigation! 

It is unfortunate, however, that Edith’s story appeared today, evidently 
syndicated and receiving wide publicity The confirmation is sufficient to 
send off most of the summer visitors, looking back over their shoulders, like 
Hadly, as they run 


August 10th 

At midnight last night Halliday wakened me by throwing pebbles against 
ffie screen of my window. He was standing close underneath, and aske me 
to put on something and work my way quietly toward the other house 

“What’s wrong?” I asked. , 

“He’s getting ready to go out, I think. He put his light out at eleven, and 

turned it on again a few minutes ago.” 

Halliday moved away, and as quickly as possible I dresse an 
him. He was under the trees, waiting, when I joined him, an 
we worked quietly across the garden and toward the garage, coming 
yond it, toward the lane Here, while concealed ourselves, we had a 
of the house, but the light was out again and for a time it oo r e 
nothing more were to happen . ,, „ r t 

Halhday’s plan was as follows In case Gordon too ' ’ Halliday 

follow it on foot at a safe distance as he went along the an , j 

himself ran for my car He would meet me at the for in ’ 

would be able to tell him which of the two roads Gor on a slight 

We stood together, well hidden in the shrubbery, or son * , 
wind had come up, and we could hear small waves lapping Robin- 

of the pier, and the monotonous wad of the wh.stag tafMT 
son’s Point, always an eerie sound Halliday, who has °° g j ] 

for a night or two, fell to yawning, and I was not much ^off, when ^ 
heard some sort of stealthy movement m the woodlan tov'ard 

Halliday on the arm, to End him rigid and bending forward, starmg 
the house , 

f jj 3 * coming ” he said “Quiet!” The boy was raisi : ? g ™torisolms 

with all possible caution Even when it was accomp is changed Ins 

probably listening and watching, that I began to think h | of 

and gone back to bed, but as events showed, he had done B 

Up to this moment I had not suspected the use of the rope, alt 


believe Halliday had. I know my gaze was fixed on the kitchen door, with 
now and then a glance at the window s of the laundr) and the gun room; or 
rather, m their direction. The darkness was extreme But now I heard a faint 
scraping against the wall of the house itself and realized that he was coming 
down by means of the rope 

His coming was as stealthy as the preliminaries had been He was probably 
halfway dowm, coming hand over hand before I had interpreted the sound 
I was not even aw'are that he had reached the ground, when I $aw f him, a 
blacker shadow among other shadows, near at hand But he did not come 
directly toward the garage, he walked along under the walls of the west wing 
to the gun-room window' and stood there Then, with extreme caution, he 
raised it an inch or two, as if to reassure himself that it had been unlocked 
from within, and closed it again. 

From there, with somewhat less caution, he moved to the corner of the 
house and seemed to be surveying the water front and the boathouse We 
had our only real view of him then, as he stood silhouetted on the top of 
the rise (Note The mam house stands, as I think I ha\ e already recorded, 
rather higher than the remainder of the property ) But suddenly something 
alarmed him Neither Halliday nor I saw or heard anything, but evidently 
he did, and realized, too, his exposed position. 

He dropped to the ground So unexpected was his sudden disappearance, 
that I gasped, it was not until I heard him creeping along the ground that 
I understood his maneuver He lost no time m his retreat, nor did he at- 
tempt to use the rope again He raised the unlocked window', crept over the 
sill, and closed it again, all with surprising rapidity and silence, and sooner 
than we could have expected we heard him drawing up the rope from his 
room overhead 


No interpretation of this is possible without taking into consideration the 
really horrible stealth of the boy's manner He was engaged on some nefari- 
ous business of his own, whether we can connect that with the cranes or not 
As to the extremely dramatic manner m which he chose to escape from 

h ° h l d alltady unloclted ^ gun-room window, Halliday is 
divided between two theories, of which he himself favors the second 

He may be merely dramatizing himself, you’ll find a certain type of 
degenerate mind which is always acting for its own benefit Or-and this is 
more hkely-our old faend Bethel is suspicious and is watching him The old 

zrc ssz s sr - »• - ‘ - - « 

so b/ETt.’nSS £ i““ rs'ri 

correct it ought to be!” C3n do ’ and lf [t isn f 

Today I am convinced beyond doubt that Clnrrlrm , , , 

and young Carroway, found the way already’ o7sefre[ 
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crime, and adopting the methods and the symbol of some still undiscovered 
religious maniac, has carried on, one may say, under his banner 

My psychiatric friends have discussed with me the neurotic aftermath of 
the war; the search for the sensational, the wooing of fugitive and secret 
pleasures, often brutal and violent, and the apotheosis of the criminal They 
quote, too, Von Krafft-Ebmg's theory that the instinct to kill is purely a 
legacy from the past, atavistic and more or less nondehberate In other words, 
that killing is inherent m all of us, and that to the ill-balanced the destruc- 
tion of the artificial inhibition, from any cause, turns them loose on the 
world, hereditary slayers and doers of violence 

It would, accepting that, be possible to see m young Gordon the heir, 
not only to his own past, but to the crimes which preceded his arrival here, 
to see also that gradual process of identification by which he assumed his 
predecessor's attributes and even the symbol by which he signed his deeds 
I believe that m such cases the mental degeneration sometimes continues to 
the point of complete loss of personality, in that case, accepting this theory, 
it may even be that the boy now believes that he killed Carroway, and takes 
a secret and gloating pleasure m it 

A theory which I shall be happy to place at Greenough s disposal, if the 


opportunity arrives It should be one after his own heart 
Certainly one fact at least supports the idea Halhday may be right, an 
fhe attack on him not have been made by Gordon But there seems no 
reason to doubt that, sometime on the day before we got back, he crept 
into my garage and put the infernal symbol where we found it. 

We have discussed today at some length the desirability of notifying the 
police once more But our recent experience with them is not reassuring 
n the other hand, I feel strongly that Mr Bethel should be wame 
dalhday argues against it , , _ r 

He knows something already,” he says “He is on guar , an i 
nows it Then you have to remember that the game, so far, ias 

in the dark, and run That is, if you are correct, skipper, and it rs a game 

without motive ” , , 

Probably he is right There would be little chance for him if m a ^ ' 
e old man, he is too well known to be on bad terms wi 11 , 

warning, also, might alarm Mr Bethel to the point of getting nd , 

jl n a ^ e r all the only chance we have is to let him go a cer am & 

lc jn> with our proofs, call m the police T-Tnllidav s 

of I am very uneasy tonight as I make this entry I ia ' e knov- 

asy optimism that he “won't get away with anything without 
mg it” 6 


Avgust nth 

Today is bright and sunny, and I am in a better mood u ] 0ll d\ 

"looming to an enormous stack of mail, md stared at it mcredu . • 
Ureat heavens/' she said, "not bills’’ 
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As it turned out, however, they were not bills Her pi tick Inis bronchi 
out a curious fact, almost everybody has a ghost story, and is an* ions to tell 
it to somebody else, even the most mcicdulous of us, app.ucnfk, Ins ‘nine 
incident stored in his memory not capable of e'plan.ition And a visible per- 
centage of these victims of thrills and slmcrs lunc \uttkn to her about the 
ghost in the light tower 

She and Halhday arc reading them on the veranda at this moment kadi 
has a heap of them, and such bits as this arc to be heird* 

"Here’s a wonder,” says Halhday "Hold my hand, won’t you, while 1 
read it to you? There's some ghostly thing touching my neck at this minute.” 

“It’s a spider,” says Edith coolly "You can wait Listen to tlnd” And so 
on 


Which reminds me that I had a visit last night fiom "Cuckoo” I bully, 
our village Don Juan, who sells hardware o\cr his counter to pretty ullage 
matrons, and who was dubbed "Cuckoo” some years ago by a summer usitor 
who saw a resemblance to Byron m him, and evidently knew the quotation 
(Note The cuckoo shows melancholia, not madness Like Byron, he goes 
about wailing his sad lot, and now and then dropping an egg into someone 
else’s nest.”) 

Hadly was slightly sheepish. He knows, and he knows 1 knew, that Ins 
road home at night lies nowhere near the cemetery At the same time, he 
had something to tell me, and was determined to go through with it. 

"I guess you’ve heard the story, Mr. Porter,” lie said "I don’t suppose I’ll 

Z CT kst ° f * But there,s a mistakc bcir >g made, and I thought if 

Miss Edith was going to write it up, we’d better has c it straight ” 

it appears, then, that it was not near Carroway’s grave that Hadh saw the 

u? u 11 ^ 111 thC ° ld part ° f the cemetcr b and that there arc some facts 
which he has not given out 

T-M J C , emetery 1S surr °unded by a white fence, and inside it is shrubbery 
fn C iJ^T f Seem T S ’ Was not f on r e > but was standing m the road, "talking to a 

for the rendezvom! 181112 ’ ^ ^ 3 woman > lfc was surcl y a safe P lacc 

pression^Ltk i /r!n ^ W r ^ SaW Bie bgbt > anc ^ wbo accounts for the sup- 
blue-white lmht ahnniu ° ^ sBone tbrou gh the shrubbery, a small 

headstone of one C W p CC ^ r ° m Bie S 101111 ^ an d directly in front of the 

sx .2 z 2s srcrxxS” M - r-r “ , 

the shrubbery to take a W-’ t j T f d persisting, he crept through 
moving slowly and del.beratdy tovard iLto *** ^ Sa "' ^ ^ 

formation belongsTo me there ^ SaW an a PP antl °n, or that the m- 
Pierce is the gentleman who w aS ° n le / lves ^ or tbe btter being that George 

while attempting to escape the' Exasek^the 0 'hTf tra ?‘ tl0n ’ shot and WIed 
part of Twin Hollows 11 * ie 0 ^ krmhouse which is now' a 

I have entered tins here, became a 

day seems given over to the super- 
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natural. We have breakfasted with the spirit world, and seem about to lunch 
with it. 

Everything continues quiet at the other house 

Jane and I today returned the Livmgstones’ call. Although it seems ab- 
surd, I have never quite abandoned the hope of finding, m Uncle Horace's 
unfinished letter, a clue to the present mystery 

I therefore took it with me, hoping for an opportunity to show it to Mrs 
Livingstone But none came Doctor Hayward was there when we arrived and 
remained after we left Perhaps, because my own world is awry, I think the 
universe is so 

But it seemed to me that we were shown m to what almost amounted to a 
situation, that Livingstone, usually dapper and calm, was flushed, and that 
Mrs Livingstone was on the verge of tears The doctor, standing by the 
window, hardly acknowledged our entrance, and remained standing, glower- 
ing and biting his fingers, until we left 

He is, I understand, soon to leave for a holiday 


(No entry ) 


(No entry.) 


August 12th 


August 13th 


August 14th 

Tomorrow Hayward says I shall be able to see Greenough, the first inti- 
mation I have had that he is back m the neighborhood 
But I feel that my consciousness of my own innocence will be as not ling 
against Greenough’s sheer determination to prove me guilty- And yet, gui fy 
of what? Of a bullet buried m the floor of my own house, and a broken 
window! We have had no further crime Nothing is altered, save my o\.n 
feeling that a net is closing around me, and that some malignant a e ms 
S 1 tting spider-fashion m the center of it, waiting to pounce on me an 
stray me 

Yesterday, being allowed to read, I found that with the single except 0 
°f the red light, my experience is fairly true to type m sue 1 ma ClS > 1 
sands of people have apparently gone through the same sort 0 nn^, 

have been neither tire better nor the worse for it afterward 

They saw, they believed, and then dismissed it, to be dug up on o 
memories later to assist somebody to write a book, or to enter am a t 
table. But in my case, what? T . f t„ c f i nn „ 

t only hope, apparently, is to convince Greenough that saw " 

o show him the steps by which I was led to fire the shot, to pu m 

m 5 “ y P^ ace for an hour or two . , . h . ,,, ... ? 

Suppose, like a lawyer prepanng a brief, I make mv sm einci 


tomorrow read it to him? At least I can make this cntiy full and explicit. 
It passes the time, and he may be willing to listen 

This is the 14th. It wa's, then, the early evening of the 11th, when Annie 
Cochran stopped at the Lodge on her way home and asked to sec me at 
the kitchen door. 

“I’m leaving, Mr. Porter," she said. "I don’t like to make trouble for vou, 
but I can’t stand that secretary." 

“What has he done, Annie?” 

“Done!" she said, and sniffed. “He’s watching me, for one thing I never 
go upstairs but lie’s at my heels But that’s not all He’s going to make trouble 
for Mr. Bethel. You mark my words And Mr. Bethel knows it, he’s scaled 
tonight.” 

There had been a quarrel, she said, at dinner, carefully camouflaged while 
she was m the room, but breaking out again the moment she left it. So far 
as she could make out, it had to do with the secretary's leaving the house at 
night, and Ins insistence that he go out when and how lie liked But there 
was something beneath that, she thought. “That wasn’t enough for the fuss 
they were making," she said. “There was murder 111 that boy’s face, Mr. 
Porter." 


Mr. Bethel, she thought, was trying to quiet him, but lie refused to be 
quieted Finally Gordon got up and flung open the pantry door, finding her 
inside it, and he said, according to her, “Listening, are you? Well, you’d 
etter watch out, or you’ll get something you don’t expect" Then lie went 
into tie hall, got Ins hat, and slammed out of the house, leaving the 
paralytic sunk m his chair 
“He’s gone? Were?" 

He didn t say He just took the car and went ” 

She was uneasy, she had construed what he said as a threat against her 

S0 4. rt> and 1 dr ° Ve her int0 0akville myself. On the way I tried to 

£o ret “ r , n t0 her employment for a time at least, on the ground 
iat we might need her, and she finally agreed 

wife r a lL P <T h T.. nm ! ?,’ Cl0Ck , when 1 retumed . 1° find the rector and Ins 
velabon wlX ° Ugh 30 h ° Ur and a half o£ gently unctuous con- 

and Snontb C ° nS ‘ anUy mCreased ’ and m y sense of gu.lt 

least prepared tn ’ ad warn ^ d d ’ c °M man he would have been at 

kept our knowlerW in Me 'i lmis a £ ln an e mergency, but we had foolishly 
Cochran’s part there J eS> a ? d ? ven akowm S for exaggeration on Annie 
hand ’ me 110 that such an emergency might be at 

retire and’ Edith 'to^mvrer 0 ' tome of lfeT lette ™T ’“T® ^ prcparctl t0 
aimlessness down to the boathouse I-Jnlhd™ ’ 1 wandcled w ’tli apparent 
was missing I hncw f he was snmmxrn Was noi tkere > and as the doty 

eleven, my restlessness was extrcnic^mL on dla water After waiting until 
house, to 6nd the garage doors open and thrcarltZu" 13 ai ° m,<3 ** 
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Had there been any indication of life m the building, I think I would have 
wakened Mr Bethel and warned him, stayed with him, perhaps, until that 
murderous young devil was safely settled for the night. But his room was dark 
and his windows closed, so I thought better of it But I did ascertain that 
the gun-room windows were locked, and that if the boy effected an entrance 
at all, it would be by some less surreptitious method 
Thus reassured, I went back to the boathouse, and soon after, Halliday 
rowed quietly m and tied the dory. He had rowed up, he said, to see if the 
boat was still there. It had not been disturbed, so far as he could tell 
I told him my story, but he was less anxious than I had expected. 

“It’s not the game,” he said. “If Gordon is the killer, we've got to consider 
that he doesn't kill out of anger. That’s different He's cool and deliberate, 
he plans Ins stuff ahead and goes through with it I don’t even thmk he gets 
any thrill out of crime itself, the real secret joy is m baffling discovery And 
he knows this— after the quarrel tonight, if old Bethel fell down the stairs 

and broke his neck, he would be blamed for it.” 

But he thrust his service revolver m his pocket nevertheless, and we starte 
toward the house, with no particular plan m mind, but a fixed determma ion 
to protect Mr. Bethel “m case of any trouble,” as Halliday put it 
We had almost reached the end of the walk over the mars 1 w len 

halted suddenly and stared to the right 

“There was a light over there,” he said “In the woods ai a mi 

maybe it will show again ” , 

It did show, above the head of Robinson’s Point apparen y, m i 
strip of woodland which leads to the hiding-place of the oa 
(Note. In explanation of our conclusion, that we ha seen o 
lights of the car as Gordon drove down through the trees, c 
again the difficulty of distinguishing at night a small light comparatively close 

at hand from a large one some distance away ) , ■, # 

Halliday watched it, and then passed his revolver to me, 

^ “Dart Mover anythrng,” he warned me “And don't shoot until you see 

the whites of his eyes! I’m going over there, skipper . r. e a 

He set oS on a steady lope, headmg for the light bu obliged to make a 
long detour around the marsh I myself, holding the revo v r gi 

on to the house T _ . ,, A tJoilirlav that 

I was feeling, comparatively speaking, relaxed I e , asj ^ stand 

Gordon was near Robinson’s Point, my duty, as I sa\ , ^ {. rou „ 

guard until Halliday returned and we could make some plan, 
ble later to get into the house, if possible hnthered me 

This thought, that we might want to get into ie 1 > ^ em W] thout 

My keys were at the Lodge, and I could hardly hope ° wm dows, and was 
disturbing Jane I made, as a result, another round o , certainly 

bought up short by the fact that one of the gun-room windows, 
closed and locked before, now stood open 
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It was the more startling, because I had but that moment ascertained 
that the garage doors still stood wide, and that the car was still missing. 

I dare say every man has occasional doubts of his physical courage; I know 
that on reading of the sinking of the Titanic, I was obsessed w ith the fear 
that I might have fought like a demon to get into a lifeboat But I dare say. 
too, that every man has a sort of spare reservoir of courage, on which lie can 
draw m the emergency, when it comes. Yet I shall not pretend, even to 
myself, that I pulled up my shoulders, examined my weapon, and then boldly 
entered that window 

I crawled m, with knees that shook under me and a definite nausea in the 
pit of my stomach And to make matters worse there was a slow footstep 
somewhere near, which I was a second or so in identify mg as a drip from the 
old shower next door 


I had no doubt whatever that Gordon had returned, and the very fact 
that he had come without the car made that return sinister I groped for 
the door into the passage and stood there listening, but there was no sound 
whatever, save the leak of the tap, I remember that as I passed the open 
door of the shower room I looked m, and a gleaming eye nearly lost me my 
equilibrium, until I remembered Edith’s piece of phosphorescent wood All 
this, it must be noted, was m complete darkness 

I reached the dmmg-room without incident, and there a new thought 
struck me Annie Cochran had represented the old gentleman as distinctly 
alarmed, and I myself had seen him some time before, more or less on guard, 
wit a revolver Suppose he saw a strange figure emerge from his dining- 

, an , S ar U P tie staircase? It seemed to me that he would have eiery 
nglit to shoot me first and investigate me afterward 

scious^of hes '^ ted there ’ near sideboard, that I was first con- 

thouaht , alr ° w ™ s aroun d me So distinct was it that my first 

behmd me AlmnT" l I foment had opened the door to tire passage 
behind me Almost immediately on that there was a tremendous crash as 
though some heavy obiect had ch„nl- a tremendous crasn as 

that the door £ d t k the dmi ng-room table, and following 

side b3Ck — ** 0Ut ' 

foun°a S mt®cTmom y m e Z * *“ that my next “nsecutive thinking 

managed somehow to pull m^f^a^tkTt beil h a retrKlt But here 1 

rand m the house Convinced that the !ilf d ° "fT to my on § mal er ' 
roused Mr Bethel— if lnrlppa n t-u slamming of the door would have 

t-e, shaken ^ and * ** 

not feasible ^ ^ ie worst— the mam staircase was 

and crept up it, one stafr^atoe ' wfth^e t0 ^ Servants ’ staircase 
I have no idea how long all this took Po^ h f V ° f lver clutched m m y hand 
I entered the house Perhaps even mnr P T Slb yten mm utes from the time 

laps even more I was subconsciously aware, I know, 
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that it was too soon to look for Haliiday’s return, and in a way I was playing 
for time. 

At the top of the kitchen staircase was a door, opening onto the mam 
hall, and this I cautiously opened 

Sa\e for the ticking of the tall clock on the staircase landing the house 
was entirely silent. The silence and die closed door gave me back my ebbing 
courage, and I advanced a step or two along the hall Here I was close to 
Gordon's room, and I felt for and tried the knob carefully. It was locked, 
and listening outside I could hear no movement from within The relief I 
gathered from this was enormous, and although my position was still un- 
pleasant enough, the fear of tragedy began to leave me 
There remained, I figured, merely to ascertain that Mr Bethel’s door was 
closed and locked, and I could beat a retreat which I felt was by no means 
ignominious. I made my way, therefore, to his door and tried it It was 
fastened, also, and I heard him move within, the heavy creak of his bed 
spring, no doubt as he lay uneasily awake, waiting for the boy’s return. 

I hesitated there, wandering whether to call to him and tell him he was not 
alone and helpless, or to retire, satisfied that he was awake and prepared 
for any trouble that might come. But there were no further sounds from 
beyond the door, and I turned away and prepared to retrace my steps 

It was then that I became conscious of a light somewhere below ot a 
light, rather, but where before had been absolute darkness there was now 
something else, a faint illumination which outlined the staircase we , an 

which was reddish m color _r « a a t 

(Note* It is worthy of consideration that when, later on, a i ay an 
made our experiment with the red lamp, lighting it in the den an opening 
the door into the comdor, we secured much the same e ect, save 
the experiment the resulting glow seemed stronger than the one rec 
here ) 

And I will swear that a figure was standing at the foot of the s ^ ir f> ^ 
parently facing toward me and looking up Or rather, no a > 
face, the light was so faint that no portions of the bo y " er ® ' , 

wear that it moved, not toward the dining-room and a possi , ^ 

Window of the gun room, as Halhday suggests, but still upturned, toward 
library, and that within a foot or two of that door it disappear 

I will swear that the red glow persisted for a momen or ha(J n0 
disappeared and then slowly faded away And I will also swea down 

more intention of firing my revolver at that figure than situation, 

he staircase after it Mr Greenough would have done no ess, j, now iedge 

and might very possibly have done considerably more ^ ^ ag 

that I had pulled the trigger came with the sound of e 

certainly not aiming at the figure If Mr Greenough ^Z^ e T^rnost 

W the bullet, he will find, as Halhday and I did, that my ^ 

directly down, and is embedded m the baseboard of the h , 
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As a matter of fact, the whole sequence of events, ending with the shot, 
had stunned me I heard Mr. Bethel in his room, calling out, and someone 
outside shouting from the terrace Almost immediately there was a crash 
of breaking glass m the library, as Halhday smashed a window with a porch 
chair, and the next moment was m the house and fumbling for the light 
switch inside the library door. 

When he ran into the hall I told him what had happened, and he im- 
mediately set about his search As Mr. Bethel was still demanding, beyond 
his door, to know what was wrong, I went back to reassure him, but it re- 
quired some time to induce him to unlock the door Thus it was Halhday 
who made the first investigation downstairs 

He is confident no one escaped from the library, unless in that brief time 
while he was feeling for a light But it is to be remembered that the floor 
near the window was covered with broken glass, no escape by that method 
could have been noiseless. At the same time, any theory of departure by the 
windows of the den is impossible, since we found all these windows closed 
and locked on the inside 

I am convinced that the intruder was not the secretary As a matter of 
fact, he drove m a half hour later, saw the lights m the house, and hammered 
for admission, and surveyed our group in the hall with an amazement which, 
under any other circumstances, would be humorous And I am also convinced 
that it was not the doctor Mr Bethel showing signs of collapse, Halhday 
telephoned to Hayward He replied at once Had he been at the house that 
night, he could not have made it 

I have no explanation whatever of the fact that Halhday and Hayward 
later on found the gun-room window closed and locked, save that the intruder 
may have entered by it while I was working my way into the dmmg-room, 
and that the cold air, the crash at the table, and the bursting open of the 
oor m the hall, which so alarmed me, may have marked his passage through 


_ ni _i no stat f me nt of the situation that night should fail t< 

this house h* wi Sm t0 believe m the supernatural, that for many year 

of the door and ^ ^ f0r Similar P hen °mena, the bursting opei 

1 ned o— ? I™ 4 “ meie ' y re P ebhons ° £ ^ 

plamed occurrences So also, is the reddish color of the l.ght I saw 

tha7d,sappearance Ce ^ * he blank darkness which foIlowet 

PresenrwTl ^ CUl ‘ ‘° aCC ° Unt for ’ ™ d <* any natural law a 

a second or so elapsed beta^n' Mf’lfellida “ ‘° ^ rem . embered that onlj 
dow and h.s turning on of the lights H ' & 5 entrance by the broken win 
Neither he nor I heard m that- mt P n,ni 
the broken glass of the window would^rf ny y et an ““P 6 ovei 

I have said, the windows m 1 -Iip ri er tamly have made some sound A: 
the ms.de the den were fo ™d to be dosed and locked or 

(End of memorandum for Mr Greenough ) 
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August 15th 

Up today, but not allowed out of my room Jock spends most of his time 
with me, whether from devotion or interest m the appetizing trays Jane 
sends up, I am slightly uncertain 

Edith suspects the latter, and has taken to calling him old dog Tray She 
reproaches me bitterly for my faculty of getting myself into difficult situa- 
tions, and quoted to me today those immortal words of Lewis Carroll, with a 
small amendment of her own. 

“ 'You are old. Father William/ his young niece said 
‘And your hair has become very white 
‘And yet you incessantly stand on your head, 

‘Do you think, at your age, it is right?’ ” 

In preparation for the detective’s visit she has laid out my best silk pajamas, 
and her reason for doing so sounds like her 
“No man is realty at his best without his trousers, she observed But 
there’s a sort of moral support about silk pajamas It puts you out of the 
housebreaking class, anyhow ” 

“Not at all,” I retorted “Only our best housebreakers can afford them, 
these days " 

But it shows her strength and my weakness, that I am now wearing t em 
Greenough has come and gone. What he thinks of things now cannot 
say, but at least I am, as I have had occasion more than once to record here, 
still at liberty. The fact that the revolver I used was Halliday’s, and Halliday s 
supporting statement, no doubt are m my favor 
At the same time, it is clear that, although he hstene care u y ° ^y 
preliminary statement relative to our suspicions against Gor on, e was n 


greatly impressed by it . ., .r cWr . 

“How did you and Mr Halliday reconcile that theory wi 
killing?” he asked, when I had finished “He wasn’t here then, was he 

“No That has puzzled us, of course ” 1,1 j wn 

«nro * , «t. p in m self was knocked clown 

Then again,” he went on, eyeing me, he nimseu w 

and tied I don’t suppose you accuse him of that, too? fhpnrv 

“I’ve told you,” I said impatiently, “that we haven t a case, its 

That’s all Take for instance that rope—” nver a 

“Oh, come, now, Mr Porter I I’ve slipped out of my room 

woodshed, so have you, probably.” statement 

Coming down to the night of the 11th, he listened 0 , ca ]j e( j m y 

without comment, save that he smiled somewhat over w w hat fob 

“ingenious conclusion” He also passed lightly over my pI f h ^ ddle d m a 
lowed, of Halliday’s entrance, of Bethel brought down an ij apse And of 
chair m the library, somewhat dazed and showing signs 
Gordon’s return and our sudden realization of my pre icam 


Just what predicament? , 

I was m the house because I knew Gordon ia a r 


and a knife m 


[ 3 Sl ] 



Ins room. If we let him up there, and he did nv.iy with than, it left me 
m pretty poor shape.” 

“So you kept him downslans! By force, lie sm ■ ” 

“I wouldn’t call it force But we were three to Ins one of (ouiu ' 

“In other words, you telephoned to the doctor, but \ou didn’t telephone 
to Starr until Goidon came m and found you there,’ 

“If you want to put it that way, yes.” 

“You broke into the house and found somebody there v.ho had no business 
there But you didn’t think of calling on the police ” 

“What I felt we needed was not a policeman, but a medium.* 

He condescended to smile at that, but lie was hick to the matter again 
like a needle to the pole 

Gordon says that Hayward and Ilallidny went off somewhere, after tele- 
phoning Starr, and that you held the gun on him Is that correct 7 ” 

“I still had the revolver I didn’t point it at him, if that’s what sou mean 
As^for Halliday and Hayward, they were going through the house That’s all ” 
“And they found the gun-room window' closed and locked?” 

“So they say. I w'asn’t present.” 

“How do you account for that, if that’s the way you entered?” 

“I don’t account for it ” 

“I suppose you have keys to the house?” 

“I have ” 


“But you entered by this window'?” 

“Great heavens, man!” I said impatiently “I don’t carry' those kess with 

f r 5' in § to §^t mto the house I went in because the window was 

P „ v And you tllmk 1 llked doin S it. I'm here to tell you I didn’t ” 

You can t account for the window being locked, later 7 ” 

mbm^fhad ” *’ ’ f ^ "’ hat y0U arc trying t0 

He abandoned that for the fame 

sidelu/emchas^on^l' , w” Sa ' d “ Y ° U and Halllda y bate laid con- 

* "’ aS G ” d » » ad th.1 you 

Had it and might use it,” I amended 

turned out it^ was neither’ onT’ ° n b ™ ln l ' ie room u P slairs But as it 
such a knife” n0r m h,s room He denies ever owming 

Halliday saw it He’s lying ” 

end u’; r^h^Crd z: mde ™ s mand ° f ^ * 

him to use?” P £ fte very wea P° n which you had expected 

“Wh V fsxri Said i that ’ but 1 thmk 14 Probable ” 

%? Why should he? He could l a 

entered, or his room searched He camp h ^ B ° l dea tlie ll0use was t0 be 
stand, to find you and Halliday m tb P Smokm § a cigarette I under- 

y m the hall, a window broken, and a bullet 
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imbedded m the floor That doesn't sound like a man who has been out 
hiding the evidences of Ins crimes ” 

lie asked me abruptly after that how long I had known Halhday, 
and his relationship to the family. Then he attacked Halhday’s statement 
that he thought he had seen the lights of a car by Robinson’s Point, and 
had started for that 

“Air. Halhday,” he said, “says that he believed that this car was Air Bethel s 
and started toward it, giving you his revolver and leaving you alone, that he 
found no car there, and turned back To support this statement, he says 
that a boat, tying m the creek there, had excited his suspicions because the 
oarlocks were wrapped Aluffled oarlocks are not uncommon tilings 
“The position of the boat was suspicious.” 

“Perhaps,” he said “But that was a matter for me to determine, not Air 
Halhday. As to the strips he maintains were wrapped around the oarloc r s, 
I am not sa5'ing they were not there, but I am saying that they were gone w len 

I went over the next morning to examine the boat 
What he had hoped to gam by that I do not know He shifted rapidly, 
perhaps m the hope of somehow trapping me; our reasons for lopmg o 
connect Gordon with the crimes, since one of them had taken place before 
his arrival, when I had first missed my fountain pen, exactly w ere wa 
standing when the revolver was fired, when I had taken off tie sa ety ^ca , 

where I was when Halhday broke the window And from ia , wi 
pause, back to the gun-room window and had me repeat my s ry 

finding it open, and entering by it A-nmprrte 

“Yet you thought,” he said, “that this boy, whom you cons ider a . d g 

and a murderer, was inside In a few minutes you expected H y 

but you did not wait for him Is that right 7 

“Then you thought, m all probability, that the boy had this knife w 
“I didn’t think about it at all,” I said “If I had, I m not sure I woul 

“But later 09 the boy returns, and you won t let him upstairs, 

knife is there Is that right?” „ to break down 

Looking back over the interview, he seemed to 0 a H a lliday stated 
my story, rather than to be following any idea of nis 
ff fairly well when I reported the examination to im , where his 

He’s got nothing,” he said “Nothing but y° u . lsn > t W orth a 

system breaks down, it might work, if you were guilty, dul 

tinker’s dam, since you’re not ” f rrrenough's ques- 

One rather curious thing he added, however, m viev 

hons about the knife , , r-m-rlnn Hallida}', and 

(Note I was not present when Starr followe y 
Doctor Playward, went upstairs to examine Gor on s conscious of 

Luring the interval of waiting for the constable 1 baa 
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an approaching nervous chill, the beginning of the illness w Inch hi id me up 
for the following three days ) 

"Gordon was as surprised as I was” he says, “when Starr didn’t find the 
knife It was too good to be true, lie could hardly beliac it ” 




Downstairs today for the first time 
As I had expected, Mr Bethel intends to gi\e up the home. lie lias s o 
notified Thomas and Annie Cochran, and has sent me a note asking me to 
see him tonight 

The note was left by Gordon, and as I happened to be m the hall, it 
was I who received it 

He stiffened when he saw me, it being our first encounter ^mcc the other 
night 

Mr Bethel sent tins, he said briefly, and started to go. On the veranda, 
however, he stopped and turned around “Pretty dirty work the other night,” 
he said, watching me “And I’m not forgetting it ” 

He waited, apparently expecting a reply On receiving none lie stood study- 
ing me for a moment-a most uncomfortable moment for me Then he 
smiled, his curious sneenng smile 

“I'm afraid > y° u know,” he said “I can take care of myself I’m not 
worrying 

He tiuust his hands into his pockets and turned, not toward the other 

b !f toward tIle road Near the gates he began to whistle, and thus 
theatncal y assuring me that he was at h.s ease, started toward Oakville 

to lnnk f earned toda 5' that lle K leaving Mr. Bethel, and has gone to the cits 
to look for another position 

veare h than y i P ra?e e t mC H< ^ 1 m ° re or lcss a s P ecrall st in bojs, for more 
tally, but here is a neT^e” kn °™ them ’ Collectlvcl >' and Indl ' ,d ’ 

forinstanc^he haTT* *° U,at -Prognathous portion of Hall, day’s face. 

instance, he has no lower )aw He completely lacks personality he could 
according to somebody’s description of a similar w hJ T a ' . 

mth * - « s 

a s!rt of WuZngtfth'whioh to pmSfSsd^He hastiT * T 

prob^bl^a' 7tt is d He’,s ittfeTmt 

feminine creature within his present m,l d f ^ 3S the 0nly young and 
Halliday, quite apart from the other mehT’a^ ^ ^ 

and would like to be At the same ftme § l w representm g what he is not 
himself incapable of coping with it ’ ^ ^ WOrld because be feels 

But ]ust how far does he carry this seerpf lnn m £ , 

inferiority? To the length of enme? Granted flf’j ° f hlS to escape hls own 

Granted the desire so to escape it, has 
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he the ability? Can he make his possible dream of being a master criminal 
come true? I think not 

Other tilings go on much as before Greenough after three days of no 
further discoveries has gone again. The situation at the mam house the other 
night has, thank God, not reached the press The boat, with the mufflmgs 
gone from the oarlocks, still lies m the creek beyond Robinson’s Point, and 
the sole proof of such muffling, if the point is even brought up again, lies 
m the boathouse along with the broken lens, the bit of Gordon’s cipher, 
and the small screw cap of an ether can. 

Our lovers move about their ordinary duties with an eye out, as one may 
say, each for the other Vague as the future is, they have each other, and 
only this morning I saw Edith with a basket of mending, from which looked 
forth what greatly resembled a masculine undergarment m need of buttons 
Shades of many years ago, when each sex politely assumed that the other 


went, so to speak, undergarmentless! , 

They cannot turn the clock on But there are times when there is a sor o 
despair m Halliday’s face, and sometimes I see Edith sitting alone, her hands 
folded, looking three or four years ahead with a sort of tragic patience, o 
much, she seems to think, may happen m three or four years 
She asked lnm, the other day, out of a clear sky, if he had been gone over 

by a doctor recently , , 

And the reward, on which she had so blithely counted, seems as tar away 

as ever. As far away as her dreams of earning a fortune wit 1 er pen. 
has had another rejection or two, and the heart has gone out o ®r. 

But she has had her moment Mail still continues to come m 
minds me that she received a curious letter yesterday ecaus matter 
construed to have a bearing on our situation I record it iere, u name 
of fact, one must make certain allowances, Ediths ar ic es u mmis t ic 

111 full, and a small amount of investigation by the pro essiona examp ] e 
underground would supply some of the remainder e J an 7 

ls quite easily accounted for , , — , « c nr , stance 

But the remainder leaves me considerably puzzled e ’ normal 
And that strange cond.hon of Mr - At the end, a heart wh<ch » 

apparently failing him, so that he would have fallen a i letter 

For all the world as though- But I must pull my* f together The 
from Salem was not authentic, why should I believe t us 

Evanston , Illinois 
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0t j bout the same hour « Mnner here, it was suggested 

1 am not a spiritualist , but following a small dinner 


that we try table levitation, and against my husband’s protests, tins was ar- 
ranged for 

My husband , I may say, is not psychic in any way, and was greatly bored 
with the proceeding. We were not surprised, therefore, when after sitting 
in darkness for ten minutes or so, he fell asleep and began to breathe heavily 

I tried to rouse him but was unable to, when the opinion was given 
that he was in a trance state. As none of us were familiar with that condition, 
and as he began to groan heavily, I was greatly alarmed. There was a doctor 
in the party, however, and on his saying that his pulse was all right, we sat 
quiet and waited 


He then said, “Jane, Jane” in an agonized voice, and as my name is not 
Jane there was some amusement, especially when he added, “ She is asleep 
I cannot rouse her.” Almost immediately after that, however, he said, “ Rob- 
inson’s Point,” and something about a boat there (We think now that the 
allusion may have been to the lighthouse you mention ) After that he was 
quiet for a time, and I begged to be allowed to waken him, but just as we 
had turned on the lights again he got up, with his eyes still closed, and leaning 
over the table, seemed to be staring at the gentleman across from him 
(Mr Lewis, a very nice man, with whom my husband plays golf a great deal ) 
I have not changed my attitude,” he said, in a really terrible voice. “I 
repudiate you and all your works I am not afraid of you The thing is mon- 
strous, and society should be warned against you ” 

I have forgotten to say that he had kept his right hand closed, as though 
he had something in it He made a gesture as though he threw this something 
mvay and then looked at Mr Lewis again and said, “I have warned you, I 
shall tell the police” 


rr H f 7 f f 71 ^ t0 be ! n a State great ^dement, and hardly able to breathe 

Jl!f l jr aCk mt0 the r chair > and our doctor fnend reached over and felt his 

stohbph 71 t dt ’ f tb ° U ^ 1 b * s beart 1S P er f ec tly sound, it had almost 

short timdh ^ ’ 6 WOldd bave f a Uen had the doctor not caught him. In a 

howJTvp* ° a 7 TT? ^ SeCmed t0 thmk he had asleep. He felt, 
however, very wretched the next day 

article and 771771 ^ ° U ’ but tbe me ntion of Robinson’s Point in your 
cmtZt t Tfir m tme ’ has *“* ™ * <« strange comcdence I 
to use it for public “ “ g °° d f “ lth ’ but 1 must noi 


consent to the use of tins lette, 

Brownlrrpoet'f i r rfo 5 *°°* °“ r «“* SouI ’ th ° *■* ^ 

that all our philosonhv' * i™/’ p ? rhaps ’ but wasn’t it Montaigne who sau 
WhatT ,V f Hy 18 but sophisticated poetry? 

about ! a n^S 11 :^ 111 W °" ld with all this! Trottmi 

had a complete panoramic * 8 7 7 3 g ^ impse ^ iere ? a look there, until b 

P panoramic view of all eternity But the real question is, wha 
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ttould Cameron say? Not fnr b,™ ^ 

a spot by the way, rf our spinhstia^ Tf° r ° US HadIy m &e chm ch ^rd - 
seems to have considered it-nor a teakeffle"™ 1° excIusive as Hadl y 
scientific method, the medium , if ! "°™ g about Hls eoldly 
ing; cameras, noteboo^t^ ’ ' “ d fo0t ’ SCate of ^ h ' 

by little bells on sto^s'ftrough^vhmh th Ctem,ty ’ but a nmow slit, guarded 
at all. g ’ fflr0ugh wll,ch ft e poor ghost must creep if he come 

I Wonder what would happen, if I could induce him to come here? 


0ke iivcs and learns August *7^ 

hH xt\l m f COmer ° f the mystery and showed me a 

before in ^ ^ ^ ie ne ^ resu ^ that we are where we were 

him to use the M Tt 3t nme o cloc!: Iast m gbt, the first time I have known 

(Note T h , T Ph0ne ’ 3nd 3Sked me t0 See h,m 

mgs, the Lor? 3 ' 67 n °t mentioned in the journal that the three build- 

fact Dlavs on mairi bouse, and boathouse, are on one telephone As this 
I founr? h imp0rtant P art kter, it requires explanation ) 
time I had ^ 3 ^ ne m bbrary, hut with certain changes from the last 
heavy curb? Im ^ 1US ‘ wm ^ows were closed and locked, and the 

were bolter/ 115 j^? 11 across them; both the rear and front doors in the hall 
drappmo. b > an 1r , en ^ was Anally obliged to rmg, I could hear the old man 

“Whn lnis f ^ sIow] y m to the hall and there stopping 
no is it? he called 
•Porter ” 

With his ° n C ^ errace > anc ^ be opened that door for me, working labonously 
and wenKh^ 7 C USe ^ u ^ band Once inside, he left me to close it for myself, 
seated \ lnt ° bbrary When I followed him it was to find Inm 
sinister fT ™ e revo ^ ver c ^ ose at hand as before He was a strange, half- 
mvaliri / Ure as be sat there, but when he spoke it was as the querulous 

“I d 0 ° j rfilSt meCtmg 

“j ^ n } l ^ e y° ur house, Mr Porter,” he barked at me, without preliminary. 
France n .j C ^ ^ admitted “1 am thinking of adding to the m- 

added 30 ^ 1611 se ^ tm g a match to it. After you are out, of course,” I 

Was back a sor ^ ^ry chuckle from him, but the next moment he 

the rent” h ble supposed he was responsible for the balance of 

known fh Ut Wasn?t 1 moral ly responsible if he couldn’t live there 7 I had 
Question tl S ^° nes a b°ut the house, and yet had let it to him There was a 

‘"pi ere 

balanp^VL 110 ^ uestl on,” I said " I have no idea of holding you up for the 
Jt ce °r the rent ” 

seemed to me, however, that he hardly heard me He was listening 
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again, as he had before, and when he spoke it was on a totally different matter. 

“You find me rather on guard,” he said. "I am alone m the house ” 

“Where's Gordon?” 

“He went into the city this morning He has not come back ” 

And there was something m the way he made the statement that caused 
me to look at him quickly. 

“You mean that he has gone for good?” 

“No. I wish to God he had.” 

There was fear m that, and I realized then that all the place showed 
fear, the locked and bolted house, the dim light— only one lamp going, and 
that on the desk— the revolver, and the old man’s twisted body, crouched 
and watchful 

“I am afraid of him, Mr. Porter,” he said “I think he means to kill me ” 

“Nonsensel” 

“I wish it were ” 

“Can’t you get nd of him?” 

“Don’t you suppose I’ve tried?” 

His story, if story it can be called, that rambling discourse broken into by 
his fits of listening, even once of sending me out to take a look around, is as 
follows. 


He had picked the boy up m the city, knowing little or nothing about him, 
and from the time they arrived he had not quite trusted him After a 
time, too, he began to suspect that he was getting out of the house at night, 
and possibly using the car 

Not guilty m itself, perhaps,” he said, “but it left me alone, for one thing, 
nd it is not a house m which one cares to be alone.” He glanced at me 
And for another— well, I needn’t tell you what has been going on ” 

ut he was not, at first, really suspicious of these night excursions, sa\ e 
0r * 1S rese ntinent at being left there, alone and helpless, with a killer loose 
* n 6 or hood He kept a watch, therefore, not so much over the boy 
S “Tfv, the 10USe and himself m his absence 

left a door or window open,” he said, “I was at the mercy of anybody 
who chose to enter ” 


f ’ Says ’, was the Sltuatxon on the night of the 26th of July. H< 

decider! tn° 1 i S T00m anc * f oun d it empty, and had after some debab 
decided to work his way downstairs and lock him out. 

And myself m,” he said 

>*< 

somcbody'at 1 'the < do , fh-nob n hn erC !-]^ Ia * : heard sounds on the porch, anc 

th.-U.Jtot W no dolH the n w 0 o n M h \ SayS ^ T be5 ' 0nd 

e world, because of the stealthiness o 
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the movement, that the thing he had feared was happening It seems never 
to have occurred to him that it was Gordon 
He dragged himself to the stove, found the poker, and as the door opened 
struck with all his strength 

“It was only when he made a leap for the bell that I knew what I had 
done ” 

He was stricken He felt the boj r ’s pulse and knew he was not dead, but 
off somewhere near the sundial he heard someone moving, and that alarmed 
lnm still more 

“A man never knows his cowardice," he said wryly, “until he is put to the 
test I have very little idea of what I did next, my only clear recollection is 
of finding myself m my room. I don't remember getting there " 

But~and this is the point— the boy suspected him He was sure of it There 
had been a complete change m Ins attitude since that time. And watching 
that change, studying Gordon as he had felt obliged to, he had felt that 
something underlay all this. In other words, gradually he had begun to as- 
sociate the boy with the other crimes 
“He is weak," he said, “weak and vicious And there is that curious mental 
state called identification, the weak see the crimes committed by the strong, 
admire them, admire the criminal Then they begin to ape them, as Gordon 
may have aped your sheep killer, finally even identifying himself with this 
unknown, adopting his symbol, or whatever one chooses to call it 
I listened carefully, trying to fit this new light on Gordon s injury with 
the evidence as I knew it True, the weak link m our chain against him had 
heen that he himself had been attacked And this was now solved m a per- 
fectly matter-of-fact manner But there was some discrepancy there, some- 
thing which eluded me until I had gone over m my mind the events of the 
night of the 26th m their sequence Then I found it 

"But what about the man the boy saw enter by the gun-room window? 
“Pure invention, I feel certain Had he accused me he knew the matter o 
his night excursions would come out That was the last thing e wan e 
ft was my next remark, however, which has left us, as I wrote at e e 


gmning of this entry, just where we were before „ 

< You haven't said anything about the rope, Mr Bethel That was a ways 

^ Ropel” he said slowly “What rope?” 

He was tied hand and foot when I found him 
He glanced at me, and then down at his helpless hand 
It s a very long time since I have been able to tie a rope, r or er, 
said quietly 

I remained with him until an hour or so after the last tram from the city 
a d arrived, but there was no sign of Gordon I offered to remain r 
^ght with him, but he declined. He would not go to bed, however, and 

e ft him there at last, his revolver within reach 
°f that later talk there is one matter of real importance to record. 

I have a strange picture in my mind, beanng on the relations o e , 
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the old man and the boy, and leading up to it, each watching the other, the 
old man terrified, the boy deadly And on the surface, before Annie Cochran, 
all well enough between them, dictation taken, and the book growing Small 
surface differences, perhaps, but underneath suspicion on one side and re- 
venge and hatred on the other. 

Then Gordon took to locking his room. It was Annie Cochran who told 
Bethel, and from that time on that locked room played its own part between 
them, the old man asking himself what was hidden m it, the secretary with 
his sneering smile quietly carrying the key. It grew, I gathered, to have a 
peculiar place m the old man's imagination; he wandered down the passage 
to it more than once, finally Annie Cochran caught him there, trying the 
knob, and he had made some excuse and gone away 

But the night young Gordon flung out of the house, the same night I saw 
the figure at the foot of the stairs, Annie Cochran had come to him before 
leaving, with a key m her hand 

“I thought you might like this, sir," she said “I find it fits Mr. Gordon’s 
door ” 

Then she had gone, and he went to the room and entered it The knife 
and the rope were there, and he took them 

What was I to say that night, when the constable came down and reported 
nothing there? In ten minutes, or an hour, you were going to leave me here 
with him He was watching me, he knew." 

And I dare say he was right No matter what statement had been made 
re ative to the rope and the knife, there was no reason for Gordon’s arrest 
that night In ten minutes, or an hour, they would have been left together, 
and who knows what might have happened? 


August 18th 

ordon CAME back early this morning I invented an errand to the house 

h Wi f bre A fast ’ but found fl,at Mr - Bethel was still sleeping— as well 

an ia ^ P re P ara bons for tomorrow’s departure were well under 

av. 

¥ 

of the " 3S busy 0n ^ ie l° wer floor, Thomas and I made a tour 
put t Z I a V1 7 * C 0Smg jt 1 have ^tructed him to paint and 
know no neare ^ 1 7 S 7 1101 C * 0Se ^ ie Wm d°ws on the lower floor, I shall 
But I took ad^mt ° ^ f Se£ ^ e( ^ anc * kft to lts demons or its ghosts 

am no he tetd 7 presence on the "PP* fl°« * 

* « stored the red ■ -* 

'•11' > t ’^o > W d that1l '^hat°hc I ^«TO e ” 0d ° f masterly lnacl,vlty Not that he 

'■ ' sheer Hiiir'EicnMTOic'hc^ madc^Vbc “''‘"I ? r f nough off the casc 
*U*. rut s - on H find nt Pm. ‘ S bcmg Watc ied ’ and unless I miss 

" I ihmi-ht I r m l„' s Ford knight or'sTag ?” 06 nC3r ^ U ” dcr an0ther 
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What I finally gathered is that Halliday wants to eliminate me from the 
case, for my own sake 

“Just now," he said, "y° u arc sitting very pretty But one more bit of bad 
luck and he’s ready to jump ” 

Although he smiled, I ha\ e an idea that he is deadly senous, that he knows 
Greenough is not far away, and that for some unknown reason he expects 
another bit of bad luck IIis face is thm and haggard these days, and from 
the fact that he sleeps a great deal in the daytime, I am inclined to think that 
he sleeps very little at night 

Between him and Edith, too, I surmise some sort of mysterious understand- 
ing At the same time, there is a noticeable absence of those three-angled 
conferences m which, some little time ago, we were free to air our various 
theories 

Willy mlly, I am consigned to innocuous desuetude 

Hayward started yesterday on Ins vacation 


August 20th 

Form am Mr Bethel vas murdered between eleven o’clock and midnight 
last night Gordon has escaped 

7 oo a m Jane is at last asleep, and I have had some coffee Perhaps 1 
record the events of the night it will quiet me After all, one cannot forget 
such things, the only possible course is to bnng them to the surface, to ace 
them 


But I will not face that room , . , 

Murder The very word is evil But no one has ever known how evil until 
he has seen it Such things cannot be written, they should not e seen y 
should not be , 

We have had this murder We have gone over, inch by inch, tie scene o 
We have been spared no shock, the evidence of the struggle ms on i the 
walls, the floor, the furniture, we have the very knife with w ic n ' , 

mitted We have even gone further than that We have o owe 1 ' 

a long the drive to the garage, and from there by the car to ie s 

heyond Robinson’s Point ... £ f i 1Pr W p hive 

And yet, according to Halliday, until we have gone still furth , 

a d no murder, according to the law . r a i aw 

Ever since daylight, I have been struggling to see the just c ^ 

where, when Gordon is found— and Greenough believes ie w i 
cannot convict him unless we also find that bit of old flesh and bl 

°ue which was once Simon Bethel a T1 j qr)OSe 0 f his 

Is It only necessary, to escape justice, that a criminal artfully dispose 

crime? t> 

And by how narrow a margin he did escape it 1 A matter °/ at ter- 
tWeen my calling Halliday on tire telephone and my meeting ^ room 
r . ace > Perhaps even between that and our entrance into 
matter of minutes 
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In one thing only did lie make an error, and even that may not have been 
an error. He may coolly have abandoned his suitcase, packed and hidden m 
the shrubbery, may have stood there a second or so, considering it, and then 
decided to let it lie. 

The most grievous thing to me is that I should have given him the warning. 
And the most terrible picture I have is that, when I called Halliday, he stood 
listening m at the telephone, craftily calculating, "Can I make it? Can I not?” 
W ith that behind him— 

Crafty. As old m crime as crime is old, for all Ins youth. Out on the bay 
disposing of his horrible freight, and watching the lanterns as they searched 
for the boat, seeing them scatter, looking for othci boats with which to follow 
him out onto the water, and then quietly heading back into the creek again, 
and escaping through the wood. 

Crafty, beyond words 


August 21 st. 

The excitement is still intense. I have hardly seen Halliday since our trou- 
ble, he is working with the police, of which a number have conic to assist 
Greenough Curious crowds stand outside our gates, which we have been 
obliged to close and lock A few of the more adventurous, gaming admission 
by the lane, are turned back there by guards who arc on duty day and night. 

Thomas, standing at the gate, has orders to admit only the detectives and 
duly accredited members of the press 

On the bay we have once more the familiar crowd of searching boats Off 
the point dragging has been going on, but with no result Owing to the fact 
that no guards were placed by the boat, a large portion of it has alieady 
een a 'en away y morbid individuals who will place their trophies, I dale 
say on tables or mantelpieces, and thereafter gloat over them 

l * n * hc alwfl ys insists that he is sane, so do the sane 
otten demonstrate that they are mad 

And so far, nothing 

liMamifwS 1 ls > ' vh,dl to Gordon’s apprehension. From the lime 

above Robmsnnh V 1C , ? at I nd> knd ‘ n S. madc bis escape into the woods 
urned m ta e 1 J disappeared entirely. Here and there a clue has 

found that he cnnnnr d ‘ sap P°’ ntmc , nt G.ecnough believes that lie will he 
So, Z! escape the police dragnet, but I am not so sure 

the subicct of the Irish' 6 11 10 “ K lave Passed Jane has not yet opened up 

matter^, Tliiwc not tolT the police ^ ° f h “ ™ ™ ^ 

alatl ute rc^fd , S C H Ct Vn bC tcle P hon = and rcccrve the 
was immediately aware tint J ailg? t lat 1 went to llie instrument, and 
or at the mam house that I lm °i ^ ie , ccivcrs Was down > either at Halliday's 

•md a nearer °7 * e WirC ’ f ° llowcd ^ « second 

the receiver, the sobbing breiib nf ' fodowin S diat I heard, near 

’ llg brC ‘ Uh of ev bau St ion. and that immediately aflci 
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that the receiver went up, and I called Iialliday frantically, and that, on his 
replying, I told him my suspicion that something was wrong at the mam 
house, and to meet me there at once 

But there is a discrepancy here which may cause me trouble if they come 
back to it. A telephone such as ours does not nng if one of the receivers is 
dov n And the plain fact is that our telephone did not ring at all that night 
As I have not yet recorded the events of that tragic evening m their se- 
quence, I shall do so now 

Halhday had dined with us, and had been more like himself than for some 
time past The news that the house was to be gnen up had seemed to relieve 
him, for some strange reason I remember he said something which puzzled 
me at the time 

“After all,” he said, "we can’t undo what has been done And it may be 
the end ” , 

After dinner he and Edith sat on the veranda, and going to lower a shade 
I saw ? that she was holding a match while he drew something on a bit of 
paper But the match went out almost at once, and I would have thought 
no more of it, had I not heard Edith say, “And the cabinet was there?” 
“In the corner,” he replied 

I am no ea^sdropper, so I drew the shade and turned away 
He left at something after ten, and Edith joined us She was very quiet, 
and sat watching me play solitaire while Jane sewed industriously At half 
past ten or thereabouts, Jane suddenly said, "The telephone is ringing ” 

Both Edith and I looked up m amazement, the instrument was m the 
small hall, not ten feet from where I sat, it would have been impossible for 
it to nng without our hearing it, and we had heard nothing 

“You’ve been asleep, Jane'” Edith accused her But I glanced at her, and 
I remembered that she was oddly relaxed m her chair, her face looked white 
and her eyes were slightly fixed 
“It is nnging,” she said thickly 

And that is how I happened to be at the telephone that night And how, 
too, I gave the alarm which enabled the murderer to escape, by calling 
Halhday 

“Get your revolver and meet me at the mam house,” I said "There’s 
something wrong there ” 

I know that had I not rung the telephone, had I gone for Halhday instead, 
we would have caught the criminal But to nng the one house was to ring 
the other, he may still have been standing there gasping He had, for all he 
knew up to that time, the rest of the night m which to finish his deadly 
work, to dispose of the body, to gather up his suitcase, waiting outside, and 
get away 

But I called Halhday, and he listened He knew then that instead of hours 
he had only minutes He must have worked fast, m that ghastly shambles 
of a room, the car was probably already out, m the lane He may even have 
stood there, at the comer of the lane, the engine turning over quietly, and 
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watched Halliday running up toward the house. And perhaps he laughed, that 
secret laugh of his which had always rather chilled me. 

Then-he simply got into the car and drove away Cool and crafty to the 

last No body, no murder He made for the boat 

He left behind him only two real clues, the knife, which Annie Cochran 
identifies as one taken from the kitchen, and his packed suitcase. Not inten- 
tional, tins last He must have needed clean linen And certainly that diary of 
his, in cipher— he would not want that m the hands of the police. But what 
would the diary matter, after all, if he himself escaped? 


August 22nd 

As TIME GOES ON the case is complicated with the eagerness of all sorts of 
people to bring m extraneous circumstances which they consider important 
For instance, Livingstone’s butler, the one who bought the knife m Oak- 
ville and caused so much excitement by so doing, has been over to get a 
description of Gordon, preserving an air of mystery which under other cir- 
cumstances would be vastly entertaining 

Another story concerns a middle-aged man of highly respectable appearance 
and of a square and heavy build, who was seen walking uncertainly along the 
mam road near the Livingstone place at 1 00 a m. the night of the murder 
A passing car, seeing his state, stopped and asked if he was m trouble 

He replied that he had been struck by a car an hour or so before, and had 
been lying by the road ever since. His condition bore this out, as he was 
stained with blood and dirt He accepted the offer of a lift, and was left at 
the railroad station at Martin’s Ferry to catch the express there for the city. 

There have been many similar ones, an innumerable number of people are 
convinced that they have seen Gordon, and apparently almost any dapper 
youth of twenty or so, with what Edith calls patent-leather hair and an in- 
veterate cigarette habit, is likely at any time to be tapped on the shoulder 
and taken to a police station 

Of clues of other and lesser sorts there has been almost an embarrassment 
Both the library and that portion of the hall near the telephone have fur- 
nished fingerprints. But as Greenough says, “Fingerprints do not discover 
criminals, they identify them.” 

Nevertheless, great pains have been taken to preserve them On the white 
marble mantel a very distinct impnnt m blood was photographed without 
difficulty, others, less clear, were dusted with black powder before the camera 
uas used. Detailed pictures were made of the library and hall, before any 
attempt to put them back to order was permitted, and these’ prints have 
ecn enlarged and carefully studied One of them with a strange result 

Greenough, handing it to me today, said, “This print is defective You can 
i cep it. if you care to ” 


But I wonder if it is defective There is what Greenough 
m the lover comer, but it requires very little imagination to 


calls a light streak 
give to tins misty 
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outline the semblance of a form, and to the loner portion of it the faint but 
recognizable appearance of brocade 
I have said nothing What can I say? 

One thing which puzzles the police is the violence of the battle, it seems 
incredible that Bethel could have made the fight for life which he evidently 
did. At the same time, they ha\e two problems to solve which repeated search- 
ing of the house and wide publicity have not yet answered 
One is the disappearance of the manuscript on which Bethel had worked all 
summer Annie Cochran has testified that tins manuscript was kept locked in 
a drawer m the library desk, when Halhday and I entered the house this 
drawer was standing open and the manuscript was missing. It has not yet 
been located 

But perhaps the most surprising is the failure of any friend or relative of 
Simon Bethel to interest himself m the case Cameron’s note to Larkin be- 
fore Bethel rented the house expressly disclaims any previous knowledge of 
him 

Here is a possible tenant for Mr. Porter’s house , he wrote, of which he 
spoke to me some time ago I have no acquaintance with Mr. Bethel, save 
that he called on me a day or so ago, in reference to a statement in a book 
of mine I imagine, however, that he would be a quiet and not troublesome 
tenant 

Halhday brought up this cunous situation yesterday, m one of the rare 
moments he has given us since the murder 

“Has it occurred to you, skipper,” he said, “that it is strange that no one 
belonging to Mr. Bethel has turned up?” 

“I dare say a man can outlive most of his contemporaries and most of his 
fnends ” 

“He wasn’t as old as all that” And he asked, apparently irrelevantly a 
moment later, “The two evenings you saw him and talked to him, how did 
he impress you? I mean, his state of mind 7 ” 

“The last time, of course, he was frankly frightened He said as much ” 
“And before that?” 

“He didn’t say so, but he was more or less on guard He had his revolver 
Of course, those were rather parlous times ” 

As a matter of fact, the case is anything but a clear one against Gordon, 
as it develops Greenough has been, all along, as convinced of Gordon’s guilt 
as he had previously been of mine. But Benchley is more open to conviction, 
and a conversation between Halhday and him this morning, on the lawn near 
the terrace, is still running m my mind 

Halhday had been protesting against Greenough’s method of “following a 
single idea until it went up a blind alley and died there.” 

“Of course," he said quietly, “you can make a case against Gordon, it’s 
all here But you’ll have something left over that you won’t know what to do 
with We know that it was Mr Bethel who hit Gordon and knocked him 
out some time ago, but who tied him? Where’s the boy’s own story about 
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seeing a man at the gun-room window? Mr. Porter here later on finds t lat 
same window open, and sees a man m the lower hall. Who was that T1 
same hand bed the boy that bed Carroway, and Goidon hadn t even seen 
this place at that time What are you going to do with that? 

“Then where's Gordon now?” Benchley asked, practically enough 

“I don't know. Dead, maybe ” 

Benchley stood thinking. 

“I think I get the idea,” he said “The light, you think, was between Mr 
Bethel and this unknown of yours, the boy either saw it and got mixed up m 
it, or knew he’d be suspected and beat it Is that it?” 

“Well, I would say that a man about to commit such a crime doesn’t pack 
his suitcase with the idea of escaping with it ” 

A thought which, I admit, had never occurred to me unbl that moment 
As a result of this conversabon, Benchley has advanced a theory of his own 
which accounts at least for the failure of any relatives to make inquiry This 
is that the old man was m hiding under an assumed name, hiding, m the most 
secluded spot he could find, from some implacable enemy who bad finally 
cauglit up with him 

How he reconciles this with the Carroway murder and the disappearance 
of Maggie Morrison I do not know, but certain facts seem to bear out this 
idea. He was, m one sense, a man of mystery His accounts were paid m 
cash, the automobile m which he arrived had been bought at second hand 
a few days before, by the secretary and m the same manner. And all idenbfy- 
mg marks had been carefully removed from his clothing 

In addition to all this, there is the puzzling report on the knife itself Ex- 
amination under the microscope shows fibers of linen as well as fragments of 
cellular tissue But it also reveals minute parbcles of tobacco leaf, showing it 
had gone through a pocket 

But Mr Bethel was not a smoker 

At some one time, then, Bethel clearly secured the knife and wounded 
his assailant. Not seriously, evidently, since after that he was able to do what 
he did do, but sufficiently to turn the minds of the police toward the man 
who claimed to have been struck by an automobile 

This clue, however, has developed nothing The night was dark, and his 
rescuers have no desenpbon of him, save of a heavy-set figure and a dazed 
manner of speech They carried him to Martin’s Ferry, but the conductor of 
the night express remembers carrying no such passenger. 

Greenough today showed me Gordon’s diary, rescued from the suitcase It 
has at some bme been dropped into water, and certain pages are not legible 
If indeed that word may be used where nothing is legible, where each page 
presents such jumbles of large and small letters as the following sentence, 
which I have copied as a matter of interest 

Trn g IC GTRgg UtiMT aot LmGT MofrT. 

The record is not a daily one, but apparently was used for jotting down 
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odd thoughts or ideas It continues, however, at intervals, for the entire pe- 
riod of his stay at Twin Hollows, the last entry having been made on 
August 17th 

Certain entries are neat and methodical The one on July 27th, however, 
after his injury, is by hand, and shows certain erasures and changes Once 
or twice m August the record is long, covering more than a page, while the 
July entries are all brief On the last page, however, and without comment, 
he has drawn m, rather carefully, a small circle enclosing a triangle 

Greenough, while attaching a certain interest to it, has not yet sent it to 
be deciphered by the code experts of his department As a matter of fact, 

I suspect him of holding it out, with the idea of being able to claim the reward 
if he finds Gordon. 

Which reward, by the way, now stands at ten thousand dollars 

August 23rd 

Halliday saw a red light in the house the night Bethel was killed He has 
just told me 

He ran out, after I telephoned him, and from the foot of the lawn he 
saw it It was gone almost at once 

He has asked me to experiment with him tonight, using the lamp from 
the attic closet I have given him the keys Apparently what he wishes to dis- 
cover is the approximate location of such a light I have no idea of his purpose 

I understand that the guards who have been watching the house at night 
have been withdrawn, and that hereafter only such watch will be kept as 
will suffice to keep away the curious crowds that still throng here m daylight 
hours 

Today Annie Cochran and Thomas have been putting the house m order, 
preparatory to its final closing I shall never open it again Thomas has already 
painted the window boards and put some of them m place Let us pray that 
they keep inside what should be inside, and outside what should be out! 

August 24th 

The strings of small bells, fastened across the closed and shuttered windows , 
frequently vibrated as though a hand had been drawn across them 

(From Eugenia Riggs and Her Phenomena ) 

Any coherent record of our last night’s expenment is difficult today, not 
only do last night’s alarms always seem absurd m today’s sunshine, but I am 
not at all certain now that I did not build up, out of my recent reading and 
what I knew about the house, a bugaboo of my own 

And yet— what a night! 

A man is a fool who, preparing to spend a night m a haunted house, where 
a terrible crime has been recently committed, reads dunng the early evening 
the idiotic imaginings which other men have conjured out of their own dis- 
ordered fancies Or out of their disordered digestions, according to the newest 
theory 
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Isn't it Wells who has the dyspeptic Mr. Pollv sitting on a stile between 
two tlneadbare-looking fields, and hating the world in general and his own 
home m particular, after a meal of pork, suet pudding, treacle, cheese, beer, 
and pickles? And Fraser Harris who attributes "the transcendent nonsense of 
the post-impressionists” to the absinthe m their blood 7 

So, last night, I must needs poison my mental digestion, m advance, pick 
up a book which should be suppressed, or sold only to large ladies of a lym- 
phatic type, to read with a box of caramels And with it fill mjsclf with 
elemental, hideous masses of matter given temporary life and strange forms, 
demons, summoned by the diabolical rites of the Black Mass, and gliosis of 
foul crimes, come to seek revenge on their slayers! 

Even before I started, the untimely ringing of Clara’s alarm clock, upstairs, 
set my nerves to jangling And there was a certain psychological preparation 
for me m the very steps I was obliged to take m order to get out of tbe house 
For a man of my age to put on Ins pajama coat, and retire into his bed other- 
wise fully dressed, was an act of deception nerve-racking enough in itself. But 
when Jane came m after I had retired, tardily remembering a missing button, 
and demanded the shirt I was still wearing, I broke into a cold sweat 

It was with difficulty that I got her away, slnrtless, and settled down to 
W'ait until the house w ? as quiet 

Halliday had opened the mam house, and the red lamp w ? as already m the 
den Owing to the fact that the windows w ? ere boarded from the outside, 
we had no scruples about lighting it, but although it w ? as better tffim com- 
plete darkness it added very little to the general gaiety. Halliday w r as quiet 
and somewhat strained, the house itself hot and airless and, w ith all outside 
sounds cut off, depressmgly sbll I lighted a match and glanced into the li- 
brary, it was a ghost of a room, the floor bare, the furniture and pictures once 
more swathed m white 

Only the prisms of the glass chandelier reflected the light and seemed, as 
it flickered, to he quietly m motion 

Halliday had little to say 


I would like, he explained, “to reproduce conditions as nearly as they 
were the night you saw the figure here ” He smiled “I don’t suppose you 
really want to go and stand at the head of that staircase, skipper, but I’m 
going to ask you to, just the same ” 

I looked up the staircase nervously 

“If you are going to reproduce the previous conditions,” I protested, “you 
may recall that I had a revolver at that time'” 

“I also seem to remember that you fired it,” he said, and gnnned at me 
it will answer every purpose, and be considerably safer, if you will merely 
point your finger at me and say ‘crash!’ ” 

But no amount of lightness on his part or mine could do more than tem- 
porarily lift the gloom the shadow of tragedy hung over everything at which 

out » ° ked Halllday ^ !t ’ and SUggested that “ we § et t0 ™k ^d then get 
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The question m his mind, he said, was this* I had said that, a second 
or so after the shot and the disappearance of the figure, the red light had 
died out m the den. If, as he believed was possible, this glow came from the 
lamp upstairs, brought down for some reason, or from a similar lamp, this re- 
quired that the man I saw had time to go into the den, extinguish the lamp 
and conceal it, (since it wasn’t m evidence later on) get back to the library, 
and be ready to leave by the broken window before he, Halhday, had turned 
on the light 

“It’s a matter of time,” he said “I was by the terrace when I heard the 
shot. I figure it took me ten seconds to pick up the chair, run to the window, 
and smash it.” 

It was nervous work going up the staircase, but I managed it and took up 
my position. He stood below 

I fired— theoretically— and he did what the figure had done , moved toward 
the door, still facing me, turned and went into the library I heard him moving 
about and the light went out Then m the darkness he ran into the library 
again, where he struck a match 

‘"Twenty seconds,” he called. 

His voice trailed off, his shadow extended through the den doorway into 
the hall, and as I watched it, it shows the condition of my nerves that it did 
not seem to be his shadow at all, but something quite different For all the 
world like an old man m a dressmg-gown Then the match went out and I 
heard him coming out into the hall again 

“Did you move a minute ago?” he asked 

“Move*” I said. “I wouldn’t move for a million dollars Strike a light” 

“Funny,” he said. “I thought I heard something ” 

He groped his way back to the den, and the red lamp looked actually 
cheerful after the complete darkness I heard him go into the library again 
and apparently stand there and listen, and very shortly after he reappeared 
and asked me to change places with him. 

“See how you can make it, skipper,” he said 

I came down rather more rapidly than I had gone up, and Halhday took 
my former position I had never had any particular stomach for the business, 
and now my one idea was to get it over I did as Halhday had done, moved 
to the library door, turned, and then, more or less holding my breath, dived 
into the library and through it to the den I brought up there, close to the 
red lamp, caught my foot m the cord and jerked it from the socket Instantly 
we were m darkness again, and m absolute silence Halhday, I believe, was 
still leaning over the stair rail, waiting for me to complete the movement, 
and the sudden plunge into darkness had startled me more than I care to 
remember. 

But I do remember that m a sort of panic I got down on my knees to feel 
for the connection, and that at that movement, whether due to overstrained 
nerves or not I cannot say, I distinctb heard a soft movement m the library 
Tr>mg to analyze that movement today I find it difficult It was ns though 
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the linen coverings m the library had been set m motion, a soft and quiet 
motion, like that perhaps of a woman with a fan, and above that the faint 
click of the prisms on the chandelier, like the ringing of small bells But 
whatever had caused it, it was dying away when 1 noticed it As if somehow 
the extinction of the light had taken away its source of power. 

(Note- It is to be observed that we secured this phenomenon later, during 
the seances As no explanation of it has ever been given, it remains a portion 
of that unsolved factor m our equation to which I have referred previously.) 

I kneeled there, my face covered with a cold sweat, staring m the direction 
of the library door. I felt that if I looked away, if I were to lower my guard 
for an instant, something would come through that door. 

I was, m effect, holding it back with my eyesl 

And Halliday had made no sound He, too, I now know', was listening 
'Hus, as accurately as I can record it, was the situation last night when 
the next move came The house was absolutely silent again Halliday was 
upstairs, and I was watching the door into the library, when the location of 
the sounds changed Protected by my eyes, m front, I was attacked from the 
rear, so to speak At the window above and behind me, something was trying 
to D ct m I could hear its hands sliding slimily over the wood of the shutter, 
keeping on that blind and dreadful groping, until finally some sort of hold w r as 
secured and the shutter was shaken 

And with that every last ounce of my self-control left me, and I leaped 
into the hall as if I had been fired out of a gun 
"Halliday'” I shouted “Halliday}” 

He came downstairs, rather he leaped down the stairs He says he found 
me m a corner, gibbering, and I dare say he did, but I must have told him 
my story with sufficient clearness, at that, for he left me alone again m that 
damnable place and ran outside And as I had no intention whatever of being 
left alone again for the remainder of my life, I ran, also. There W'as nobody 
outside the window, but the fresh green paint was the thing that, according 
to Halliday, saved me from being sent today to some sanctuary for the men- 
tally deranged 

It showed unmistakable signs of entirely human investigation At least a 
hand with the usual equipment of thumb and fingers has left more than one 
impression on it 

Later And now where are we ? I am willing, even anxious, to accept Halli- 
day s verdict, that the sounds we both heard m the library were due to an 
east wind blowing down the chimney, plus the settling and creaking of the 
old portion of the house 

But we have just returned from an inspection, m broad day, of the marks 
outside the boarded-up window of the den 

There is a complete imprint of the hand on it, and it shows a broad short 
thumb and a curved little finger What is more, there is a complete absence 
of the usual whorls and ridges of the ordinary hand One could take this 
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imprint and put it side by side with the one m the bowl of putty They are 
identical 

- Halhday seems to have seen a great light from somewhere, but to me the 
situation is as absurd as it is maddening. It is as outrageous as that, out of 
some forgotten comer of my memory, I should have dug up a triangle within 
a circle, to find it cropping up soon after as the signature to a crime 

August 25th 

Five days have passed since the murder, and we are apparently as far from 
its solution as ever 

What work is being done is now centering about the county detective bu- 
reau m the city. A deputy constable keeps up a more or less casual surveillance 
of the property during the day, but is careful to depart before twilight. The 
dragging of the bay has once more been stopped, and Benchley's idea of an 
unknown enemy of Bethel's has apparently been abandoned in favor of Gor- 
don as the killer. 

At the same time we are not without developments, of a sort. 

Although he is reticent on the subject, Halhday seems to feel that the ex- 
periment the other night, incomplete as it was, negates the theory that the 
man I saw escaped by the broken window m the library 
‘‘Then where did he go?” I asked 

“That’s the point,” he said. “Where did he go? When we've answered 
that we'll have answered a number of things.” 

But he tells me, surprisingly enough, that he has taken up a sort of tem- 
porary residence m the house 

“Whoever tried to get m the other night may come back again,” he says 
And assures me that the place isn't so bad “when one gets used to it ” 

“I read Kant,” he says, as if that explains something 
I have offered to stay with him, but not, I dare say, with any enthusiasm 
But he declines with a smile 

“You are too psychic, skipper!” he says 
But it is perfectly evident that he does not want me 
Tins morning, going unexpectedly into the boathouse, where tins conver- 
sation took place, I found him sitting by his table, and spread out before 
him the bit of linen, the cipher, the broken lens, and the top of the ether 
can which constituted our various exhibits before I was gently eliminated from 
the case But he also had a box of figs and a hand minor before lnm, and 
when I entered unexpectedly he was studying himself m the glass 

As he immediately asked me if I cared to go fishing, vluch I did not. I 
saw that he was not prepared to make any explanation 

The other development, although it does not sohe the crime, or touch on 
it, came to me through Lear today, and throws a new and interesting light 
on poor old Bethel himself 

Lear did not like his errand, he prefers a presumptuous skepticism to an 
irrational creduhtv, and knows no middle ground. Those things which he be- 
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yond his understanding he refers to «" ”pt>ppv. f M . n t 
And today he prefaced his business with a 4 mall 1* >. tm< f rt no 
the drive to deliver it 

“You don’t look like a man v.ho Ins hern on a no 
vcying me "1 know you've had a had turn, hut, aftu as, *? s * f 
responsibility of jours ” 

“I rented him the house And 1 Ine.v 1 hid no hn*m^ to tt 
anybody ” 

“Poppycock!” lie said, and elcired Im thro it 

He had fallen into step with me, but at that he '{'pped and me 

“Now see here. Porter,” he said, “time's a rood hit of t »H fwtnr “irmituf 
Some of your friends arc saving that \mi and Jam* me 1 »vma the id me <■ i 
some damn-fool nonsense about the house do If Hut's p mr htmmi - nd 
it's ndiculous into the bargain The Morrison girl ,v.r not l died m the how*' ' 
“I'm not so sure she wasn’t At anv rate, hi was And 1 believe the < roe 
hand lulled them both ” 

“But a human hand, of course 7 You re not going to My™' 

“Oh, I admit that,’ 1 said “But there are a lot of curious thim If * on 
think the house is normal, spend a night there and sec ” 

“Normal!” he snapped “Of course the house is normal It'*- the peoph in 
it who aren’t.” And wanning to his subject “You and Cameron should he* 
locked up together. And Pcltingilh” he added 
Winch brought lnm to Cameron, and his errand 

Immediately on Cameron’s return horn the Adirondack* he had rone to 
bed with an infected hand, which had been torn by a fishhook, and had 
been too ill to look at the accumulation of mail But the dav before, 
although still very weak, lie had gone through Ins letters, and there found 
one from Mr Bethel, dated late m July 

In this letter Bethel recited various "abnormal conditions' m the Twin 
Hollows house, and asked Cameron, at the earliest possible moment, to go 
out and investigate them 

“And he wants to come 7 ” I asked Lear 

“I tell you he’s been sick,” Lear said impatiently “He wants to know about 
showing it to tlie police He docsn t want to be dragged m, il lie can help it ” 
“You’ve seen it?” 

“Yes There’s nothing m it except wliat I’ve told you ” 

“He doesn’t describe these abnormal conditions?” 

“No But he said lie had made some experiments of his own. and was 
anxious to have his results verified ” 

“Experiments? Using a red light?” 

He didn t say, Lear said, with some asperity “A red light? What 
heaven s name has a red light to do with the immortal soul 7 ” 

He rged °“ that ’ sava § e 'y Helena, lie said, had been off in a c 
saying, Om, om, to herself half the summer, and when she dozed off 
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doing, would waken to claim that her astral body had been off on some ex- 
cursion or other 

“I can't appeal to her reason/' he said, with a shrug of his thin shoulders, 
Tiut I have appealed to her decency I've asked her if it is fair to intrude on 
the privacy every human individual is entitled to at times But it's no good 
She keeps a record, and I’m convinced it would jail her ” 

The only advice I could send Cameron was to use his own judgment con- 
cerning the letter Personally, I do not see what value it has, save to cor- 
roborate my own ideas concerning the house But it has suggested to me the 
advisability of asking Cameron to come here quietly and look the place over 
I rather think he wants to do so 


August 26th 

All along, I have been impressed by the attitude of at least the summer 
public to our tragedies, as each one came it brought with it its temporary 
thrill, for a moment, one might say, the dancing stopped and a bit of drama 
was enacted on the stage Then the curtain fell, the band struck up, and 
the w'hirl began again, with some inconsiderable of the dancers missing 
Poor Carroway's widow is working at one of the shore hotels And a small 
boy with adenoids delivers our milk and chickens, I caught him this morning 
chalking up a triangle within a circle on one of the pillars of the gate 

The mam house shut and empty, a new assistant keeper at the lighthouse, 
and perhaps a closed room and grief at the Morrison farmhouse— these are 
the only apparent scars left, to mark our summer's wounding 

I saw Larkin this morning He believes that we may be able to sell the 
property as a hotel site, as tins would ensure destroying the house, it seems 
the best thing 

But one other change I have not recorded 

Watching Halliday as I do, affectionately and not too openly, I can see a 
very considerable change m him He is like a man lit from within by some 
flame, of vengeance perhaps, of resolution certainly And he is moody at 
times, his old gaiety is gone He has put me out of his confidence, not because 
he does not trust me, but because for some reason he is afraid for me And 
the same, I think, is largely true of Edith m the last day or two 

It is as though he said, m effect, “Keep out It is dangerous I am willing 
to take a chance, but I want to know that the rest of you are safe " 

Now and then, however, I gather something Thus yesterday he said, “You 
have to remember this, we are not dealing with a criminal, but with an idea ” 
Again, he has asked me for Uncle Horace's letter, and has been apparently 
making a study of it 

Only along the lines of what I call the supernormal phenomena of the 
summer does he show r his old openness, and there he is frankly puzzled My 
decision not to call m Cameron has, I think, disappointed lnm But my rea- 
sons are sound Cameron's coming might result m unpleasant press publicity 
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for us, and more than that, puts me where I do not intend to be placed, 
among the believers m spiritism. 

He accepted that decision today, however, without comment But shortly 
after he asked Edith for the letter from Evanston, and sat thinking over it 

for some time. 

“Of course, with a little imagination/' he said, “you might figure that these 
people were somehow let m on what happened here last year. But why Evans- 
ton?" And after a pause, following a tram of thought “Of course I suppose, 
if you grant a spirit world, you have to grant that where time and space do 
not exist and only vibration counts— whatever that may mcan-you could tunc 
m Evanston as well as— well, as easily as you can on the radio ” 

But he got up soon after, saying that we were all crazy and he himself 
was the maddest of the lot, and went away. 


August zyth. 

Livingstone is a curious chap; dapper, fastidious, and taciturn He is almost 
too much of a gentleman, I have had the feeling, and I think Jane has also, 
that a part of his reticence is caution, that he is always watchful, subcon- 
sciously at least, lest the veneer crack, and something secretly rulgar be 
exposed 

I am still wondering why he came to see me today, he was sitting, gloved 
and spatted, in our small living-room when Clara brought his card to me m 
the garage and I hurried in Sitting, too, staring at our ridiculous parlor organ, 
with an odd look on his face 

“Haven't seen one for years," he said, m his clipped and yet deliberate 
manner “Where'd you happen on that one?" 

“It was here when we came," I explained 

He gave it another glance before we sat down, and then apparently dis- 
missed it But not entirely Now and then he looked toward it, and once I 
thought I saw a slight smile, as though back m his mind was some equally 
faint humorous memory But he came to the point with a certain directness 

\ ou re a man of sense, he said I came because you've got a head on 
you " 

“I used to have,” I admitted modestly “Lately, of course-" 

He bent forward 


“Use it," he said “Don’t let this spint bunk get you Easiest stuff m the 
world to fake ” 

“I don’t intend to let it get me ” 


He brushed that aside, and glanced once more at the organ 
“You take a thing like that,” he said, “and start it in the dark It gets vo. 
creepy ,n no toe They all use it, it used to he organs like that, now ,f 
phonographs. They say it starts the vibrations! Well, I’ll tell you what it does 
£5* yOU v ' or xd ll P Sometimes it covers something the medium wants t. 


“So I imagine,” I agreed 
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His volubihh sudden!) left him then, and he seemed rather at a loss 
Let it alone, ' he said “Let well enough alone ” After a pause “There 
may he something, but let it alone ” 

And that so far as I can mate out was the purpose of his visit He showed 
a certain relief, as if he had got rid of something momentous to him, and 
soon after he toot an abrupt departure Being careful to remove his glove, 
which he had absently put on again, before shaking hands’ 

Thomas tells me that another attempt was made to get into the house 
last night. He had left his prumng-ladder outside under a tree, and found it 
upright against Gordon’s window tins morning 
Later Halhdaj corroborates Thomas’s story, with further details He was 
on the lower floor, reading, when he was disturbed by the crash of a pane 
of glass above He ran upstairs, but was evidently heard There was no one on 
the ladder when he got there and a thorough search showed no one m the 
house 

The window was the one through which we had watched Gordon leave 
the house by the rope 


August 28th 

It is impossible for me tonight to draw any conclusion from last evening’s 
discover}', I have not my old faith in circumstantial evidence I can only ask 
myself if an innocent man hides in Ins own house 

Jane had one of her bad headaches last night, and at eleven o’clock I took 
the car and went into the village pharmacy It was closed, however, and I 
was at a loss to know what to do In the emergency I thought of Hayward’s 
office, like most country doctors he keeps a medicine cabinet and fills many 
of his own prescriptions I went there, therefore, and rang the bell 

It took some time and several rings to rouse the housekeeper, an elderly 
and taciturn woman, and when she finally opened the door it was to say that 
the doctor was away, and to attempt to close it again I prevented this, how- 
ever, and managed to get past her and into the hall 
“I only want to get some medicine,” I explained “The cabinet is in the 
back office, isn’t it?” 

“I’m not allowed to let anybody into the office ” 

“Nonsense!” I said sharply “Anyhow, you are not allowing me I’m going ” 
She seemed completely at a loss, and I thought, too, that she was listening 
With my hand on the knob of the waitmg-room door, I caught the attentive 
look on her face, and found myself listening, also It seemed to me that there 
was somebody moving m the back office, and immediately after I caught the 
stealthy closing of a door somewhere With that she appeared to relax 
“You are sure you know what you want?" she asked 
“Quite sure,” I said, and went through the waiting-room to the consulting- 
office She followed me and turned on the light, and stood there watching 
me intently 

The room was filled with tobacco smoke, and she saw that I noticed it, for 
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she said, “My husband was sitting m here I'd be glad if you don't say any- 
thing about it ” ...... 

I am not suspicious, and the confession satisfied my faint feeling that some- 
thing was not quite right m the house. I got the tablets from the cabinet, 
and being nervous about unlabeled bottles went to the desk, there, neatly 
piled up, were the month’s bills for Hayward’s professional services, written 
m his own untidy hand, and one not finished on the pad 
The woman was still watching me, and I managed to write my label, glue 
it to the bottle, and make my departure without, I think, showing that I had 
made any discovery whatever 

But nothing can alter my conviction that Hayward is hiding m his own 
house, and that he was m that back room when I rang the doorbell at some- 
thing before midnight Not even Halliday’s opinion that, since Hayward is 
officially at home today, he had the right to be “not at home” last night 
“After all,” he said, “give the poor devil his due, skipper He works hard, 
and why shouldn’t he get back a day earlier than he is expected and steal a 
few hours to get out his bills? He has to live ” 

But he seems to me to be a trifle too casual about it. I admit that he 
puzzles me, these days 


August 31st 

After all, one can find the mysterious where it does not exist, I may not 
yet know why Halliday considers it necessary to watch the mam house at 
night. But I do know the reason for Livingstone’s extraordinary visit 
Mrs. Livingstone, sitting with Jane during her convalescence, read the letter 
from Evanston, and is eager to form a similar circle, to sit m the house itself 
And poor Livingstone is opposing it and is making, for some reason or other, 
quite a business of it 

“After all, why not?” she urged today “It can be quite secret.” 

She was supported m this by Edith, and even, halfheartedly, by Jane her- 
self A change of front which astonishes me. Mrs Livingstone has apparently 
some absurd idea that we may receive “a clue, or something,” as she vaguelj 
puts it, and on my firm refusal departed, indignantly convinced that I have 
lost a great opportunity to solve our mystery 

Later Halliday wants the seance! Nothing has so surprised me m years 
as his willingness to join the table tippers But I suspected m him some pur- 
pose not far removed from Mrs Livingstone’s, although just what he hopes to 
discover baffles me entirely 

"Why not?” he said, when I told him “After all, we have to keep an 

open mmd on this thing, and we’ve had enough already to make something 
of a case for the other side ” & 

“The other side of what?" 

fa^as" ?otu! Vei ’ ” hC * d «“"*■ and —S -V 

‘There is a pleasure m being mad, which none but madmen know,’ ” he 
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quoted at me T\e heard }Ou say ihat Descartes advises us to seek for truth, 
freed from all preconceived ideas Who arc we to stand in the way of truth?” 

^ And v.c are to search for it. sitting around a table m the dark?” 

Precise!} {hat, skipper,” he said, with sudden gravity, and has left me to 
make what I can of it 

Tv. ehc day's have now elapsed since the murder here, and the police know 
no more than they did on the morning of the 20th 

Now and then a car stops outside the gate, but our cunous crowds are 
gone Save that some nocturnal relic hunter has chipped a corner off the 
sundial, the place is much as it was before. All tins water over the dam, and 
it has brought us nothing 


September 1st 

I dark sw there is no type of investigation m which the grave— no pun here 
—is so mixed with the gay, as m tins particularly psychic search on which we 
are at present engaged. For, let Halliday use it for such purposes as he will, to 
Jane, Edith, and Mrs Livingstone it is a deadly serious matter 
Their reactions are peculiar Jane accepts it stoically and without surprise, 
it is almost as though, from the beginning, she has known that it was to 
happen But she is nervous, she has eaten almost nothing all day * 

Edith shows a peculiar and rather set-faced intensity Whether she knows 
that something quite different lies behind it, or only suspects it, I do not 
know 

Halliday, also, is grave and quiet He is less interested, however, m the 
manner of the sitting than m its dramatis personae The list he has made out 
for himself, Hayward, the two Livmgstones, Jane, Edith, and himself On my 
pointing out a slight omission, namely, myself, he told me cheerfully that I 
belonged among the Scribes and Pharisees 

“The Scribes, anyhow,” he said “You are to sit by the red lamp and make 
notes I am particularly anxious to have notes,” he added 

On the other hand, Mrs Livingstone has entered into it with extraordinary 
zest She appeared this afternoon, slightly wheezy with the heat, cariymg a 
black curtain of some heavy material and demanding a hammer and assistance 
before she was fairly out of her car As it was apparently up to me to furnish 
both, I did so, but anything less conducive to a spiritual state of mind than 
the preparations which followed at the mam house it would be hard to find 
To stand on a ladder m the heat and darkness of the den, and to nail up 
that curtain across a corner with no more ntual than if I had been hanging a 
picture, to place inside it a small table and a bell on it, while beside it leaned 
an old guitar, resurrected from the attic and minus two strings, struck me as 
poor psychological preparation for confronting the unknown 

But we are cunous creatures The sun was low before we had finished, 
and as we sat resting from our labors dusk began to creep into the house 
And with it came— self-created, of course— a sort of awe of that cabinet I had 
myself just made, it took on mystery, behind its heavy folds almost anything 
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might happen It brooded over the room, tall and menacing, with folds that 

seemed to sway with some unseen life behind them 

I left Mrs. Livingstone placing chairs about a small table and went out 

into the airl . , , , 

The arrangements are now complete Mrs. Livingstone has brought over 

a phonograph, with a collection of what appear to be most lugubrious records, 

she also promises Livingstone, alive or dead. 

“I left him sulking,” she said “But he will feel better after he’s had Ins 

dinner.” 

And to this frivolous measure we start the night’s proceedings. 

Notes Made During First Seance 

Sept ist, 11 15 pm Present Jane, Edith, Hayward, the two Livmgstones, 
Halliday, and myself Livingstone and Edith examining house All outside 
doors locked and windows boarded The red lamp on small stand m corner 
diagonally opposite cabinet and my chair beside it. 

11 30 p m. All is ready. Mrs. Livingstone at end of table, next to cabinet 
On her left, Jane, Hayward, and Mr. Livingstone On her right, Halliday 
and Edith A red silk handkerchief over lamp makes light very faint I have 
started the phonograph, according to instructions I was right about it, it is 
playing “Shall We Gather at the River?” 

11 45. Small raps on the table, and one strong one, like the blow of a 
doubled fist 

11 47. The table is moving, twisting about. It ceases and the knocks come 
again. 

11 50 The curtain of the cabinet seems to be moving No one else has 
apparently noticed it I have stopped the phonograph 

1155 The curtain has blown out as far as Mrs Livingstone’s shoulder All 
see it. Edith says something has touched her on the right arm To my inquiry 
if anyone has relaxed his grasp of the hand he is holding, no one has done so 

12 00 The bell inside the cabinet has been knocked from the table, with 
such violence that it rolls out into the room. 

12 10 Nothing since the bell fell Livingstone has asked if less light is 
required, and by knocks the reply is yes I have put out lamp. 

(The following notes were made m the dark and are not very distinct I 
have supplemented them from memory ) 

All quiet since the last entry. There is a mouse apparently playing about 
m the library. Edith says that Jane seems to be m a sort of trance She is 
breathing heavily. More raps, apparently on doorframe into library I am 
cold, but probably nerves 

There is a sense of soft movement in the library, the covers are rustling, 
the prisms of the chandelier can be heard 

Edith says her chair is being slowly lifted It has crashed to the floor A 
hand has apparently run over the guitar strings All complain of cold I am 
alarmed about Jane. 
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I PiiNcc fhi herbal ojor agini no one else has, apparently 

\t *b,«. pfvnt, I’nc’< breathing continuing labored, and my ap- 
P'tbar.i'M crrwjur, 1 uro^cd on terminating tlic seance ) 


September 2 nd 

$v'u\ <c no id edict from ln<4 night, and indeed app cars to have no knowl- 
Hef’ of the liter phenomena. 

‘1 think l must h.nc fallen asleep*' she said tins morning “How silly of 
mO 

She has no idea of her entranced condition and I have not told her 
She accepts the idea of a second sitting tonight, without enthusiasm, but 
apparent]) with the fatalistic idea that what must be must be She took a 
httle tea and toast this morning 

As to what Halhduv had hoped to discover. I am as completely 111 the 
dark as ever. On my decision to end the seance, and on turning on the lights 
1 did without warning, the group was seen to be as it had been at the 
beginning, except that Mrs L nmgstonc’s chair appeared to have been pushed 
back, and was somewhat nearer the cabinet than before. 

Hayward, so far as I can tell, had not changed his position. His attitude 
throughout seemed to me to be one of polite but rather uneasy skepticism 
Liungstonc, on the other hand, showed strong, nervous excitement from first 
to last, but certainly never left the table 

He is ill today, which is not surprising, but I understand the intention is 
to cam' on the experiment without him tonight 
Regarding the phenomena themselves, what can I do but accept them? 
Certainly they showed no connection with what Mrs Livingstone likes to call 
the spirit world, on the other hand, cither they were genuine, or they showed 
an experience in trickery utterly beyond any member of our small group 
And who would trick us? And why? 

Livingstone was right, however, as to the psychological effect of the pre- 
liminaries, m spite of myself they influenced me The music, the low light 
followed by darkness , the strange and fearful expectancy of something beyond 
our ken, all added to the history of the house itself and its recent tragedy, 
had prepared us for anything 

The billowing of the cabinet curtain was particularly terrible Skeptic as I 
am, I had the feeling of some dreadful thing behind it, something one should 
not see, and yet somehow might see— 

Both Crawford and Cameron believe that certain individuals have the 
ability to project from their bodies rodhke structures of energy, invisible to 
the naked eye but capable of producing levitations, raps, and other phenom- 
ena They believe that these structures are utilized by outside spirits, or “con- 
trols ” My own conviction is that if such powers exist, they are not directed 
from outside, but by the medium’s subconscious mind In that case, of course, 
it is possible that Jane was the innocent author of last night’s entertainment 
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Mrs Livingstone suggests that if we secure anything of interest tonight, 
I consult Cameron with a view to his joining us later on 


Notes of Seance Held on Evening of 


Sept 2nd, 1 oo a m. Largely from memory, since all the later part was 
held without light, but made immediately following seance. Present Jane, 
Edith, Hayward, Halliday, Mrs Livingstone, and myself. Livingstone absent 

I have moved lamp out from comer, and am now near door into hall 
Doors from den and library into hall closed Door into library open 

II 10 Table moves almost immediately. Edith says is rising from floor. 
It has risen, but one leg remains on floor 

n 15. All remove hands, and table settles down 

11 20. Loud raps on table Construed as demand for less light Handker- 
chief thrown over lamp Curtain of cabinet billows into room Guitar over- 
turned inside cabinet All quiet now 

No phenomena whatever for about ten minutes Jane very quiet. Hayward 
feels her pulse, is fast but strong. Mrs Livingstone asks if too much light, 
and rap replies yes I have put out the lamp 

(Note From here on I was able only to ]0t down a word or two m long 
hand, the previous night’s experiment of making stenographic notes m dark- 
ness having shown its practical impossibility The following record I have since 
elaborated from memory ) 

The bell m cabinet rings violently and is flung across room, striking door 
into hall 

A small light, bluish-white, about a foot above Jane’s head It shines for a 
moment and then disappears 

It has flashed again, near the fireplace 

A fine but steady tattoo is being beaten, apparently outside of the door 
to hall A tap or two on metal, possibly the fender Silence 
Jane apparently m trance 

The sounds extend into the library, and there is movement there The 
covers seem to be m motion as before The prisms of chandelier tinkle like 
small bells From where I sit I can see a small light over bookcase m library 
It is gone 

The herbal odor again 

Jane is groaning and moving m her chair Mrs Livingstone and Hayward 
having trouble holding her hands She calls, “Here! Here!” sharply 

Hayward says something has touched him on the shoulder “Something 
floated by me ,ust now,” he says, “on the left. It touched my shoulder ” 
A crash on the table I notice the herbal odor once more Silence again 

Something is m the hall It is groping its way along It is at the door beside 
me— 


My note end here I had reached the limit of my endurance and, as the 
switch was beside me, I turned on the lights As before, Mrs Livingstone's 
chair seemed somewhat nearer the cabinet, no other changes in posibon, 
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cept that Ilalhday had gone out to search hall and lower floor. The bell was on 
floor near door into hall, and lying on table, Smyth’s Everyday Essays 
To the best of my knowledge this book was m the library at the beginning 
of the seance 

No signs of disturbance m library or hall, to account for sounds I heard 
But an unfortunate situation has arisen, owing to Mrs Livingstone’s failure 
to lock door from hall to dme She had pushed the bolt, but as the door 
was not entirely closed, it had not engaged. We found this door standing 
open 

Tins, however, although Hayward seems uneasy, hardly invalidates the ex- 
traordinary phenomena secured tonight 
Jane exhausted, and Edith with her 


September -$rd 

I have seen Cameron, and he will come out He has evidently been seriously 
ill, but it shows the dominance of the mental over the physical that he 
brushed aside my apologies and went directly to the matter m hand 
But it is a curious thing to reflect that, a short time ago, it would have 
been I who was the skeptic and Cameron who would have been ranged on 
the other side Today it was I who was excited And Cameron who was to be 

convinced 1 „ 

“This Edith, of whom you speak,” he said, “how old is she? 

‘Twenty ” 

“A nervous type?” „ 

“Yes, and no. Not hysterical, if that’s what you mean 

Certain of the phenomena, too, seem to puzzle him Tire table levitation, 
the lights, and other manifestations were not unusual, he said, with a s rong 
physical medium present, and this he imagined Jane to be The book, how- 
ever, particularly attracted his interest Over my notes on that he sat thinking 

for some time 

“You say it crashed onto the table? 

“At the last, yes But Doctor Hayward, who was nearest the library door, 
says that after my wife called, ‘Here!’ he felt something pass his shoulder 
Float past, is the way he pub it. He flunks it was the book, and that it 

dropped onto the table after that „ 

“About what you heard m the hall, was tins hall dark 
“Yes There were no lights anywhere m the house 
“You heard footsteps?” 

“No It was like something feeling its way along You know what I mean 
Toward the end of the conference he leaned back and studied me through 

his glasses 

“What started you on this, Porter?’ he said 

He did not remind me, although he might well have done so, that my 
previous attitude, to him and his kind, had been one of a sort of indifferent 
contempt, that, during his entire time at the University, I had never so much 
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as set foot m his rooms, nor asked him into my house; that on the two or 
three fames only when we had met, I had taken no pams to hide my rejection 
of him and all that he stood for. 

But it was implied in his question, and I dare say I colored. I told him, 

however, as best I could, and he smiled 

“I rather imagine,” he said, “that when we pass over, our interest m this 
plane of existence is impersonal, we may hope to educate it as to what is 
beyond But we hardly carry out desires for revenge with us.” 

Of all that I had told him, however, the Evanston matter interested him 
most Over the letter he sat for a long fame. Ins heavy, almost hairless head 
sunk forward as he read and reread it 
“Curious,” he said. “What do you make out of it?” 

“A great deal,” I told him, and detailed my discovery of the letter behind 
the drawer of the desk, and my theory as to old Horace Porter’s death I 
had brought that letter, also, and he studied it as carefully as he had the 
other. 

“ ‘The enormity of the idea,’ ” he repeated “That’s a strong phrase And 
he threatens to call m the police! Have you any notion as to what this idea 
may have been?” 

“Not the slightest,” I said frankly. 

“I would like to keep this for a while, if you don’t mind,” he said at last. 
“I have a medium here m town— but I forget. You don’t believe m such 
things!” 

“I don’t know what I believe But you are welcome to it, of course.” 

It was only after this matter of the letter that he finally agreed to come 
out the day after tomorrow 


September 4th 

The 'words “making trouble,” lightly underscored on page 24 of Smyth’s 
Everyday Essays, are the key to Gordon’s cipher The entire sentence is. 
It is often the ingenuous rather than the malicious who go about the world 
making trouble 

In a few hours, then, we shall have solved our mystery, or at least such 
portion of it as it locked m the diary. Read with this key we have already 
translated the sentence I recorded here on the 22nd of August. Although we 
cannot interpret it without die context, it becomes The G. P. stuff went 
big last night 

In the same way the scrap of paper found m my garage is now discovered 
to read Smyth, P. 24 Edith’s single error lying m the number, which she 
had remembered as 28 

Halliday suggests that the G P above may refer to George Pierce, but 
makes no attempt to explain the reference. ’ 

Halhday’s story of his discovery is interesting, certain portions of the two 
seances he apparently accepts without comment save “It was the usual stuff ” 
md lets ,t go at that Although usual is hardly the word I should myself use 
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in that connection But the book was, as I gather it, not the usual stuff 
‘There was something about the way it came, that night of the seance, " 
lie savs, and makes a gesture “Mrs Porter called it, and it came Like a 
dog . 7 he says, and watches me to be sure I am not laughing at him 
However that may be, the book and the strange manner of its arrival m our 
midst had interested him, and he had spent some time over it Thus, he 
found where it belonged m the library and tried to discover some significance 
m that But there was none 

“I drew r a blank there/' he says “I examined the wall behind, but there 
was nothing You see, it couldn't ha\ e been thrown m, it wasn’t possible And 
when Hayward said it touched him, both his hands were being held In other 
words, he didn't put it there." 

All the time, I gather, he was feeling extremely foolish He would pause 
now and then, m order to assure me that he felt “a bit silly He didn t 
believe m such things, when there was a natural phenomenon there was a 
natural law to account for it Maybe telekinesis, or whatever they called it 
“But there had to be some reason for that book," he says I just sat down 
and went through it ” . 

He has taken the key words to the city, and has just telephoned (2pm) 
that the detective bureau has put a staff to work on it 

It will be several hours," he said “It’s slow work But I e ou wi 

the sheets as soon as they’ve finished ” 


September $th 

Too much exhausted today to make any coherent record 
last night m the district attorney’s office have worn me ou . av 
off Cameron tonight, for the same reason , A R 

The mystery seems to be increased, rather than solve , y 
such portions, at least, as were read to me And I do n0 . un , Good 
conditions under which I was questioned, nor the questions em 
Cod, are they suspecting me again? Halliday is still m town 

Later. Edith has removed my anxiety as to Hall.day’s retail, He has 
Phoned, and she has just brought me the mth on 

He says you are not to worry, she reports ^ He is w g 
the case And you will not be disturbed again T * 4. n j a T ane 

She looks pale, does Edith, and Jane is not much be & . jj, e 

the whole matter, my absence last night had possibly prep > 

very confession that I had been subjected to what amounted to the 
degree has roused her to a fury of indignation , , 

How can they dare such a thing?" she said How can ^ , innocence,” 
“It’s their business to believe a man guilty until he P rcn „ 

I reminded her “And Gordon thought it, you must remem ^ Gordon>Sj 

For nothing is more clear to me today than that nmminated me 

which Halliday himself earned to the police, has somehow incriminated m 



September 6th 

Halliday is still m town. I can do nothing but wait here, eating my heart 
out with anxiety, and allowing my imagination to run away with me m a 
thousand ways 

My womenfolk support me according to their kind Jane serves me sweet- 
breads for luncheon, and Edith sits by, giving me an occasional almost furtive 

caress as an evidence of her faith m me. 

But Edith is curiously lifeless; that small but burning flame m her which 
we call optimism, for want of a better word, seems definitely quenched She 
is silent and apathetic, and has been so since yesterday. 

She seems to resent our having sent in the key to the diary 
“If only you hadn't done that,” she said today. 

“What else could we do? We have to get at the bottom of this thing ” 
“I don't see that it has got you anywhere. It has only mussed things up.” 
What she has m her mmd I do not know, unless, poor child, she has been 
building a future on Halliday’s solving the crime, and that now that prospect 
is gone. She tells me that Starr has been on guard at the mam house, quietly, 
for the two nights Halliday has been m town. But if she knows any explana- 
tion of his presence she does not give it. 

“He's afraid to go inside,” she said scornfully “He just sits out on the 
terrace and smokes. If anybody said boo behind him he'd jump into the bay 
and drown himself ” 


She has apparently implicit faith m Halliday's ability to keep me from 
further indignity. But I am not so certain The sound of a car on the highway 
sets my pulse to beating like a riveting machine, at the amval of the Momson 
truck a few minutes ago with some belated buttermilk I got up and buttoned 
my coat 

My place m my little world behind the dram pipe is neither large nor 
important, but it is difficult for me to imagine it without me 
"Suppose the worst to happen,” said Matthew Arnold to the portly jeweler 
from Cheapside, “suppose even yourself to be the victim, il n’y a pas 
d homme necessaire . The great mundane movement would still go on, 
the gravel walks of your villa would still be rolled, dividends would still be 
paid at the bank, omnibuses would still run, there would be the same old 
crush at the comer of Fenchurch Street ” 


This is the sixth It was on the fourth, then, a few hours after Halliday 
lad gone to the city, that a taxi stopped here, and Greenough got out There 
seemed to me to be a trifle more than his usual ponderousness m his manner, 
and a distinct concentration m the way he looked at me as I came down the 
staircase At the same time, he was civility itself, and he stated his errand 
matter-of-faedy. They had a staff working on the diary, and he knew I would 
like to be present when it was finished 


,, 2^ f }°l S 10b { ^ Sai< ? “ Bu ? ™f ve s P ]lt * mto a half-dozen parts, and 
it ought to be ready by eight, or half past ” 

It was six then, and as our early dinner was almost ready, I asked him 
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o stay. We ate cheerfully enough, took the seven-fifteen express from Oak- 
ville, and were m town and at the county building at something before ten 
i was surprised but not startled to find Benchley, the sheriff, there, and three 
or four other men, including Hemingway, the district attorney Hemingway 
icld some typed sheets in Ins hand when we entered, and was reading them 
carefully Halhday wa s standing by a window staring out into the square, and 
the first indication I had that anything was wrong was the expression on his 
face as he turned and saw me 

The second was a polite invitation to Halhday to leave the room, and Ins 
manner of receiving it. 

I m staying,” he said flatly “If there’s any objection to that, I shall advise 
Mr Porter to make no statement and to answer no questions, until he can 
be^properly protected ” 

^Protected?” I asked “Protected from what?” 

From this strong-arm outfit,” said Halhday, and surveyed the room with 
his jaw tli rust forward 
I am under arrest 7 ” 

Hemingway put dow ; n the papers and took off his glasses 
Certainly not,” he said “Your young friend is being slightly dramatic. I 
know* that you W'ant this mystery solved as much as we do; more, since it 
directly concerns you This is not a trap, Mr Porter, we shall ask you some 
questions, and I hope you woll answer them That is all ” 

reserve the right to interfere m case of any trick,” Halhday put in 
We have framed no trick questions,” Hemingway said quietly "We want 
the facts, that’s all ” 

He rang a bell, and a secretary came m My mouth was dry and someone 
placed a glass of water before me. From that on, for four hours, I answere 
questions, at the end of that time I walked out, still free although slightly 
dizzy 

(Note Halhday has recently secured a copy of the stenographic notes of 
that night. As they would make a small volume m themselves, I give Here 
°nly such portions as seem to forward the narrative ) 

Q Your name, please 
A William Allen Porter 
Q Age? 

A Forty-six 
Q Your profession is? 

A I am a professor of English literature at the University 
Q You own the property at Oakville, known as Twin Ho ows 
A I do I inherited it something more than a year ago, on e ea 1 
my uncle, Horace Porter 

Q Had you known that this property was to come to you on 3 our u 
death? 

A It was always understood between us He had no other heirs 
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Q. Had you any previous acquaintance with Mr. Bethel? I mean, before 
he took your house? 

A. None whatever. I never saw him until he came out to take possession 
His secretary inspected the house, and negotiations were earned on through 

my attorney , T 

Q. In any of your talks with Mr Bethel, did you gather that he had known 

Mr. Horace Porter, previous to his death? 

A. Never. 

Q. When you rented the house, did you retain any keys to it? 

A. I have a full set m my possession. 

Q. You had access to the house, then? 

A I never used my keys, if that’s what you mean 

Q On the night of the 26th of July, Mr. Bethel’s secretary was attacked 
outside the kitchen door of the house, and managed to ring the bell there 
before he fell unconscious Just where were you, Mr. Porter, when that bell 


rang? 

A. The police have my statement as to that By the sundial 
Q. Doctor Hayward was on the road m his car, you were by the sundial, 
close to the house Yet when he reached you, you had apparently only found 
this boy Is that correct? 

A It seems to me that the question there might be, was Hayward on the 
mam road that night, as he says, or nearer to the house than he admits 
Q You own a boat, I believe? 

A. I inherited one with the property A sloop 
Q. Do you sail the boat yourself? 

A I don’t know one end of it from the other 

Q. In your various conversations with Mr Bethel, did he ever mention 
the character of the house? By that, I mean any curious quality m the house 
itself? 

A. He recognized such a quality Yes 

Q Did he ever mention a letter written by him to a Mr. Cameron, here 
in the city? A member of the Society for Psychical Research? Relative to the 
house? 

A Never But I know of the letter Cameron sent me word of it a day or 
so ago. 

Q. Are you a believer m spiritualism? 


A I never have been Recently, however, I- 

(Note Here I caught a warning glance from Halliday and changed whaf 
1 had intended to say ) 

Recently I have been trying to preserve an open mmd on the subject 
L>. Why recently? 

A For one thing, Mr Bethel had found the house queer, so had the 
sccrctan 

allSv Mr Sr ssked the secretary to luncheon, the mtention was tc 
allow Mr Bethel to go through his room? 
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A, Bethel? Certainly not 

Q. I shall read you this entry from Gordon’s diary (reads) "Porter asked 
me to lunch today, so B could go through my room They left the knife, but 
at least they know I have it ” 

A That’s a he* I asked him to luncheon so Halhday could search his 
room It was Halhday who found the knife You can ask him 
Q. We'll let that go, just now, and come to the night you were found in 
the house, Mr. Porter, by Mr Halhday 
A. I wasn’t found m the house by Mr. Halhday We had started for it 
together. The maid, Annie Cochran, had reported a quarrel between Mr 
Bethel and Gordon, and that Gordon had gone away You must remember 
that we suspected the boy of being the killer. I was anxious, and went for 
Halhday. 

Q What time did the maid tell you this? 

A About seven-thirty, possibly eight o’clock 
Q And when did you go for Mr Halhday? 

A It was about eleven, I imagine 
Q What did you do in the interval? 

A She was nervous, and I took her home After that we had callers. 

Q Did you see Mr Bethel, m that interval? 

A No. . - 

Q Had it occurred to you that Gordon might be going to see t le po ice 
A I never thought of it Why should he be going to the police? 

Q Did Mr Bethel think of it 7 

A. Fve told you, I didn’t see him , . 1( ,j 

Q On the night of the murder m the house at Twin IIol ows, w ia 

you to your discovery of the crime 7 , , , 

A My wife heard the telephone ring, and I went to it All iree 
are on one line, and the receiver at the main house was down 1 
crash, and heavy breathing near the telephone 

Q. That made you suspicious 7 0 , 

A I had been expecting trouble between Mr Bethel and or n. 

Q Why did you expect trouble 7 i,„ w i in 

A I knew they had quarreled Mr Bethel had told me tia 1 ' tC( j 
bad struck Gordon, mistaking him for a burglar, and that ore on 
it 

Q When did he tell you that? , t 

A I don't know exactly About three days before t le mur 
Q Can you remember the burden of that conversation 

A Very well He said that he was suspicious of the oy, ia * * ^ 

and vicious, and possibly criminal He knew he was going 0,1 3 ! ,7 n _ 

the night of the 26th of July Gordon was out, and lie dragged hm 
stans When he heard him at the kitchen door he struck him 
tamed that he had not tied him I beliei e that, personally He had one 

hand 
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to believe that Mr Bethel exaggerated 


Q. Did you ever have any reason 

his infirmity? 

A. Exaggerated it? What do you mean? 

Q You believe he was as helpless as he appeared? 

A. I can’t imagine a man assuming such a thing 

Q. Now, Mr. Porter, you have said that the telephone receiver at the mam 
house was down, and you heard over it enough to alarm you? 

A. Yes 

Q. It rang, and you went to it? 

A. Yes. 

Q. How could it ring, if the other receiver was down? 

A. As a matter of fact, I didn’t hear it. My wife said it had rung, and to 

satisfy her I went to it 

Q. Did the secretary, Gordon, ever approach you on a matter of money 7 
A. Money? I don’t understand the question 
Q Did he ever ask you for money? Or intimate that he needed it? 

A. Never. He said something once about giving up his position 
Q Where was he, the night you held the conversation with Mr. Bethel, 
relative to him? 

A Here m the city, I believe 

Q. And Mr Bethel thought he might have gone to the police 7 
A. That’s the second time you have intimated that Gordon had something 
to tell the police I can’t talk m the dark like Bus. If anybody wanted to avoid 
the police, it was this boy 

Q I am going back to the night Mr. Halhday found you m the house— 
A. He didn’t find me We had started there together. 

Q. You say you saw a figure at the foot of the stairs, and fired at it? 

A. I didn’t intend to fire 

Q. You didn’t recognize this figure? 

A No. 

Q It was not Mr Bethel? 

A Bethel? No. He was locked m his room 
Q You say you are not a spiritualist? 

A. Certainly not. 

Q You have never made any expenments m spiritualism? 

A. I have been present at one or two seances 
Q When? Recently 7 

A. We have held two sittings m the mam house within the last few days. 
Q. When did you first hear of the symbol of a triangle inside a circle? 
A If you mean m connection with the crimes- 

Q. Before that You told Mr Greenough, some time ago, that you had 
heard of it m some other connection 

A I told him I had happened on it m an old book on Black Magic, and 
told a group of women about it. It was a purely facetious remark 
Q Can you account for its use m connection with these crimes 7 

[418] 


A. I have no official knowledge that it was used m connection with the 
crimes. Only with the sheep-killing 
Q But you know it was so used 7 

A. I know that it was used once when Mr. Greenough did not find it 
Q Where was that? 

A On a tree near where the Momson truck was discovered I have heard 
it was on Carroway’s boat, but I don’t know that I know it was deliberately 
put on my car, after Mr. Halhday was hurt. 

Q You say, put on the car 7 Do you mean by that Mr Bethel did it 7 
A. Bethel? How could he? We have thought lately that Gordon was re- 
sponsible We found a piece of his cipher near by. 

Q You have felt all along that Gordon was guilty? 

A I won’t say that I would say that the burden of the evidence indicated 
that lie was guilty. Mr. Halhday has had considerable doubt of his guilt 
Q. Have you ever considered that it might be Bethel who killed Gordon? 
A. Never He couldn’t have done it 
Q. But if he had had assistance? 

A Are you telling me that Bethel did kill Gordon? , 

Q. I am telling you that somebody killed Gordon, Mr Porter. Iiis o y 
was washed ashore at Bass Cove this morning 


September yth 

Halliday has saved me from arrest by giving to the police the information 
which he has been gathering on the case all summer Has ma e a 
gesture, which is like him, and given me back to life, liberty, and the pursm 
of literature u , i j 

He came out late last night, and I understand is still asleep e 
very little sleep, poor lad, for a long time , tQ bed 

I myself collapsed this morning, and Hayward has pu am 

Edith, spreading my coverings neatly before Greenough came u , 

now so thin that' . r„„ f nobody 

You really make a hollow, William If it were not for your , 

would know you are there!” , Q f fpm00 n with 

It is impossible to record in detail my conversation ns thought, 

Greenough, covering as it did more than an hour He came i , , bun 

slightly uncomfortable and perhaps a little crestfallen, an a fter 

to a chair He sat down and mopped his face with his han 'er ’rpj ien be 
that stooped and rather deliberately wiped his shoes wi 
straightened and looked at me n0 denying 

Well, professor,” he said, "it’s a darned queer world, 
it” 

“The world’s all right It’s the people m it who mess things up ^ h|S 
. Bike fleas on a dog,” was his rather abstracted commen , n be had 
pocket, with much the same gesture as on that earlier visi o Whether 

drawn the triangle within the circle on the back of an o en 



the movement was reminiscent to him, as it was to me, I cannot say. But 
he glanced at me quickly and then smiled. 

“Sort of had me going, you did, there for a while'” he said. “But I was 
getting pretty close to the facts before this diary came along. Of course, it 
helped ” 

He had Gordon's diary m his hand 

“Naturally,” he said, fingering the book, “your young friend’s information 
was valuable, I’m not discounting that The handprint on the window board, 
for instance I’d have found it sooner or later, but it saved time And the 
young lady, too She’s done her bit, all right. I’ve been handicapped by being 
too well known around here And Starr’s a fool ” 

He snapped out this last statement, and I gathered that he was still smart- 
ing under the knowledge that, without Halhday and Edith, he would still be 
nowhere. It was, more or less, his defense 
“Of course,” he said, “ever since we got hold of this diary of Gordon’s, 
one thing’s been pretty clear Bethel wasn’t working alone According to what 
I saw of him it wasn’t possible. He couldn’t even have made a getaway with- 
out help The only question was, who’d helped him ” 

“So you picked on me ? ” 

W ell,” he said wryly, “you’ll have to admit that you’ve seemed to go out 
of your way all summer to get into trouble! As a matter of fact, I didn’t 
pick on you, it was Gordon ” He looked at my clock 

I ve only got an hour,” he said “Your niece is sitting on the stairs now, 
holding a stop watch on me I can’t read you this tiling, but I can tell you 
what’s m it And believe me, that’s plenty ” 

Briefly, then, the deciphering of the diary had left me m a very bad posi- 
tion When they had finished it, it was Benchley’s idea to arrest me at once. 

ey had the boy s body, a fact they had kept to themselves, and I was 
within an ace of a charge of murder 
But Halliday had stayed 

“He seemed to feel there was trouble coming,” Greenough said “He hung 
around and drove us all crazy He insisted, as he’d brought the key, on Ins 

right to read the stuff as it came through, and as it went on, he didn’t know 
exactly what to do 

SCemg T hat 7 as m the air > he made a trade with us. He was 
werejf br0Ugllt m and interrogated, but on condition that if you 

of conri Ti > COme °? r Wlth somethin § of his own You get the point. 
He waved 4 r ,™ rd mvo ^ ved > an d he’d been holding out on us a bit ” 

" /e d° n ’t hold it against him But the 

mgroy “ I Lfarton^On ' the^aer hanT" m* j appa ' entI y ^Pressed Hem- 
picion of me rv , , er ^ and > added to the diary’s constant sus- 
rather ainly * eenoug 1 s own case against me He passed over that 

"I wasn’t trymg to make out a case agamst you," he sa.d “As a matter of 
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fact, you couldn’t have been the man who attacked Halhday You weren’t 
here ” 

“Naturally,” I agreed, gravely, “I wasn’t here. Of course, if I had been 
here—” 

He glanced at me quickly, but went back to the night of the inquiry. 

“The question was, whether to hold you or not You may remember Hem- 
ingway going out, when it was over, and talking to Halhday outside? Well, 
it was then he made the trade ” 

Apparently the fact that Gordon had been the victim had not been the 
surprise to the police that it had been to me For one thing, the microscope 
had shown one detail which the detective had not mentioned to me at the 
time Caught between the handle of the knife and the blade had been a short 
piece of hair The microscope showed this hair not only young, a matter 
readily determined, and the approximate color of Gordon’s, it also showed it 
liberally coated with pomade Poor Gordon’s glistening, varnished hair! 

But Greenough had been inclined at first to think that there had been 
two victims, instead of one. 

“Dying and passing on,” he says, “is not like taking your thumb out of a 
bowl of soup. It’s bound to leave some sort of a hole 

And there had been no hole If Bethel had died and passed on, no one 
apparently missed him As time went on and no queries were received, t e 
thing began to look ominous, as though Bethel himself had been hiding away, 

under an assumed name , 

The idea that Bethel had had an enemy from whom he was hiding, and 


who had found him, began to intrude itself 

“But,” he said, with engaging frankness, “that eliminated you n you 
wouldn’t be eliminated You were like some people you’ve seen, when mere s 
a cameraman about, always getting m front of the machine an m o 
picture ” , , , , r 

“ ‘And the king will not be able to whip a cat, but I shall e at e ay e 

it,’” I quoted He looked rather bewildered. , , 

Then came the diary, and Gordon brought me m unmis r a , 
way they had not thought of. Not an enemy, but an accomp ice, e , , , 

there, with my connivance, and the two of us, he the brains presu 
I the hands, working out between us some sinister design w i 

boy could not understand , , , Awn- 

Whatever it is, Gordon had wntten, shortly after the Momson girl s dis p 

pearance, he’s got outside help And he wonders if l am gui t} , 

sure of that, he even suspects Bethel, m one entry, of emg ess 

he appeared, and possibly of -working on his own _^- e a an on . when 
however, and there was a time when he suspected Thomas, even 

he thought of bringing his suspicions to me t, i 

But Bethel was beginning to be afraid of him He thinks Bethel 
he has discovered the boat He grows alarmed, and buys a r m e, e i r 
that “he can take care of himself ” But there is brava o m i . > 
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finds that he is occasionally stealthily locked m at night, for three or four 
hours, and he buys a rope and hides it m Ins room. After that matters moved 

rapidly 

He found the gun-room window unlocked on certain nights, and set a 
watch on it And on one such night Bethel tried to kill him 

He tried to kill me last night, he writes on the 27th of July, and goes on 
to say that Bethel couldn't have tied him, and that maybe it was Porter From 
that time on he suspected me 

And Bethel was watching him Nothing is so dramatic m all the diary as 
the situation unconsciously revealed between the paralytic and the boy, each 
watching the other; the guard up between them, while the servant is m the 
room, and then down again The boy recklessly mocking, the old man grim 
and waiting 

And nothing said The boy goes to the city and tries to buy a revolver, 
but there is a law about that, and he fails He has the knife, and has to trust 
to that He thinks of going to the police while he is m the city, the reward 
would be a big thing He says I could go around the world on ten thousand 
But his case isn't complete, he needs the outside man He suspects me, but he 
“hasn't the goods” on me 

And there are times when he admits the possibility that I may not be the 
outside man One night he hears the unknown m the house There is a red- 
dish glare and he sees a figure steal into the den But it “did not look like 
Porter ” And he is more puzzled than ever, for Bethel is m his room, asleep, 
and although the boy camps on the stairs until daylight, he does not see the 
figure again 

At daylight examined den and library All “windows closed and locked. It 
beats me. 

It is about tins time, too, that he begins to believe that Bethel is not only 
watching him, but that he is expecting trouble from some other source He 
tells Bethel he has seen a figure go into the den at night, and Bethel shows 
alarm 

He and the other one have quarreled, lie says And B ’$ afraid of him 
But on the night when he came home, to find Starr, Halliday, and myself 
m the house, his suspicions of me returned m full force He decides that 
Bethel and I have had a quarrel, and that one of us has tried to shoot the 
other! But his knife has been taken, he steals one from the kitchen and 
carefully sharpens it, but he is not so frightened as he has been Bethel and 
1 have quarreled, and he “can handle the old man ” 

But matters were rapidly approaching a climax Bethel was going to give 
up the house and let him go He seems to have dared Bethel to discharge 
nm, and to have more than hinted at what he suspects 

can talk for ten thousand, he wntes, or keep quiet for twenty He can 
take hts choice 

thrv C }i^ aS U ^f r * ian d now * The other man is no longer m evidence, 
they have apparently quarreled, and Bethel is left to bear the situation alone 
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The boy lays various traps, but no one enters the house “The murder pact” 
is broken, and the old man sits m his chair and broods. 

"Blackmail is an ugly word,” he says once 

"Not half so ugl> as murder,” retorts Gordon, and notes it with satisfaction 
m his diary. 

Murder was the last word he mote there. 

But, for all his apparent frankness, Greenough’s errand was clearly only 
to relieve my anxieties concerning myself He refused all further information 

"We have a suspect, all right,” he said "I don’t mind saying that But we 
haven’t a case yet, and it’s touch and go whether we get one Until we do, 
we’re not talking ” 


September 8th. 

Hallidav ’s attitude is very cunous He is taciturn m the extreme, he avoids 
any confidential talks with me, and Jane commented on it this morning 

“He v orries me,” she said, "and he is worrying Edith If you go out now 
and look, you’ll see him pacing the boathouse veranda, and he has been doing 
it for the last hour.” 

I admit that he puzzles me It was Greenough’s errand, so far as I can 
make out, to relieve my mind as to myself, but to treat Halhday’s case, as 
given to the police, as entirely confidential 

"It’s the outside man we are after,” he said, "and the outside man we are 
going to get ” 

But on my mentioning my right to know who was under suspicion, he 
only repeated what the detective had said 

“You understand,” he said, "there’s no case m law yet Knowing who did a 
thing, and proving who did it, are different things entirely ” 

But they would prove it, he was confident So confident, indeed, that be- 
fore he left he inquired the make and cost of my car Evidently he has 
already mentally banked the reward 

On the other hand, certain things seem to me still to be far from clear 

Halliday, I understand, passed over to the police the following facts 

(a) A copy of the unfinished letter from Horace Porter to some unknown 

(b) A description of the print of a hand, left on the window board 

(c) A small illustration from the book Eugenia Riggs and Her Phenom- 
ena, and showing the same handprint 

(d) A sworn statement of the Livmgstones’ butler, the nature of which 
I do not know 

(e) An analysis of his own theory of the experiments referred to m the 
diary 

(f) And a letter to Edith from an anonymous correspondent (To be re- 
ferred to later ) 

(g) The possibility that the two attempts to enter the mam house are 
due to the fact that, m the haste of the escape, something was left there 
which is both identifying and incriminating 
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But so far as I can discover, he has not told them that, from (lie time 
the guards were taken away from the house at night, lie was on watch there. 
In other words, from shortly after the murder he must have known that 
something incriminating had been left there, when Bethel and Ins accom- 
plice, Gordon's “outside man,” made their escape the night the secretary 
was murdered. He may even know what it is, and where. But lie lias not told 

Greenougli 

Again, there is the fact that a statement by the Livmgstoncs butler was a 
portion of the evidence he submitted Surely they are not endeavoring to 
incriminate Livmgstonel 


September glh 

It is Halliday's idea to hold another seance, using Cameron’s coming as 
the excuse for it I gather that lie believes that, under cover of the seance, 
another attempt may be made to secure the incriminating evidence left m 
the house Not that he says so, but Ins questions concerning the sounds I 
heard in the hall during the second seance point m that direction. 

“This herbal odor you speak of, skipper,” he asked, “was that before >ou 
heard the movement outside?” 

“Some time before Yes But the odor seemed to be in the room, the 
sounds were beyond the door ” 

“You don’t connect them, then?” 

“I hadn’t thought about it, but I don’t believe I do ” 

“Did you hear any footsteps?” 

I had to consider that “Not footsteps, there w as a sort of scraping along 
the floor” 

“And the moment you spoke this noise ceased?” 

“Yes ” 

The whole situation is baffling m the extreme I cannot ignore the fact 
that the seances were proposed by Mrs Livingstone, that it was she who left 
the hall door unbolted at the second sitting, or that Livingstone himself was 
absent that second night, presumably ill At the same time, it was Livingstone 
who indirectly advised me against the business 

“Let it alone,” he warned me “Let well enough alone ” 

So far as Halliday is concerned, it is clear that he does not like the idea of 
another seance, but feels that it is necessary He assures me the police will 
be on hand, inside and outside the house, but he does not minimize the fact 
that there will be a certain risk, and that he dreads taking Jane and Edith 
into it 

“It’s like this,” he said today, feeling painfully the words “In a sense, you 
and I are at the parting of the ways m this thing We can let it go, and" turn 
loose on the world a cruel and deadly idea which may go on claiming victims 
indefinitely ” He made a small gesture “Or-we put into the other side of the 
scale all we have m the world, and then-” He pulled himself up “There’s 
only possible danger,” he said “Unless things slip, there should be very little ” 
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The same list of those present as before There is an unconscious emphasis 
placed by Halliday on Hayward and Livingstone, but perhaps I am over- 
watchful 

I dare say, thus placed between my duty and my fears, I shall do my duty 
I perceive that either Hayward or Livingstone is once more to be allowed 
access to the house, and under conditions more or less favorable to what is 
to be done But which one? 

Later I have done my duty. I have telephoned Cameron, and he will 
come out tomorrow night 


September 10th 

Halliday has taken every possible precaution as to tonight As it has been 
our custom to go over the house before each seance, and as Cameron may 
do this with unusual thoroughness, it has been decided not to place Gree- 
nough and his officers until after the sitting begins. Halliday has therefore 
today connected the bell from that room, w'hich rings m the kitchen, to a 
temporal}' extension in the garage, with a buzzer. When the lights are low- 
ered, he will touch the bell, and Greenough is then to smuggle his men m 
through the kitchen 

While no one can say what changes Cameron may suggest m our previous 
methods, Halliday imagines he will ask us at first to proceed as usua n any 
event, I am to sit as near to the switch as possible, and when Halli ay ca s 

for lights, am to be ready to turn them on w , 

8 30 Everything is ready But I am concerned about Ilal 1 ay as 
some apprehension about his own safety tonight? 

He came an hour or so too early to start with the car for ameron, 
borrowing pen and paper, wrote a long communication to Hemingway 
is m it I do not know, but he took it with him, to mail on is way 
station 

(End of Mr Porter's Journal) 
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Conclusion 

CHAPTER I 

The journal takes us up to the evening of September 10th It was to the 
fourth and last tragedy of that summer, which filled the next day's papers, 
that little Pettmgill referred, m the conversation recorded m the introduction 

of this journal n n 

It was with this tragedy that, as Pettmgill said aggnevedly, the story "quit 
on them And quit it did We felt then that the best thing to do, under the 
circumstances, was to let it rest Once more, de mortuis nil nisi bonum 
There was nothing to be gamed by giving the story to the public, and much 
to be lost The very nature of the experiment which had been tried was of the 
sort to seize on the neurotic imagination, and set it aflame It was not con- 
sidered advisable to allow it publicity 

Now, of course, things are different The search goes on, and perhaps some 
day, not by this method but by some legitimate and scientific one, survival 
may be proved I do not know; I do not greatly care After all, I am a Christian, 
and my faith is built on a life after death But I accept that, I do not require 
proof of it 

Picture us, then, that eremng of September 10th, when the journal ends, 
waiting for we knew not what, Jane picking up her tapestry and putting it 
down again, Edith powdering her nose with hands that shook m spite of her 
best efforts, Halliday at the railroad station with the car to meet Cameron; 
and off m the woodland, where the red lamp of the lighthouse flashed its 
danger signal every ten seconds from the end of Robinson's Point, Greenough 
and a half-dozen officers 

Picture us, too, when we had all gathered; Cameron, with his hand still 
bandaged, presented to the dramatis personae of the play and eyeing each 
one m turn shrewdly, Mrs Livingstone garrulous and uneasy, and Livingstone 
a sort of waxy white and with a nervous trembling I had never observed 
before Of us all, only Halliday seemed natural And Hayward, natural be- 
cause he was never at ease 

What Cameron made of it I do not know Very probably he saw m us only 
a group of sensation seekers, excited by some small contact with a world be- 
yond our knowledge, and if he felt surprise at all, it was that I had joined 
the ranks 

He himself did not appear to take the matter seriously He made it plain 
that he had come m this manner at my request, that his own methods would 
be entirely different When Edith, I think it was, asked him if he made any 
preparation for such affairs, he laughed and shook his head 

Except that I sometimes take a cup of coffee to keep me awake!” he said. 
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On the way up the drive I walked with Livingstone Why, I hardly know, 
except that he seemed to drift toward me He never spoke but once, and it 
seemed to me that he was sun eying the shrubbery and trees, like a man 
who suspected a trap Once— he was on m> left— I was aware that he had put 
Ins hand to his hip pocket, and I was so startled that I stumbled and almost 
fell I knew, as confidently as I have ever known anything, that he had a 
revoh er there 
“Careful, man,” he said 

Those were his only words during our slow progress tow'ard the mam house, 
and so tense were his nerves that the} sounded like a curse 

Cameron and Edith were leading, and I could hear her talking, carrying 
on valiantly, although as it turned out she knew better than any of us, except 
Halhday, the terrible possibilities ahead Hayward walked alone and behind 
us, his rubber-soled shoes making no sound on the drive It made me uneasy, 
somehow', that silent progress of his, it was stealthy and disconcerting 
And I think Livingstone felt it so, too, for he stopped once and turned 
around 

Yet, at the time, as between the two men, my suspicion that evening 
certainly pointed to Livingstone Not to go into the cruelty of my ignorance, 
a cruelty which I now understand but then bitterly resented, I had had both 
men under close observation during the time we w'aited for Cameron And 
it had seemed to me that Livingstone was the more uneasy of the two 
Another thing which I regarded as highly significant was his asking for water 
just before we left the Lodge, and holding the glass with a trembling hand 
And, as it happens, it was that very glass of water which crystallized my 
suspicions. The glass and the hand which held it For the hand was a small 
and wide one, with a short thumb and a bent little finger! 

From that time on, my mmd was focused on Livingstone It milled about, 
seeking some explanation I could see Livingstone m the case plainly 
enough, I could see him, pursuing with old Bethel the “sinister design” to 
which Gordon had referred, but to which I had no key I could see him, 
with his knowledge of the country, using that knowledge m furtherance of 
that idea which my Uncle Horace had termed a menace to society m general 
With the swiftness with which thought creates visions, I could even see him 
hailing poor Maggie Morrison m the storm, and her stopping her truck when 
she recognized him 

But I could not see him m connection with Eugenia Riggs and her bowl 
of putty. Strange that I did not, that it required Jane’s smelling salts for me 
to find that connection A small green glass bottle, m Edith’s room, used as a 
temporary paperweight on her desk 

As I say, my suspicions were of Livingstone, during that strange walk up the 
drive But I had by no means eliminated Hayward 

He was there, behind me, walking with a curious stealth, and with an 
uneasiness that somehow, without words, communicated itself to me 
All emotions are waves, I dare say I caught the contagion of fear from 
him, desperate, deadly fear 


And once m the hmia, mv uiqu urn- t.i him tv a > '*» * ‘ 

ishcd. I- or one llunr. he Hhiol t»» \ d»* k , t n ' \ * r !< 1 

Ilalhdny ’s muomir, that, and mine o‘f \ ith f . v * •** r ’ : 

surly lie remained m the in)} at the (<< d o! tm '*~a . * f N 
to their progress and gnwvmr at in fur-'* . ^ 

Watching luni fiom the den, l 1 m huu n< *' . \ » 

but he caught my eve mid ibuuh.ncd tl- uh t ^ ( 

It was then tlut Jane felt hunt, and I ust ’ *1 ? > »> *< '» l ~ * 
smelling salts 

The letter, undoubtedly the kiU r v Inch 1 ? *1M , 1 M * s ml* 
was lung open on Fdith’v d<d, umhr ih* s 1 f » h <L ' ** >' ^ ' f ‘* 

silts it blew to the floor 1 id mud at it ' 1 p*F ' d it no 


s- t 

* 


> ** - 


*•* 4 t: 


c u \ v *1 i t 11 


In RrxoRDiNG im jviMslfdnn up to the *m, an" d» an u.nud !.♦ t 
—the details of the seance— I am imdti u r! mi dihFuU.'" 

Thus* I kept no notes For the tint tunc 1 found mwlf a out cl toe 
circle, sitting between Livingstone and Jane, and v dh Cu.uom iui r in 
lamp, prepared to make the note-* of whit should t uur, 

“Of course,” he said, as we took our place.. 'V e me not ohu*v ri, the n u d 
precautions of what I would call n lest seance Ail we me attempt to* to eh 
is to reproduce, as nearly as possible, the condition* exist iw; it the other 
two sittings And”— he glanced at me and Mmiul —‘‘if Mr. IV Ur’s avion nmi 
to the circle proves to be disturbing, we can eliminate him ’ 

He asked us to remain quiet, no matter whit happened, and U In certain 
that no hand was freed without an immediate statement to tint tract 
“Not that I expect fraud, of course,” he added. “But st is emtomarv, under 
the circumstances.” 

I am quite certain that nobody, except myself, saw Holliday touch the bell 
as the light was reduced to the faint glow of the red lamp 

It was not surprising, I dare say, that beyond certain movements of the 
table and fine raps on its surface, we got nothing at first! In fact, that we 
got anything at all was probably due solely to Jane’s ignorance of the under- 
lying situation Livingstone, next to me, was so nervous that his hands 
twitched on the table, across, Halhday was beside Hayward, and as my eves 
grew accustomed to the semidarkness, I could see him, forbidden recourse 
to his fingers, jerking Ins head savagely 
And, for the life of me, I could not see where all this was leading us A 
breaking of the circle was, by Cameron’s order, immediately to be announced 
Even m complete darkness, when that came-as I felt it would-wliat was it 
that Halhday expected to happen? 

But the table continued to move It began to slide along the carpet, my 
grasp on Livingstone’s hand was relaxed, and indeed, later, as it began to rock 
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violently, it was all I could do to retain contact with the table at all I began 
to see possibilities m this, but when it had quieted the circle remained as 
before 

Very soon after that came the signal for darkness, and Cameron extin- 
guished the lamp Soon Edith, near the cabinet, said the curtain had come 
out into the room, and was touching her The next moment, as before, the 
bell fell from the stand inside the cabinet, and the guitar strings were lightly 
touched. 

Without warning Cameron turned on the lamp, the curtain subsided and 
all sounds ceased He was apparently satisfied, and after a few moments of 
experiment with the lamp on, resulting only m a creaking and knocking on 
die table, again extinguished it On a repetition of the blowing out of the 
curtain, however, he left Ins chair for the first time, and with a pocket flash 
examined the cabinet thoroughly, even the wall coming m for close in- 
spection T 

Wien he had finished with that, however, I sensed a change m 1m 
believe now that he suspected fraud, but I am not certain e sai ra er 
sharply that he was there in good faith and not to provi e an 
amusement, and that he hoped any suspicious movement wou e r p 

“Tins is not a game,” he said shortly , T 

Jane was very quiet, and now I heard again the heavy rea , nQW 

knew preceded the trance condition, or that autohypnotism w i 
as trance 

“Who is that?” Cameron asked m a low tone 

"Mrs Porter,” Halliday said “Quiet, everybody!” ? breathing en- 

The room was completely dark, and save for Jane : s i > ^ ^ 

tirely quiet Strangely enough, for the moment g ^ 

forgot Greenough and Ins men, scattered ‘me of some trernendous 

monition, if I may call it that, that we were on tn g unseen forces 

psychic experience I cannot explain it, I do not know n 
were gathered there together. I even adimt that probably I, too, 

had hypnotized myself time 

And then two things were happening, and at t e : sa see med 

There wac cranpHnno mnvinp in the library, a so j..„Utr ncpless 
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There was something moving m the library, a so , partially useless 
to me, an irregulanty For all tire world Idee the dragging ' of * V* 


fool 


LU me, an irregularity For ail the worm u- n f hand 
foot, and— -Livingstone was quietly releasing his grip ^ y 0U Ioul 

I made a clutch at him, and he whispered sava § ’ stealthily getting 
The next moment he had drawn Ins revolver, and was stea 


to his feet. , e revolver in hand, 

Tlie dragging foot moved out into the hall IV1 ” vemen t across the table 
was standing beside me, and there was a quie m men t ? however, and 
Cameron was apparently listening, also, he ma e n hall, and there 

« the darkness and the silence the footsteps went into 

Ceased nr an hour, and then 

I had no idea of the passage of time, ten secon 
Greenough’s voice at the top of the staircase 



“All nglit Careful below ” , , . 

Livingstone moved then. lie made a wild dash for the red lamp and turned 

it on Hayward was not to be seen, and Ilalhday, revoher in hand, v.as 

starting for the cabinet. 

“More light/’ he called “Lightl Quick!” 

I had a confused impression of Ilalhday, jerking the curt uns of the cabinet 
aside, of somebody else there with him, both on guard, as it were, at the 
wall, of some sort of lapid movement upstairs, of the door from the den into 
the hall being open where it had been closed before, and of a crash some- 
where not far away, as of a falling body, followed by a sort of dreadful pause 
And all tins is m the time it took me to get around the chairs and to the 
wall switch near the door. And it was then, in the shocked silence which 
followed the sound of that fall, in the instant between my finding the switch 
and turning it on, that I will swear that I saw once more by the glow' of the 
red lamp the figure at the foot of the stairs, looking up 

Saw it and recognized it. Watched it turn toward me with fixed and staring 
eyes, felt the cold wind which suddenly eddied about me, and frantically 
turning on the light, saw it fade like smoke into the empty air 

Behind the curtains of the cabinet somebody w r as working at the wall 
Edith, very pale, was supporting Jane, who still remained m her strange aulo- 
hypnotic condition. Livingstone’s arm was about his wufe 

And this was the picture when Greenough came running triumphant!} 
down the stairs, the reward apparently m his pocket, and saw’ us there. He 
paid no attention to the rest of us, but stared at Livingstone with eyes w'hich 
could not believe what they saw 

“Good God'” he said “Then w'ho is m there?” 

He pointed to the wall behind the cabinet 


CHAPTER III 


The steps by which Halliday solved the murder at the mam house, and with 
it the mystery which had preceded it, constitute an interesting story m them- 
selves So certain was he that, by the time we were ready for the third seance, 
his material was already m the hands of the district attorney. And it was not 
the material he had given to Greenough 

For the solution of a portion of the mystery, then, one must go back to 
the mam house, and consider the older part of it It is well known that many 
houses of that period were provided with hidden passages, by which the 
owners hoped to escape the Excise. Such an attempt, many years ago had 
cost George Pierce his life ’ 

But the passage leading from the old kitchen, now' the den, to a closet m 
the room above it, had been blocked up for many years The builder was 
dead, by all the laws of chance time might have gone on and the passage 
remained undiscovered 1 b 


But then the medium, Eugenia Riggs, bought the property, and in making 
repairs the old passage was discovered Although she denies using it for fraud- 
ulent purposes, neither Halhday nor I doubt that she did so She points to 
the plastered wall as her defense, but Halhday assures me that a portion of 
the baseboard, hinged to swing out, but locked from within, would have 
allowed easy access to the cabinet 

But Halhday had at the beginning no knowledge of this passage, with its 
ladder to the upper floor He reached it by pure deduction 
“It had to be there,” he says modestly “And it was ” 

Up to the time young Gordon was attacked at the kitchen door, however, 
Halhday \vas frankly at sea That is, he had certain suspicions, but that was 
all He had discovered, for instance, that the cipher found m my garage was 
written on the same sort of bond paper as that used by Gordon, by e 
simple expedient of having Annie Cochran get him a sheet of it, on some 


excuse or other. . . 

But his actual case began, I believe, with that attack on Gor on eas 
he began at that time definitely to associate the criminal with the House 
“There was something fishy about it,” is the way he puts it 
And v ith Bethel’s story to me, forced by his fear that the oy new 
he who had attacked him, the belief that it was fishy game ' r 

'Gordon was knocked out,” he says “And that ought to ave ee 
But it was not He was tied, too, tied while he was still uncons gQon » 
body wasn’t taking a chance that he’d get back into the iou 
I t was that “play for toe,” as he tarns * that 
All this time, of course, he was ignorant of any 
makes it clear that he simply began, first to associat unfinished 

muse, and then with Bethel. He kept going back to ms copy mur der 

letter, but. “It didn’t help much,” he says quietly “Only, there was 

indicated m it And we were having murder certain ones 

He had three clues, two of them certain, one on , , banging 

were the hnen from the oarlock of the boat, torn ro ^ was not 

to the mam house, and the small portion of the cip er. ^ 
certain about was the lens from an eyeglass, outsi e ^ ie situation at 

He began to watch the house, he “didn t get ° r , ^ e cou ld lay his 

? ’ the ™ was no situation there, really, nothing, a 1 > . warc j Robinson s 

band on But on the night I called him and he starts of a man , cer- 
f oint , as he came back toward the house he saw th When he got 

amly noj- Gordon, enter the house by the gun-room 
!cre the window was closed and locked n0 t m sight Sti 

He was puzzled He looked around for me, but on t } 7C terrace 

searching for me, he made a round of the house, an * somehoW con- 
w hen I fi re d the shot From that time on he sa 
11C ^ d Wlt}] the mystery, but only as the brains Iways I came up 3S ains 
rliere was some devil’s work afoot,” he said 
mat paralysis of his He had to have outside help ^ accon iplicc 
° n the night m question, then, he was certain 
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still m the house through all that followed; through Howard's arrhal and 
Starr's He was so certain by that time of Gordon's innocence that he very 
nearly took him into his confidence the next day. But he was afraid of the 
boy, he was not dependable, Ilalhdny had an idea that "'he xxas playing his 
own game” 

But if this man was in the house that night, where was lie? 

He grew suspicious of the den, after that, and he found out through Starr 
the name of the builder who had put m the paneling m the den, for Uncle 
Horace. It was a long story, but m the end he learned something 
Teanng the old baseboard prior to putting up the panels, the builder had 
happened on the old passage to the room overhead, and he had called I Iorace 
Porter’s attention to it. It seems to liaxc appealed to the poor old chap, it 
belonged, somehow, to the room, with the antique stuff he was putting 
into it He built m a sliding panel, it was not a particularly skillful piece of 
work, but it answered And lie kept lus secret, at least from me 

I doubt if lie ever used it except, though no drinker himself, lie put there 
a small and choice supply of liquors, some of which we found later on. And 
one bottle of which placed Halliday m peril of Ins life, a day or so after the 
night I had fired the shot into the hall 

He had borrowed Annie Cochran’s ke> to the kitchen door, and after 
midnight entered the house and went to tire den Although he is reticent 

about this portion of it, I gather that the house was not all it should be that 
night 

“You know the sort of thing,” he says 

But, pressed as to that, he admits that he was hearing small and mev 
p ica le sounds from the library Chairs seemed to move, and once he was 
wif m ^ 1C cur ^ ain m the doorway behind him blew out into the room 

-p, en , ^ t°°ked back over Ins shoulder, however, it was hanging as before, 
e a no trouble m finding the panel, and as carefully as he could he 
stepped inside. But he had touched one of the bottles, and it fell over. 

i n t make much noise, ’ he says, “but it was enough. He was awake, 

h ara y^ ls no paralysis, I hadn’t time to move before he w'as in the 
closet overhead, and opening the trap in the floor” 

hnffipo 3 u n0t ^ ad time to move, and even if he had, there v r ere the infernal 
not what ar ° Un lim s t°°d without breathing, waiting for he knew 

match Tnd l 00 ^ e< ^ P 00r > he says “I didn’t know when he’d stake a 

r ! i\ m ! And rt Was good m § ht if he did>” 
the darkne« tTi evi( t e ntly He stood listening intently, and in 

moved Helft 17, , hdd hlS breath Then Bethel 

crawled out and close? the' “pandqmedy ^ "’ ent 3 ^ 

was H m e ^ kneW Bethel was n0 more helpless than he 

himself a ° f an accom Phce, and concentrated on the man 

Anme Cochran was working with him, that .s, she did what he asked her, 
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although she seems not to have known at any time the direction m which 
he was working Her own mind was already made up, she believed Gordon 
to be guilt}' She made no protest, however, w’hen he asked her to break 
Mr. Bethel's spectacles one morning, and gne him the fragments. But she 
did it, pretending afterward that she had thrown the pieces into the stove 
Bethel was watchful and suspicious by that time, and she had a bad time 
of it, but wdiat is important here is that Halhday took the fragments into the 
city, and established bejond a doubt that they and the piece of a lens found 
near the culvert w r ere made from the same prescription 

And he had no more than made this discovery, when Gordon, attempting 
at last the blackmail W'hich he had been threatening, was put out of the way 
as quickly and ruthlessly as had been poor Peter Carroway 

“Twenty-four hours,” Halhday says bitterly, “and we would have saved 
him ' 

But twenty-four hours later Bethel had made good his escape, and every- 
thing was apparently over 

But from that time Bethel as Bethel, ceased to exist for I-Ialliday. 

He W'as not working alone, however Very early, he had realized that he 
needed assistance, real assistance Annie Cochran’s help was always of the 
below'-stairs order. And he found the help he wanted after the night Gordon 
W’as attacked, m Hayward As a matter of fact, it was Hayward who went 
to him 

“He w'as worried about you, skipper," Halhday says, with a gnn “He con- 
sidered it quite possible that the attempt to wrangle English literature into 
too many bram corrals might have driven you slightly mad ” 

And breaks off to wonder, “by Jove,” if that’s where the English get their 
collegiate term of wrangler 1 

On the night, then, when Gordon was hurt, the doctor was impulsively 
on his w'ay to Halhday and the boathouse 

“Pie came within an inch of having you locked up that night," says Halhday 
Later on, he did go to Halhday, and Halhday then and there enlisted him 
m lus service He was not shrewd, but he was willing and earnest, and from 
that time on he was useful He had started, presumably, on his vacation 
but actually on a very different errand, when the murder at the mam house 
occurred, and Halhday recalled him by wire 

But when he returned, it was, at Halhday’s request, to hide m the Living- 
stone house It was from there that he came, at night, to assist Halhday m 
guarding the mam house And to provide, by the way, that sworn statement 
of the Livmgstones’ butler, that after the murder they had concealed some- 
one m the house, which threw Greenough so completely off the track 

One perceives, of course, that the Livmgstones had been brought into the 
case Dragged m, is the way Halhday puts it But after the first conference 
between the doctor and himself they were m it, willy mlly 

“Who," Halhday asked Hayward, referring to his copy of my Uncle Hor- 
ace’s letter, “were likely to have access to Horace Porter at night?' 

“No one, so far as I know The Livmgstones, possibly " 
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while he was writing tins letter might have 


“Then the man who came m 
been Livingstone?’' 

“He was ill that night I was with him.” 

“Then Livingstone’s out,” said Halliday, and turned m a new direction 
“Some theory, some wickedness, was put up to him. And it horrified and 
alarmed him. A man doesn’t present such a theory without leading up to it. 
Let’s try this What subject was most interesting Horace Porter during 

the last years, or months, of Ins life?” 

“Spiritism, I imagine I know he was working on it.” 

“Alone? A man doesn’t work that sort of tiling alone, as a rule.” 

“I’ll ask Mrs Livingstone, if you like. She may know.” 

And ask the Livmgstones he did, with the result that Halliday got Ins first 
real clue, and elaborated the daring theory which culminated m that fatal 
fall from the ladder, m the secret passage on the tragic night of the 10 th of 
September. 

All this time, of course, it remained only a theory Hayward scouted it at 
first, but came to it later on, the Livmgstones offered a more difficult problem. 

“They didn’t want to be involved,” Halliday says. “But after Edith’s letter 
came I more or less had them And, of course, after he’d tried to get into 
the house, and left the print of his hand on the window board, they had 
to come m. They’d denied any knowledge of the passage before that. But he 
knew it as well as I did, or better, and that theie was a chance old Bethel 
knew it, too, and had used it ” 

This letter of Edith’s, to which I have already referred, runs as follows 
Dear Madam 

I have read your article with great interest, and would like to suggest that 
a good medium might he very useful under the circumstances 

You have one of the best in the country in your vicinity She has retired , 
and is now living under another name somewhere in the vicinity of Oakville. 
I understand her husband has made considerable money, but she may be 
willing to help in spite of that 

When I knew her she was known as Eugenia Riggs, but this was her maiden 
name , which she had retained. Her husband’ s name is Livingstone j I do not 
know his initials 

She has abandoned the profession in which she made so great a success, 
but I understand is still keenly interested 

The letter is not signed 

Halliday did not require that knowledge, lie had suspected it before But it 
gave him a lever One attempt had already been made by Bethel to get back 
into the house Time was getting short, before long we would have to go back 
to the city, and although he knew by that time who and what Bethel was, 
he could prove nothing To go was to abandon the case. 

He could not secure the arrest of a man because his lens prescription was 
the same as the murderer’s Or on the strength of an unsigned book man- 
uscript left behind the wall of the den He could not prove that Maggie 
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Morrison had died in the process of the expenment Gordon had puzzled 
over, because the mud on the truck wheels corresponded with the red iron 
clay of the lane into the mam house He could not prove his own interpreta- 
tion of the abbreviations S and G. T so liberally scattered through the diary 
And he could not prove that it was Bethel who, looking for the broken lens 
m or near the culvert, had found my fountain pen there A fact which Gor- 
don had noted m the journal as follows. I have them now, sure. W. P. was 
here last night and left Ins fountain pen 
But he could, through the Livmgstones, take a chance on proving all these 
things. And, against Livingstone’s protests and fears, prove it he did 
“As a matter of fact,” he says, “they were m a bad position themselves, 
and they knew it They had to come over again!” 

Things were, indeed, rather parlous for the Livmgstones The butler s story 
had turned the suspicions of the police toward them And on the night of 
my threatened arrest Halhday deliberately used them to avert that catas- 
trophe 

“As a matter of fact,” he says cheerfully, “I gave the police a very pmtty 
case against them It was all there, according to Greenough Even to t e 
handprint!” , , 

But he held them off He had done what he wanted, turned the police 
along a false trail and was free once more to travel along the true one. 


m this he says, and I believe, that his purpose was not mercenary 
“The situation was peculiar,” he says. “Tire slightest slip, t e ain 
picion, and he was off ” , , irmT1 „i 

And he goes back again to the subtlety and wanness 0 e r t0 

self, so watchful, so wary, that throughout it had even een n 

h, T . -* - — «”* l ~ 

°n you Even then, you nearly wrecked us once criminal 

Which was, he tells me the night of the second seance, w ^ d 
actually fell mto the trap and entered the house Livings o 
upstairs that night, and everything would have ended ien P 

But you spilled the beans!” he accuses me r ^ er that 

From the first the seances were devised for a purpose, ^ purpose 

some of the phenomena were deliberately faked, m P u ^m ber statement 
On the other hand, Mrs. Livingstone has always been tbc Jjbrar y r 

that “things happened” which she cannot explain. The s t j iem 
the lights, and the arrival of the book on the table are a they served 

But, trickery or genuine psychic manifestations, in so j ve d 
their purpose I called the third seance, and the mj ' ste ; r L onients IS a clouded 
It is not surprising that my memory of those last ev- one jn complete 

0n c, I was, of all those present except the police, c jr^th knew, and 

ignorance of the meaning of what was going on a ou jenevv a little 

Was bravely taking her nsk with the others, even my e 
no wonder she required her smelling salts niy mmd 

Actually, out of the confusion, only two pictures re 


One was of Greenough staring at Livingstone, and then jerking aside the 
curtains of the cabinet, where Halliday and Hayward had opened the panel 
and after turning on the red globe hanging there, were stooping over a body 

at the bottom of the ladder 

The other is of that figure at the foot of the stans. 

I know now that it could not have been there, that it was lying, dead of a 
broken neck, at the foot of the ladder I have heard all the theories, but I 
cannot reconcile them with the fact How could I have imagined it? I did not 
know then who was inside the wall 

I am not a spiritist, but once m every man's life comes to him the one 
experience which he can explain by no law of nature as he understands them 

To every man his ghost, and to me, mine 

In the dim light of the red lamp, dead though he was behind the panel, 
I will swear that I saw Cameron, alias Simon Bethel, standing at the foot of 
the stairs and looking up 


CHAPTER IV 

Who ake we to judge him? If a man sincerely believes that there is no death, 
the taking of life to prove it must seem a trivial thing 

He may feel, and from his book manuscript hastily hidden behind the 
wall of the den we gather he did feel, that the security of the individual 
counted as nothing against the proof of survival to the human race. 

But that he was entirely sane, m those last months, none of us can 
believe Cruelty is a symptom of the borderland between sanity and mad' 
ness, so, too, is the weakening of what we call the herd instinct. It is well 
known at the University that for the year previous to his death he had been 
distinctly antisocial 

Certainly, too, he fulfilled the axiom that insanity is the exaggeration of one 
particular mental activity And that he combined this single exaggerahon with 
a high grade of intelligence only proves the close relabon between madness 
and genius— Kant, unable to work unless gazing at a ruined tower, Hawthorne, 
cutbng up his bits of paper, Wagner’s periodical violences. 

The very audacity of his disguise, the consistency with which he lived the 
part he was playing, points to what I believe is called dissociation, toward 
the last there seems to have been a genuine duality of personality During 
the day old Simon Bethel, dragging his helpless foot and without effort hold- 
ing his withered hand to its spastic contraction, at night, the active Cam- 
eron, making his exits on his nocturnal adventures by the gun-room window; 
wandering afoot incredible distances, watching the door of Gordon’s room 
and locking him m, learning from me of Halliday’s interest m the case, and 
bymg to burn him out; very early realizing the embarrassment of my own 

presence at the Lodge, and warning me away by that letter from Salem, 
Ohio 

It seems clear that he had not expected me at the Lodge, Larkin ap- 
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parently told Gordon, but Gordon neglected to inform him Just what he 
felt, what terror and anger, when I greeted him at the house on his arnval 
will never be known I remember now how he watched me, peering up at me 
through his disguising spectacles, with the beef cube m his hand, and waiting 
Waiting 

But the disguise held My own very slight acquaintance with him, my 
near-sightedness, my total lack of suspicion, all were m his favor. And of the 
perfection of the disguise itself, it is enough to say that Gordon apparently 
never suspected it He did suspect the paralysis. 

He moved his arm today , he wrote once, m the diary He knows I saw it, 
and he has watched me ever since 

“ It takes very little to change an appearance beyond casual recognition,” 
Halliday tells me. “The idea is to take a few important points and substitute 
their opposites Take a man with partial paralysis, one side of his face drops, 
you see Well, he can’t imitate that, but he can put a fig m the other cheek 
and raise it Put hair on a bald-headed man, and watch the change And 
there are other things, eyebrows, now—” 

Only once did I come anywhere near the truth, and then it slipped past 
me, and I did not catch it That was on the night he sent for me, after he 
had struck Gordon down He was frightened that night, we know now Gor- 
don was suspicious, might even have gone to the police 

And that night he tested his disguise and me 

I have recorded the revolt I felt after his attack on the Chnstian faith 
And that I had the feeling of having heard almost the same thing, eons ago 
I had heard the same thing, from Cameron, on the first occasion of my 
meeting him. 

Much of the explanation of that tragic summer becomes mere surmise, 
naturally. There is no surmise, however, necessary as regards Cameron’s com- 
ing to the third seance, at my invitation So far as he knew, we still believed 
that Simon Bethel was dead That our circle, so innocent in appearance, so 
naive, was a cleverly devised trap seems not to have occurred to him. My 
frankness, the product of my ignorance, would probably have reassured a 
man less driven by necessity than he was 

But even had he suspected something, I believe he would have come His 
other attempts to enter the house and secure the manuscript had failed. And 
any day some bit of mischance, a mouse behind a panel, a casual repair, 
and this book of his, with its characteristic phrasing, its references to his 
earlier works, would be m the hands of the police. 

With what secret eagerness he accepted the invitation we can only guess 
Halliday, carefully plotting, had already discounted his acceptance in advance 

“I knew he would come, of course,” he says “He wanted to get m Wc 
offered him not only that, but darkness to cover any move he wanted to 
make It had to work out ” 

And here he explains the necessity of having the criminal caught flagrante 
delicto. It had to be shown, he says, not only that Cameron had written the 
manuscript, but that it was he who had hidden it where it lay 
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“The case against him stood or fell by that, he says. 

But aside from this, much of the explanation of that tragic summer, be- 
comes pure guesswork. We have, however, elaborated the following as ful- 
filling our requirements as to the situation 

We know for instance that on old Horace Porter's developing interest m 
spiritism, Mrs Livingstone referred him to Cameron But we do not know 
why that interest developed 

Is it too much, I wonder, to say that the house itself led him to it? In 
this I know I am on dangerous ground, and it becomes still more dangerous 
if one grants that Mrs Livingstone's gift of a red lamp led him to experi- 
menting with it 

We do know, however, that after he had had this lamp for three months 
or so, he got m touch with Cameron, and it seems probable that such experi- 
ments as were made there at night with this lamp roused Cameron to fever 
heat 

Mrs Livingstone believes there was a pact between them, the usual one 
of the first to “pass over” to come back if possible We do not know that, but 
it seems plausible Neither Halliday nor I believe, however, as she does, that 
Cameron killed the older man, m a fit of rage over the rejection of his pro- 
posal to carry their investigations to the criminal point 

What seems more probable is that Cameron had very early recognized 
the advantages of the house for the psychic and scientific experiments he 
had in mmd, and that he finally submitted the idea to old Horace With 
what growing horror and indignation they were received we know from his 
letter 

They turned a possible ally into an angry and dangerous enemy, the re- 
jection of the proposition, with the threat which accompanied it, left Cam- 
eron stripped before the world as an enemy to society He went home and 
brooded over it 

“But he couldn't let it rest at that,” Halliday says “He went back And 
the old man was at his desk There was danger m Cameron that night, and 
the poor old chap was frightened We’ll say he crumpled his letter up m his 
hand, and Cameron didn’t see it Maybe there was an argument, and Cam- 
eron knocked him down But he got up again, and he managed to drop the 
letter into an open drawer, after that, his heart failed, and he fell for good ” 

We acquit him of that Of the others? 

We are, with regard to the underlying motive, the so-called experiments, 
again obliged to resort to surmise We know, for instance, of Cameron's 
early experiments m weighing the body before and immediately after death 
He has himself recorded them But m the manuscript of his book he dis- 
tinctly states his belief that the vital principle, whatever that may be, is weak- 
j 11 ^' illness, and his belief that those who “pass over” suddenly out of 
tull health, arc more able to manifest themselves 

He quotes numerous instances of murdered men, whom tradition believes 
to have returned for motives of vengeance But he himself believes that this 
nbihh to return is due to the strength of the unweakened vital principle 
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The whole spirit, he calls it. And although his manuscript m itself does not 
deal with any discoveries he may have made during the summer, there are 
accompanying it certain pages of figures which seem to prove that he made 
more than one experiment along those lines during his occupancy of the 
house. 

What waifs and strays he picked up on those night journeys of his we do 
not know, poor wanderers, probably, with no place m the world from which 
they could be missed 

At the same time, Halliday feels that the experiments were not necessanly 
to be with life and death, he suggests that they were to he, rather, m deep 
narcosis, pushed to the danger point, and that it was under this narcosis 
that Maggie Morrison, for one, succumbed 

Among Cameron’s papers, later on, we found a curious document entitled 
The reality of the Soul through a study of the effects of Chloroform and 
Curari on the Animal Economy , with this note in Cameron’s hand. 

The soul and the body are separated by the agency of anesthesia The soul 
is not a breath, but an entity 

Of the nature of the further tests made we have no idea Halliday believes 
that, shown the space behind the wall by Horace Porter, he later utilized it 
to conceal such apparatus as he used m his expenments 

“It seemed to be full of stuff," he says, “the night I found it " 

But later on, as the chase narrowed, he got rid of it bit by bit at night, 
probably throwing it into the bay Tins is borne out by the fact that, late 
that following autumn, going back to Twin Hollows to look over the property 
with a real estate dealer, I found washed up on the beach the battered frag- 
ments of a camera 

Only a portion of the lens remained m the frame, but this lens had been 
of quartz. As nearly as I can discover, the theory of quartz used m such a 
manner is to photograph the ultra-violet In other words, I dare say, to make 
visible that strange world which may lie beyond the spectrum and our nor- 
mal vision. 

Did he obtain anything? We shall never know 

But sometimes I wonder Suppose a man to have done what he had done 
to prove the immortality of the soul, to have taken lives and have risked his 
own, to give to the world the survival after death it so pathetically craves 
And he fails, there is nothing His own conviction has not weakened, but his 
proofs are not there 

Then, m the twinkling of an eye, he himself breaks through the veil With 
that idea dominant, he passes over to the other side, perhaps to the long 
sleep, perhaps not But m that instant between waking and sleeping, to prove 
his point! To make good his contention! To justify his course! 

I wonder. 

And I wonder, too, if at that moment of realization the supreme irony 
of the situation could have occurred to him? That the wounded hand, the 
one injury poor Gordon had managed to inflict on him, was the factor which 
had shot him, head foremost, into eternity 7 



Was Cameron our sheep killer? We believe so, with resembonS; 

We know he was at Bass Cove, under an assumed name, at the time, pr 5 

l0 °M fte^eto'rt seems unlikely that he lulled the first lot of Nyhe’s 
sheep, that, we believe, ivas an act of revenge on the part of a man N 5 l.e 

recently dircharge d on his imagination seems probable He was 

planning that mad campaign of his, and it fell in well with what was to come 
It prepared the neighborhood, in a sense, but it set them looking for a maniac 
with a religious mama And it was an effective alibi for him, occurring before 

his arrival at the house - , , . v, 

Jane had always believed that he added the symbol m chalk deliberately 

to incriminate me I do not He added it, after Helena Lear had told him 
of it, as he had added the stone altar, a madman’s conception of a madman s 

act 

Carroway’s murder was incidental to that preparation of lus, but m view 

of all we know, we can reconstruct it fairly well 

Thus we have the boy, tinng of carrying his rifle, putting it away m me 
darkness and possibly dozing We have the appearance of the killer, and 
Carroway unable to locate Ins rifle quickly, following him to the water front 
and reaching it too late 

Underneath our float the killer should have found his knife, but as we 
know, Halliday had taken it away They were two unarmed men, then, who 
met that night on the quiet surface of the bay And one of them, although 
nobody knew it, was not sane 

Unarmed only m one sense, however, for Cameron had an oar. And used 


When it was over, he apparently rowed back quietly to tire creek beyond 
Robinson’s Point, left his boat there, and walked to Bass Cove 

The proprietor of the small hotel there seems never to have known that 
he was out at night 

“He was a very quiet gentleman,” he says, “and always went to bed early. 
One thing which had puzzled us, m the Morrison case, was that the girl 
had stopped her truck, at a time when the nerves of the countryside were 
on edge It seems probable, therefore, that on some nights, at least, it was 
not the square and muscular Cameron who went forth, but an old and crip- 
pled man 

Shown to her by the lightning flashes that night, age and infirmity by the 
roadside and a storm going, what wonder that she stopped? The only marvel 
is that, this bait having proven successful, it does not appear to have been 
used again— 

And now , postpone it as I may, I have come to that portion of our summer 
to which I have earlier referred as the X m our equation We have solved our 
problem We may say quite properly, Quod erat demonstrandum But there 
remains still the unsolved factor 

Much that impressed me strongly at the time has lost its impression now. 
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It is a curious fact that a man may see a ghost-and many believe that they 
have done so-without any lasting belief m so-called survival after death And 
so it is with me. 

On editing my journal, however, I find myself confronting the same ques- 
tions which confronted me during that terrible summer 

Have I a body, or is my body all there is of me? In other words, am I an 
intelligence served by certain physical organs? Or am I certain physical organs, 
actuated by an intelligence as temporary as they? 

Frankly, I do not know 

But any careful analysis of the extranormal phenomena of the summer 
seems to show, every so often, some other-world intelligence, struggling to 
get through to us. As though— 

We have never had, as I have said, any explanation of the coming of the 
book during the second seance, nor of the sounds from the library While 
much of the physical phenomena of the first two seances was deliberately 
engineered by Mrs. Livingstone, m pursuance of Halliday’s plan to get Cam- 
eron into the house, these two things remain without explanation. 

The same tiling is true of my finding of the letter, of the lighthouse appa- 
rition, of the sitting at Evanston, and of Jane’s clairvoyant visions None of 
which, by the way, she has had since And yet all of which had their part, 
large or small, m our solving and understanding of the crimes. 

Peter Geiss, and the figure m the foreriggmg of the sloop, my own vision 
of Cameron at the foot of the stairs, when he lay dead behind the panel, 
what am I to say of these? 

Am I to accept them as I do Jane’s “vision without eyes,” as no more ex- 
traordinary than the feats of somnambulists, who go through their curious 
nightly progress with closed eyelids? 

Am I to accept them, refute them, or evade them? 

There are, however, certain incidents which, puzzling as they were at the 
fame, lend themselves to very simple explanation Among these are the cough 
I heard more than once, and Hadly’s story of the materialization m the 
Oakville cemetery. 

Throughout Gordon's diary, here and there, were the letters S and G. T 
There was also, m one place, a sentence which translated, became The G P 
stuff went great last night. 

Halhday believes that Gordon was what we know as a medium, and that it 
was m that capacity primarily that Cameron took him to the country The S 
he therefore translates as “sitting,” and the G T as “genuine trance ” After 
the G T there almost invariably follows the rather pathetic entry Feel rotten 
today, or Ml in 

Hadly’s ghost, then, m all probability was the secretary, securing data for 
the “sittings” which he so carefully differentiates from the nights when he 
went into genuine trance Being honest with himself, poor boy, and honest 
nowhere else. And the same was no doubt true as to the dry cough which he 
practiced on me, the night I was m the garage, almost to my undoing 

It was during those “sittings,” too, almost certainly, that under pretended 
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control from beyond lie began to ferret out. wills the cunning of h?s bind, 
the story underneath, to bring back Horace Porter, and watch the reaction, 
to mention the boat he had discovered, and see the man across fiom lum, 
m the dim-red light, twitch and tremble 

To play him, to fool him, and at the last to threaten and blncl mail him 
And, in the end, to die 

But there remain these things I cannot explain One of the most curious 
is the herbal odor, that this was not a purely subjective impression is vliown 
by the fact that both Hayward and Edith noticed it during the second se- 
ance The scent of flowers is, I believe, not unusual during certain psvchic 
experiments, Warren speaks of the impression of tuberoses being wast'd be- 
fore him m the dark by some ghostly hand. 


Of this, as of the other inexplicable phenomena, 1 can onh say that at the 
time I did not doubt them, living them again, as I prepare this manuscript, 
I accept them once more But I do not explain them 
“You wish,” said Cicero, “to have the explanation of these things'* Very 


wp1 l f might tell you that the magnet is a body which attracts iron 
j d attaches itself to it, but because I could not give you the explanation 
of it, would you deny it?” 


In closing this record, I cannot do better than copy the following extract 
from my journal, made the following June 


June 1, 19— 

Our little Edith was married today Heigh-ho And again, heigh-ho 
I have done the proper thing, led her up the aisle to Halhday (and would 
as hef have knocked lnm down as not) stepped back out of the picture 
an er life, and feeling for my handkerchief, like the besotted old fool I am, 
pulled out a washcloth instead 

Fortunate, perhaps, as I was on the verge of loud and broken sobs 1 

ow we begrudge the happiness of others when it is at our expensel 

°) V -. a ^ e ^Hlhday when, once m the house, he put his arms around her 

, n , ? ier c ose ^ ow I resented that calm air of possession with which he 

r 11S F aCe * n _^ le ^ me beside her, and shook hands smilingly with the 

rnnm 11 ^ £ r ° T * lat ^ isse d and blessed them, on the way to the dining- 
room and food 

yet ~bow happy they are, and how safe she is 
My mfe, he said “Forever and ever Amen ” 

every corntr g ^ ass ’ c ^ ma ’ silver, and linen, the Lears' candlesticks, 

two^of them nnff Wlth gUests and § lfts ~ and Jock And for the 

and passed, ftemseC “ Wlth Shad °"’ S "’ hlCh 

? e one reaht y “ LOTe > 

alone, alas, bLnFthe^ram ^ ^ 1 315 3,0ne Safe and <l uiet - and 
Heigh-ho! 1 
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